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INTRODUCTORY NOTE 


Household Words was started by Dickens in 1850 as 
a weekly magazine. Bradbury & Evans were the pub- 
lishers, and Dickens was assisted in the editorial work by 
William Henry Wills. The first number appeared on 
March 30, 1850, and the magazine ran till May 28, 1859, 
velum a dispute between Dickens and the publishers 
brought it lo an end. All the Year Round was begun 
by Dielams as a succHvssor to Household Words. Its first 
number was published on April 30, 1859, and it con- 
tinued in other hands after his death. 

The g(!n(iral articles in Household Words and All the 
Year Round were uusigncKi, but by means of the Con- 
trilnitors’ Book of (lu; fornu;r Mr. B. W. Matz has been 
aide to identify Dicktuis’s contributions with certainty, and 
Mr. h'. (». Kitton has done the same for the latter magazine 
from llu! oiTuui sed. Those articles that were wholly by 
Dickims an' reprinttsl lient in chronological order. The 
dittos of the articles are given in the table of contents. 
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PAPERS FROM HOUSEHOLD WORDS 




A PRELIMINARY WORD 


The name that we liave chosen for this publication expresses, generally, 
the desire we have at heart in originating it. 

We aspire to live in the Household affections, and to be numbered 
among the Household tlioughts, of our readers. We hope to be the 
comrade and friend of many thousands of people, of both sexes, and of 
all ages and conditions, on whose iaces we may never look. We seek 
to bring into innumerable homes, from the stirring world around us, 
the knawl('dgi‘ o( many social wonders, good and evil, that are not 
calculattNl to n*nder any of us less ardently persevering in ourselves, 
less toIta%anl ol one another, less kiithful in the progress of mankind, 
less tliankful for the* priviU^ge of living in this summer-dawn of time. 

No men‘. ulilltarian spirit, no iron binding of the mind to grim 
realities, will give a harsh tone to our Household Words. In the 
bosoms of tlici young and old, of the well-to-do and of the poor, we 
would timderly cherisli that light of Fancy which is inherent in the 
luiman bnaist; wliich, acconling to its nurture, burns willi an inspiring 
llaim*, or .sinks into a sullmi gian‘, but which (or woe betide that day!) 
can nt'Via' he (*xtinguish<‘<l. 'Fo sliow to all, that in all familiar things, 
ev(‘n in those which are rep<‘llant on the surface, there is Romance 
enough, it we will htul it out ; — to teach the hardest workers at this 
whirling whi'e! of toil, that tlaar lot is not necessarily a moody, brutal 
fact, (‘xeluded from the sym[>athu‘s and graces of imagination; to bring 
the greater an<I th<’ Iess(‘r in degn^e, together, upon that wide Held, 
and mutually dispose thtMu to a better acquaintance and a kinder 
understanding is one main object of our Household Words. 

Thf* mightier inv<‘nrions of this age are not, to our thinking, all 
material, hut have a kirul of souls in their stupendous bodies which 
may find exfiression in Household Words. The traveller whom we 
accompany on his railroad or his steamboat journey, may gain, we 
hopt', sonn^ conqHaisation for incidents which these later generations 
have oiUlivtnl, in new associations with the Power that bears him 
onward; with the hahitations and the ways of life of crowds of his 
fellow creaturc‘s among whom he passes like the wind; even with the 
towtaing ('himneys he may see, spirting out fire and smoke upon the 
prospiH't, I'lx' swart giants, Slai^es of the Lamp of Knowledge, have 
their thousami and one tales, no less than the Genii of the East; and 
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these, in all their wild, grotesque, and lancil'ul as|.iH (s, in all (hiar m-inv 
phases of endurance, in all their many movin,.;- lessons of lainipaS 

and consideration, we to i(‘IL i assion 

Our Household Words will not he echoes of (h,. riresent time -.In,, 
b»i o( ti,o pas, Nri,i„r will ,i„.,. ,i,;,';,:; “ ' . ■ 

prises, triumphs, joys, and sorrows, of this l oomry only, hut i„ . 1 
degree, of those ot every nation uiion eaiih. R,;,- not him- ’can he a 
source of real interest in one of tliem, without eoneerning all (he rest 
We have coiisidered what an amhition it is to he a.Imitn.d into nt mv 
homes with affection and conhdence; to he regardial as a friend bv 
children and old people; to be thought of in aflHe.ion and in Llf 
ness; to people the sick room with airy shapes “ that give deligi and 
hurt not , and to be associated with the harmless laughter mid'th^ 
gentle tears of many hearths. We know the great respon.sibilhv of 
such a privilege; its vast reward; the pictures that it roninres „n ■ 
hours of solita^r labour, of a multitude movial by „„<■ svu pathy th" 
solemn hopes which it awakens in the lahoinvi’s’ breast," that he ’n ‘ - 
be free from self-reproach in looking;' hark af last unon hk .vr. -i- 
that hi, te hi. 

borne by the dear objects of his low with pride. The hand I h- t v, it 
these faltering lines, happily associ.ated 'vith .ve«, 11 . p 'w m 

before to-da^y, has known enough of smd, ..sperieoees to e , T . n 

Some tillers of the field into wlileh we now come, have h,-eu liefoie 
aiid some are hero whose high usefiduess we readih aeknowl,-,!,. i 
whoso company it is an honour to ioin. Itu ■ . ' ‘ t 
Bastards of the Mountain, draggled' fringe 

the basest pas-sions of the lowest nalun.s whose .■risiem e h ■ 

Sa£:- -‘art;;;;',' 

ciiMoSs trsu!riu,f 

hear, cry Go onl The stones th.-u e d .. k . 

as the trees htive tongues, as there mv books in i.e , m','„‘h'"!'k."' I'"''"’ 

there IS good mewerythhw! Thev ‘uhI tlw a- ^ as 

With a fresh heart, a light step u.’id 1 

journey. The road is not so rough that i' 'esri'’'^\‘’ 

way is not so stwp that we need kon Ihr i 

down, be stricken motionless, (k, is a'li 'i !’ T'" ’ “‘“'''“‘ff ‘'•‘•"Sly 
glow already, with the air from yomler' I ei-d,, 'u!'’ , ” 
inspintrng voices joining in this aedamation we t 

and go on cheerily! back the cry, 



THE AMUSEMENTS OF 
THE PEOPLE 


As one half of the world is said not to know how the other half lives, so 
it may be alllrmod that the upper half of the world neither knows nor 
greatly cares how the lower half amuses itself. Believing that it does 
not care, mainly bc'cause it does not know, we purpose occasionally 
recording a few facts on this subject* 

The gcaca-al character of the lower class of dramatic amusements 
is a vt^ry significant sign of a people, and a very good test of their 
intellectual condition* We design to make our readers acquainted 
in the first place with a few of our experiences under this head in the 
m<?lropoIis. 

It is probable that nothing will ever root out from among the com- 
mon people an innate love they have for dramatic entertainment in 
some form or oilier. It would be a very doubtful beneht to society, 
we think, if it could be rooted out The Polytechnic Institution in 
Rt'gi'ot Stnuq, where an inllnltc variety of ingenious models are 
exhiliiled and explained, and where lectures comprising a quantity of 
useful information on many practical subjects are delivered, is a great 
public beiKdlt and a wonderful place, but we think a people formed 
eTitirTh in thi'ir hours of leisure by Polytechnic Institutions would be 
an uncomfortable community. We would rather not have to appeal 
to tilt* gi'.ncrous sympathies of a man of five-and-twenty, in respect of 
somt* aniiction of which he had had no personal experience, wdio had 
passtnl all his holidays, when a boy, among cranks and cogwheels. 
W<' should rnort^ disposed to trust him if he had been brought into 
ocu'asional contact with a Maid and a Magpie; if he had made one 
or two diversions into the Forest of Bondy; or had even gone the 
length of a Christmas Pantomime. Thera is a range of imagination 
in most of us, which no amount of steam-engines will satisfy; and 
which Th(?-greal-exhibition-of-the-works-of-industry-of-all -nations, 
itsidf, will jirohably leave unappeased. The low>'er we go, the more 
natural it is that the best-relished provision for this should be found 
in dramatic entiniainments ; as at once the most obvious, the least 
troubUasomts and tlic most real, of all escapes out of the literal world. 
( c :m7 ) B 
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Joe WhelkSj of the New Cut> Lambeth, is not imieli ef a reader, has 
no gf real store of books, no very commodious room to r(‘ad in, lu) v('iy 
decided inclination to read, and no povv(*r at all of presiaitiug* vividly 
before his mind’s eye what he reads about. But, put Joo in the g-allery 
of the Victoria Theatre; show him doors and windows in Iho scene that, 
will open and shut, and that people can get in and out of; tell him a 
story with these aids, and by the help of live men and womtm dress('d 
up, confiding fo him their innermost secrets, in voic<‘s audiblt^ half a 
mile off; and Joe will unravel a story through all its entanglenaaits, 
and sit there as long after midnight as you have anything lt‘ft to 
show him. Accordingly, the Theatres to which Mr. Whelks resorts, 
are always full ; and whatever changes of fashion the drama knows 
elsewhere, it is always fashionable in the New Cut 

The question, then, might not unnaturally arise, one would suppose, 
whether' Mr. Whelks’s educationTs'at' all '.susceptible of .improvement, 
through the agency of his theatrical tastes. How far it is improved 
at present, our readers shall judge for themselves. 

In affording them the means of doing so, we wish to disclaim any 
grave imputation on those who are concerned in minislt'nng to th(' dra- 
matic gratification of Mn Whelks. Heavily taxi'd, wholly nnassist<Hl 
by the State, deserted by the gentiy, and quih* imn*(:<>gnis<'d as a 
means of public instruction, the higher English Drama has (U'clinetl, 
Those who would live to please Mr. Wlu'lks, must please Mr, Whelks 
to live. It is not the Manager’s province to hold the Mirror uf> to 
Nature, but to Mr* Whelks— the only pi'rson who ackiu)wl(‘tig('s him. 
If, in like manner, the actor’s nature, Iil«^ the dyer’s han<l, Ixs-ome 
subdued to what he works in, the actor can hardly he blamed foi* it. 
He grinds hard at his vocation, is often steeped in dindfil iJoverty, and 
lives, at the best, in a little world of mockeries. It is had enough to 
give away a great estate six nights a-week, and want a shilling-; to 
preside at imaginary banquets, hungry fijr a nmtton dmp; to smaek 
the lips over a tankard of toast and watc'r, and deehrun ahnut the 
mellow produce of the sunny vineyard on iht' hanks of ilie Rlfnn'; 
to be a rattling young lover, with the mea.sh's at hona*; ami to paint 
sorrow over, with burnt cork and rougti; without lunuy; <'alh‘<i upon 
to despise his vocation too. If he can utter the trash io which iu‘ is 
condemned, with any relish, so much tlu^ better for him, Il<'aven 
knows ; and peace be with him 1 

A few weeks ago, we went to one of Mr. Whelks’s favourite 
Theatres, to see an attractive Melo-Drama. aiWvd May MouNiNcg ou 
Tee Mystery of 1715, and the Murder! W<‘ had idt'a that 
the former of these titles might mfer to month in which <*ither 
the Mystery or the Murder happened, but we ihxuul it to l>e tlu‘ name 
of the heroine, the pride of Keswick Vale; who was “calk'd May 
Morning” (after a common custom among* tlu^ ICnglish Peasantry) 
*'from her bright eyes and merry laugh”. Of this young lady, it mav 
be observed, in passing, that she subsequently sustaim'd <'very possible 
calamity of human existence, in a white muslin gown with bhu' tucks; 
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and that she did every conceivable and inconceivable thing with a 
pistol, that could anyhow be effected by that description of fire-arms. 

The Theatre was extremely full. The prices of admission were, to 
the boxes, a shilling ; to the pit, sixpence ; to the gallery, threepence. 
The gallery was of enormous dimensions (among the company, in the 
front row, we observed Mr. Whelks); and ovei-flowing with occupants. 
It required no close observation ofithe attentive faces, rising one above 
another, to the very door in the roof, and squeezed and jammed in, 
regardless of all discomforts, even there, to impress a stranger with 
a sense of its being highly desirable to lose no possible chance of 
effecting any mental improvement in that great audience. 

The company in the pit were not very clean or sweet-savoured, but 
there were some good-humoured young mechanics among them, with 
their wives. These were generally accompanied by ‘‘the baby”, inso- 
much that the pit was a perfect nursery. No effect made on the stage 
was so curious, as the looking down on the quiet faces of these babies 
fiist asleep, after looking up at the staring sea of heads in the gallery. 
There were a good many cold fried soles in the pit, besides; and a 
variety of flat stone bottles, of all portable sizes. 

The audience in the boxes was of much the same character (babies 
and fish excepted) as the audience in the pit. A private in the Foot 
Guards sat in the next box; and a personage who wore pins on his 
coat instead of buttons, and was in such a damp habit of living as to 
be quite mouldy, was our nearest neighbour. In several parts of the 
house we noticed some young pickpockets of our acquaintance; but 
as they were evidently there as private individuals, and not in their 
public capacity, we were little disturbed by their presence. For we 
consider the hours of idleness passed by this class of society as so 
much gain to society at large; and we do not join in a whimsical 
sort of lamentation that is generally made over them, when they are 
found to be unoccupied. 

As wc made these observations the curtain rose, and we were pre- 
sently in possession of the following particulars. 

Sir Gc'orge Elmore, a melancholy Baronet with every appearance of 
being in that advanced stage of indigestion in which Mr. Morrison’s 
patients usually are, wlien they happen to hear, through Mr. Moat, of 
the surprising elTects of his Vegetable Pills, was found to be living in 
a very large castle, in the society of one round table, two chairs, and 
Caiptain George Elmore, “his supposed son, the Child of Mystery, and 
the Man of Crime”, The Captain, in addition to an undutifiil habit 
of bullying his fiither on all occasions, was a prey to many vices; fore- 
most among which may be mentioned his desertion of his wife, 
“ Estella de Neva, a JSpanish lady”, and his determination unlawfully 
to possess himself of May Morning; M. M. being then on the eve of 
marriage to Will Stanmore, a cheerful sailor, with very loose legs. 

The strongest evidence, at first, of the Captain’s being the Child of 
Mystery ancl the Man of Crime was deducible from his boots, which, 
being very high and wide, ■ and -'apparently made- of sticking-plaister, 
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justified the worst theatrical suspicions to his disadvantage. And 
indeed he presently turned out as ill as could bo d(\sin‘d: getting* into 
May Morning-’s Cottage by the window after dark; r<‘fu.sing to “uu” 
hand” May Morning when required to do so by that lady; waking 
May Morning’s only surviving parent, a blind old gcaitienian witli a 
black ribbon over his eyes, whom we shall call Mr. Stars, as his naiiK; 
was stated in the bill thus * *5^ and showing Innis(df d(\s()(‘ral(‘!y 

bent on carrying off May Morning by force of arms, lu-cai this was no( 
the worst of the Captain; for, being foikri in his diaholiral purpose* 
temporarily by means of knives and pistols, providentially caught up 
and directed at him by May Morning, and linally, for the time htung, 
by the advent of Will Stanmore — he caused one Slink, his adhenait, 
to denounce Will Stanmore as a rebel, and got that cheerful mariner 
carried off, and shut up in prison. At about the same period of the 
Captain’s career, there suddenly appeared in his father’s castle a dark- 
complexioned lady of the name of Manuella, Zingara Woman from 
the Pyrenean mountains; the wild wanderer of the heath, and the 
pronouncer of the prophecy”, who threw the melancholy barontq, his 
supposed father, into the greatest confusion by asking him what h<^ 
had upon his conscience, and by pronouncing myst<*ricuis rhymes con- 
cerning the Child of Mystery and the Man of Crijut\ to a low (rvuihling 
of fiddles. Matters were in this slate when tlu‘ Tlu'atrc rcsouudod 
with applause, and Mr. Whelks fell into a lit of imhouud(%l <‘nthusiasm, 
consequent on the entrance of ** Michael tlu* Mendicant 

At first we referred something of the cordiahiy with wlui'h Mieliael 
the Mendicant was greeted, to the fact of Ids bring’ “ nuuh* up’’ with 
an excessively dirty face, which might create' a bond of union lM‘tW(‘eu 
himself and a large majority of the auditmee. But it soon canu' out 
that Michael the Mendicant had been hired in old time by Sir (ieorge 
Elmore, to murder his (Sir George. Hhnore’s) elder hrotlua* whirh hr 
had done; notwithstanding which little affair of honour, Michael was 
in reality a very good fellow; quite a teuder-h('art('d mart; who, on 
hearing of the Captain’s determination to st'tik.' Will Stanmore, <*rird 
out, *‘What! more bel-oodi” and fell tlal — ov(*r[)owrr('(l by his nj(*e 
sense of humanity. In like manner, in dfserihin;^ ihal small cimr nf 
judgment into which he had allowed himself to be l.'mptea by numi.y, 
this gentleman exclaimed, “I sitor-ruck him down, and lid-Vd in er- 
orrorl” and further he remarked, with honest pride, “ I liave lived(.r 
as a beggar— a roadei'sider vaigeraiU, but no ker-rinie sinee then lias 
stained these hands 1” All these seniiments of the wuitby man were 
hailed with showers of applause; and when, in tht' ext'lienient of his 
feelings on one occasion, after a soliloquy, he “ wimt off” on his luu'k, 
kicking and shuffling along the ground, after the manner of bold spirits 
in trouble, who object to be taken to the sUdion-house, tlu; cheering 
was tremendous. 

And to see how little harm he had done, after all! Sir (ieorge 
Elmore’s elder brother was not dead. Not he! He recovered, sifter 
this sensitive creature had “fel-ed in er-orror”, sind, putting a’bhick 
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ribbon over his eyes to disguise himself, went and lived in a modest 
retirement with his only child. In short, Mr. Stars was the identical 
individual! When Will Stanmore turned out to be the wrongful Sir 
George Elmore’s son, instead of the Child of Mystery and Man of 
Crime, who turned out to be Michael’s son, (a change having been 
effected, in revenge, by the lady from the Pyrenean Mountains, who 
became the Wild Wanderer of the Heath, in consequence of the wrong- 
ful Sir George Elmore’s perfidy to her and desertion of her), Mr. Stars 
went up to the Castle, and mentioned to his murdering brother how it 
was. Mr. Stars said it was all right; he bore no malice; he had kept 
out of the way, in order that his murdering brother (to whose numer- 
ous virtues he was no stranger) might enjoy the property; and now 
he would propose that they should make it up and dine together. 
The murdering brother immediately consented, embraced the Wild 
Wanderer, and it is supposed sent instructions to Doctors’ Commons 
for a license to marry her. After which, they were all very comfortable 
indeed. For it is not much to try to murder your brother for the sake 
of his property, if you only suborn such a delicate assassin as Michael 
the Mendicant ! 

All this did not tend to the satisfaction of the Child of MyvStery and 
Man of Crime, who was so little pleased by the general happiness, that 
he shot Will Stanmore, now joyfully out of prison and going to be 
married directly to May Morning, and carried off the body, and May 
Morning to boot, to a lone hut. Here, Will Stanmore, laid out for 
dead at fifteen minutes past twelve, p.m., arose at seventeen minutes 
past, infinitely fresher than most daisies, and fought two strong men 
single-handed. Plowever, the Wild Wanderer, arriving with a party 
of male wild wfindcM-ers, who were always at her disposal— and the 
murdering brother arriving arm-in-arm with Mr. Stars— stopped the 
combat, confounded the Child of Mystery and Man of Crime, and 
blessed the lovers. 

The adventures ot ‘‘Red Riven the Bandit” concluded the moral 
lesson of tlic evening. But, feeling by tins time a little fatigued, and 
believing that we already discerned in the countenance of Mr, Whelks 
a sufficient confusion betw^een right and wrong to last him for one 
nightj tve retired: the rattier as we intended to meet him, shortly, at 
another place of dramatic entertainment for the people. 

{Cmitmuedm p . X4.) 



PERFECT FELICITY 

IN A BIRD’S-EYE VIEW 


I AM the Raven in the Happy Family— and nobody knows what a life 
of misery I lead ! 

The dog informs me (he was a puppy about town hvihrv ht' joined 
us; which was lately) that there is mor<' than one Happy Family on 
view in London. Mine, I beg to say. may he* known l>y being' thc‘ 
B'araily which contains a spkmdid Raven. 

I want to know why I am to be calh'd upon aeeonumHlate niyseli 
to a cat, a mouse, a pigeon, a ringdovis an owl (wlm i.s the i;rem«‘st 
ass 1 have ever known), a guinea-pip;, a s[)arrow, and a variety 
other creatures with whom I have no opinion in <’onunoa. Is tins 
national education? Recause, if it is, I object it. Is our tsage wbat 
they call neutral ground, on which all partiiss may agree? If so, war 
to the beak I consider preferable. 

What right has any man to require me to look complaeimtly at a eat 
on a shelf all day? It may be all very well for the* o\\ \. My opinion 
of Mm is that he blinks and stares himself into a slal<‘ of such diawe 
stupidity that he has no idea what eompany he is In. I have se<-n him, 
with my own eyes, blink himself, for hours, into the couvictiou that lie 
was alone in a belfry. But / am not tlu^ owl. It wouhi liave tieen 
better for me, if I had been born in that station <d' life. 

1 am a Raven. I am, by natun*, a sort td* collector, or antiipiariun. 
If I contributed, in my natural slate, to any INaiodirai, it wuukJ hr 
The Gentleman’s Magaixine. I have a passion for amassing things 
that are of no use to me, and burying them. Supposing. laieh a thinp, 
—I don’t wish it to be known to our [n*oprietor tliat 1 put this cast*, hiii 
I say, supposing such a thing— as that I took out ono of flit* Guimst- 
Pig’s eyes; how could I bury it here? The floor of tin* cage is not an 
inch thick. To be sure, I could dig through it with iny bill (if f daria!), 
but what would be the comfort of dropping a GuimfaH’ig’s eyi* into 
Regent Street. ' 

What / want, is privacy. I want to make a colh*eti<m. I lirsire to 
.get a little property together. How can I do it Inao? Mr. Hudson 
couldn’t have done it, under corresptmtling circumstaius*s. 



PERFECT FELICITY 


II 


I want to live by my own abilities, instead of being* provided for in 
this way, 1 am stuck in a cage with these incongruous companions, 
and called a member of the Happy Family; but suppose you took a 
Queen’s Counsel out of Westminster Hall, and settled him board and 
lodging free, in Utopia, where there would be no excuse for his ‘‘quid- 
dits, his quillets, his cases, his tenures, and his tricks”, how do you 
think ke^d like it? Not at all. Then why do you expect me to like it, 
and add insult to injury by calling me a “ Happy” Raven! 

This is what I say: I want to see men do it I should like to g*ct 
up a Happy Family of men, and show ’em. I should like to put the 
Rajah Brooke, the Peace Society, Captain Aaron Smith, several Malay 
Pirates, Doctor Wiseman, the Reverend Hugh Stow’ell, Mr. Fox of 
Oldham, the Board of Health, all the London undertakers, some of 
the Common (very common / think) Council, and all the vested interests 
in the filth and misery of the poor, into a good-sized cage, and see how 
ikey^d get on. I should like to look in at ’em through the bars, after 
they had undergone the training I have undergone. You wouldn’t find 
Sir Peter Laurie ‘‘'putting down” Sanitary Reform then, or getting 
up in vestry, and pledging his word and honour to the non-exis- 
tence of Saint Paul’s Cathedral, I expect! And very happy Ae'd be, 
wouldn’t he, when he couldn’t do that sort of tiling? 

I have.no idea of you lords of the creation coming staring at me in 
this false position. Why don’t you look at home? If you think I’m 
fond of the dove, you’re very much mistaken. If you imagine th(;re is 
the least good will between me and the pigeon, you never -were more 
deceived in your lives. If you suppose I wouldn’t demolish the whole 
Family (myself excepted), and the cage too, if I had my own way, you 
don’t know what a real Raven is. But if you de know this, why 
am / to be picked out as a curiosity? Why don’t you go and stare 
at the Bishop of Exeter? ’Ecod, he’s one of our breed, if anybody 
is. 

Do you make me lead this public life because I seem to be what 1 
ain’t? Why, I don’t make half the pretences that are common among 
you men! You never heard me call the sparrow my noble friiniiL 
When did I ever ti.^ll the Guinea-Pig that he was rny Christiati brother? 
Name the occasion of my making myself a party to the “sham” (my 
friend Mr. Carlyle will lend me his tivourite word for the occasion) 
that tile cat hadn’t really her eye upon tlie mouse! Can you say as 
much? Wliat about lh(‘. last Court Ball, the next Debate in the Lords, 
the last great Ecclesiastical Suit, the next long assembly in the Court 
Circular? I wonder you arc not ashamed to look me in the eye ! I am 
an independent Member — of the Happy Family; and I ought to be let 
out 

I have only one consolation in my inability to damage anything, 
and that is that I hope 1 am instrumental in propagating a delusion 
as to the characti^r of Ravens. I have a strong impression that the 
sparrows on our beat are beginning to think they may trust a Raven. 
Let ’em try! There’s an unde of mine, in a stable -yard down in 
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Yorkshire, who will very soon undeceive any small bird that may 
favour him with a call. ^ 


The dogs too. Ha ha I As they go by, tluy look .at me .and (hi.s 
dog, in quite a friendly way. They never suspect how I should hold 
on to the tip of his tail, if I consulted my own feelings in.slead of our 
proprietor’s. It’s almost worth being here, to think of .sonu^ confiding 
dog who has seen me, going too near a friend of mine who lives j'lt 
a hackney-coach stand in Oxford Street. You wouldn’t stop //«■ 
squeaking in a hurry, if my friend got a ch.ance .at him. 

It’s the same with the children. There’s a young giattleman with 
a hat and feathers, re.sident in Portland Place, who bring.s a penny 
to our proprietor, twice a week. He wears very .short white drawers, 
and has mottled legs above his socks. He hasn’t the least idea what 
I should do to his legs, if I consulted my own inclinations. He never 
imagines what I am thinking ol, when we look at one another. May 
he only take those legs, in their present juicy state, close to the cage of 
my brother-in-law of the Zoological gardens. Regent’s Park ! 

C.all yourselves rational beings, and talk about our being reclaimed? 
Why, there isn’t one of us who wouldn’t .astonish you, if we could only 
get o^ut ! Let out, and .see whether Y .should he meek or not. lint 
this is the w,ay you always go on in — you know you d<». Up 
Pentonville, the sp.arrow .says— and he ought (o know, for In- w.as 
boi n in a stack of chimney's m that pri.son y'oii art' speruling' I am 
afimid to say how much every year out of the rates, to keep men in 
solitude, where they can’t do any Imnu (that you know of), and then 
you sing all sort.s of choru.se,s about their being gooik s'o am 1 what 
you call good— here. Why? Beetui.se 1 ctm’t help it. Try me oiitside! 

You ought to be ashamed of yourselves, the Mtigpie'.says; and I 
agree witli him. If you are determined to pel nnlv those who take 
things and hide them, why don’t you pet the M.-igpi,. .-mcl me’-' We 
are interesting enough for you, tiin’t we? 'I’he Mouse says you me 
not half so particultir about the honest people. He i.s 'not' a bad 
authority. He was almo.st sttirved when he lived in a woiklmuse 
wasn t he? He didn’t get mueb latter, 1 suppose, when he mnveil 
to a labourer’s cottage? He was thin ennugh when he eame front 
that place, here- I know that. And vvluit does the Mouse (whose 
word is hi.s bond) declare? He deebire.s tluil you don't lake half the 
care you ought; of your own young, and don’t 'leaeli ’em half enmudi. 
Why don t you then? You might give our proprietor someihing to 7lo, 

I should think, in twisting mi.senible boys and girls in/a their proper 
nature, instead of twisting us out of ours. You are ;i niee .set of 
fellows, certainly, to come and look at Happy b'amilies, tis if vou 
had nothing else to look after! ' 


I take the opportunity of our proprietor’.s pen and ink in ilie (wenim-- 
to write this. I shall put it a^v;ly in a corner - -quite sure as il\ 
intended for the Post Office, of Mr. Rowland Hill’s geitim-- hold' of it 
somehow, and sending it to somebody. I understand be i-an do anv- 
thmg with a letter. Though the Owl .says (but I don’t believe him) 
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that the present prevalence of measles anH rhiM, 

in all parts of this country, has been causerf ‘tifants 

I hope I needn’t add that we Ravens arHlf C ''t Hill. 

W6 keep our secret Tr^^v i. ^ ^ scholars, but that 

to » p.Lt of do, '„ooo<ii„j 

upon. As nothing worse than mv nrec/ f a* should be imposed 

of the Happy Family can happen to me how!?^'’'‘1‘''‘,'°" member 

«»»»? 


(See also MAers on 43 , 48 and 66.) 
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THE AMUSEMENTS OF 
THE PEOPLE 

{Coniimted from p, 9,) 


Mr. Whelks being* much in the habit of recreating himself at a class 
ot theatres called Saloons we repaired to one of these, not long 
ago, on a Monday evening; Monday being a great holiday-night with 
Mr. Whelks and his friends. 

The Saloon in question is the largest in London (thal which is 
known as The Eagle, in the City Koad, should be exeiqited from 
the generic term, as not presenting by any means the same class of 
entertainment), and is situate not far from .Shoreditch ('Imrch. It 
announces "The People’.s Theatre", as its .second name, 'ria- piices 
of admis.sion are, to the boxe.s, a .shilling; to thi- pit, sixpimci'; to the 
lower gallery, fourpencej to the upper gallery and back .seats, three- 
pence. There is no half-price. The opts)ing piece on this occasion 
was described in the bills a.s “the greatest hit of th<‘ season, the 
grand new legendary and traditionary dnim.-i, combining superiiidtira! 
agencies with historical facts, and itlentifying extraoniinary super- 
human causes with material, lerrilic, an<l powerful rdfeets”. All the 
queen’s honses and all the queen’s mi'ii could not have drawn Mr, 
'Whelks into the place like this description. .Strengthened by litho- 
graphic representations of the principal superhuman ctuises, co'mhined 
with the most popular of the material, terrific, and powcrftd clT.'cls, 
it became irresistible. Consequently, we Inul tdready failed, once, iii 
finding .six square inches of room witldn the walls, to stand ufi'on; 
and when we now paid our money for a little stage liux, like a <hy 
shower-bath, we did so in the midst of a .stream of people who jieiL 
si.sted in paying their-S for other parts of the house in despite of the 
representations of the Money-taker that it w:is “very full i-verv- 
where”. / > / 

The outer avenues and passages of the People’s Theatre bore abun- 
dant testimony to the fact of its being frequented by very dirty people. 
Within, the atmosphere was for from odoriferous. The place wa.s 
crammed to excess, m all parts. Among the audience weri‘ a largt^ 
number of boys and youth.s, and a grctil many very young girls grown 
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into bold women before they had well ceased to be children. These 
last were the worst features of the whole crowd, and were more 
prominent there than in any other sort of public assembly that we 
know of, except at a public execution. There was no drink supplied, 
beyond the contents of the porter-can (magnified in its dimensions, 
perhaps),^ which may be usually seen traversing the galleries of the 
largest Theatres as well as the least, and which was here seen every- 
where. Huge ham-sandwiches, piled on trays like deals in a timber- 
yard, were handed about for sale to the hungry; and there was no 
stint of oranges, cakes, brandy-balls, or other similar refreshments. 
The Theatre was capacious, with a very large capable stage, well 
lighted, well appointed, and managed in a business-like, orderly 
manner in all respects ; the performances had begun so early as a 
quarter past six, and had been then in progress for three-quarters of 
an hour. 

It was apparent here, as in the theatre we had previously visited, 
that one of the reasons of its great attraction was its being directly 
addressed to the common people, in the provision made for their seeing 
and hearing. Instead of being put away in a dark gap in the roof 
of an immense building, as in our once National Theatres, they were 
here in possession of eligible points of view, and thoroughly able to 
take in the whole performance. Instead of being at a great disadvan- 
tage in compat“ison with the mass of the audience, they were here the 
audience, for whose accommodation the place was made. We believe 
this to be one great cause of the success of these speculations. In 
whatever way the common people are addressed, whether in churches, 
chapels, schools, lecture-rooms, or theatres, to be successfully addressed 
they must be directly appealed to. No matter how good the feast, they 
will not come to it on mere suflferance. If, on looldng round us, we 
find that the only things plainly and personally addressed to them, 
from quack medicines upwards, be bad or very defective things— so 
much the worse for them and for all of us, and so much the more 
unjust and absurd the system which has haughtily abandoned a strong 
ground to such occupation. 

We will add that we believe these people have a right to be amused. 
A grt‘at deal tliat we consider to be unreasonable, is written and talked 
about not licensing these places of entertainment. We have already 
inti matted that we believe a love of dramatic representations to be an 
inhi'.renl principle in human nature. In most conditions of human life 
of which we have any knowledge, from the Greeks to the Bosjesmen, 
some, form of dramatic representation has always obtained.’^ We have 
a vast respect for county magistrates, and for the lord chamberlain; 

1 In the remote interior of Africa, and among: the North American Indians, this truth is 
exemplified in an e<iually striking’ manner. Who that saw the four grim, stunted, abject 
Bush-people at the Egyptian Hali— with two natural actors among them out of that number, 
one a male and the other a female-can. forget how something human and imaginative 
gradually broke out in the little ugly man, when he was roused from crouching over the 
charcoal fire, into giving a dramatic representation of the tracking of a beast, the shooting 
of it with poisoned arrows, and the creature’s death? 
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but we render greater deference to such extensive and immutable 
experience, and think it will outlive the whole existing court and 
commission. We would assuredly not boar harder on the fourpenny 
theatre, than on the four shilling theatre, or Hk^ four guinea theatre; 
but we would decidedly interpose to turn to some wholesome account 
the means of instruction which it has at comniiind, and wc would 
make that office of Dramatic Licenser, which, like many other offices, 
has become a mere piece of Court favour and dandy conventionality, 
a real, responsible, educational trust. We would hiive it e.xi'rcise a 
sound supervision over the lower drama. Instead of stopping the career 
of a jeal work of art, as it did in the case of Mr. Chorloy’s play at 
the Surrey Theatre, but a few weeks since, for a sickly point of form. 

To return to Mr. Whelks. The audience, being able to see and 
hear, were very attentive. They were so closely packed, that they 
took a little time in settling down after any pause; but otherwise the 
general disposition was to lose nothing, and to check (in no choice 
language) any disturber of the business of the scene. 

On our arrival, Mr. Whelks had already followed Lady Hatton the 
Heroine (whom we faintly recogiiLsed as a mutilated theme of the late 
Thomas Ingold.shy) to the “Gloomy Dell and Suicide’s Tree”, where 
Lady H. had encountered the “apparition of the dark nitm of doom ", 
and heard the “fearful story of th<! Suicidet”. She laid .-dso “sighted 
the compact in her own Blood"; beheld “the Tombs rent .asuwler”; 
seen “skeletons stiirt from their griivu.s, .and gibber Mims mint', for 
ever!” and undergone all these litthi c.xperienc'es, (each set forth in a 
scpar.ite line in tlie bill) in the compa.ss ot one act. It was not yt't 
over, indeed, for we found a remob^ king of ICngland of the ntime 
of “ Enen-y ”, refreshing him.seir with the spectacle of a dance in a 
Garden, which was interrupted by the “thrilling afipearanci' of the 
Demon”. This “superhuman c:utse”(with black ey<-brow.s slanting 
up into his temples, and red-foil ch(>ekhones,) hrought the Drop- 
Curtain down a.s we took po.ssession of our Shower-Bath. 

It seemed, on the curtain’.s going up again, that Lady Hatton had 
sold herself to the Powers of Darkne.s.s, on very high tiTins, and was 
now overtaken by remorse, and by jealousy too; the latter passion 
being exciti'd by the beautiful Lady Rodolpha, ward to the king. It 
was to urge Uidy Hatton on to the murder of this young female (as 
well as we could make out, but both we and Mu. Wiiki.ks found lh(> 
incidents complicated) that the Demon appeared “onee again in all 
his terrors”. Lady Hatton had la-en leading a life of piety, hut the 
Demon was not to have Ills bargain declared off, in right of any such 
artifice, and now olTered a dagger for the destruction of Rodolpha. 
Lady Hatton hesitating to accept this trifle from Tartarus, the Demon 
for certain subtle rea.sons of his own, proceeded to enlerttiin her with 
?! *?^’°°"Y,f“rt.yard of a convent”, and the apparitions 
of the Skeleton Monk ”, and the “ king of Terrors Agtiinst these 
superlutman causes, another superhuman cau.se, to wit, the ghost of 
Lady H. s mother, came into play, and greatly confounded the Powers 
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of Darkness, by waving the sacred emblem’^ over the head of the 
else devoted Rodolpha, and causing her to sink into the earth. Upon 
this the Demon, losing his temper, fiercely invited Lady Hatton to 

Be-old the tortures of the damned!” and straightway conveyed her 
to a “grand and awful view of Pandemonium, and Lake of Trans- 
parent Rolling Fire”, whereof, and also of “Prometheus chained, 
and the Vulture gnawing at his liver”, Mr. Whelks was exceedingly 
derisive. 

The Demon still failing, even there, and still finding the ghost of 
the old lady greatly in his way, exclaimed that these vexations had 
such a remarkable effect upon his spirit as to “sear his eyeballs”, 
and that he must go “deeper down”, which he accordingly did. 
Hereupon it appeared that it was all a dream on Lady Hatton’s part, 
and that she was newly married and uncommonly happy. This put 
an end to the incongruous heap of nonsense, and set Mr. Whelks 
applauding mightily; for, except with the lake of transparent rolling 
fire (which was not half infernal enough for him), Mr. Whelks was 
infinitely contented with the whole of the proceedings. 

Ten thousand people, every week, all the year round, are estimated 
to attend this place of amusement. If it were closed to-morrow—- 
there were fifty such, and they were all closed to-morrow—the only 
result would be to cause tliat to be privately and evasively done, which 
is now publicly done ; to render the harm of it much greatex", and to 
exhibit the suppressive power of the law in an oppressive and partial 
light. The people who now resort here, will be amused somewhere. 
It is of no use to blink that fact, or to make pretences to the contrary. 
We had far better apply ourselves to impi*oving the character of their 
amusement. It would not be exacting much, or exacting axiything 
vex-y difficult, to requii'c tliat the pieces x-epresented in thes(^ Theatres 
should have, at lea.st, a good, plain, healthy purpose iti them. 

To the end that our experiences mxglxt not be supposed to be partiixl 
or unfortunate, we went, the very next night, to the Theatre where we 
saw May Moiming, and found Mr. Whelks engaged in the study of 
an “Original old English Domestic and Romantic Drama”, called 
“Eva the Betrayed, or The Ladye of Lambythe”. We proceed to 
develope the incidents which gradually unfolded themselves to Mr. 
Whelks’s uxiderstanding. 

One Geoffi'ey Thornley the younger, on a certain fine morrxing, 
married his father’s ward, Eva the Betrayed, the Ladye of Lambythe. 
She had become the betrayed, in right— or in wrong — of designing 
Geoffi-ey’s machinations; for that corrupt individual, knowing her to 
be under promise of marriage to Walter More, a young mariner (of 
whom he was accustomed to make slighting mention, as “a minion”), 
represented the said More to be no more, and obtained the consent of 
the too trusting Eva to their immediate union. 

Now, it' came to pass, by a singular coincidence, that on the identical 
morning. of the marriage, .More came home,. and was taking a walk 
about the scenes of his boyhood— a ' little faded since that time— when 
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he rescued Wilbert the Hunchback” from some v(^ry rouj^h treat- 
ment. This misguided person, in return, imuKwliately fc^ll to’ ahu.sing 
his preserver in round terms, giving him to understand that h(! ((hii 
preserved) hated “ nianer-kind, wither two eckerceptions ”, one of 
them being the deceiving Geoffrey, whose retainer he was, and for 
whom he felt an unconquerable attachment; the other, a relative*, 
whom, in a similar redundancy of eniphasi.s-, adapl(‘d to tlie require- 
ments of Mr. Whelks, he called his “assister”. Thi.s misanlliroix^ 
also made the cold-blooded declaration, “There was a timer wlien 
I loved my fellow keretures till they deserpised me. Now, I live 
only to witness man’s disergherace and woman’s misery!” In fur- 
therance of this amiable purpose of existence, he directed More to 
where the bridal procession was coming home from church, and Eva 
recognised More, and More reproached Eva, and there was a great 
to-do, and a violent struggling, before certain social villagers who 
were celebrating the event with morris-dances. Eva was borne off 
in a tearing condition, and the bill very truly observed that the end 
of that part of the business was “despair and niadne.ss”. 

Geoffrey, Geoffrey, why were you already married to another! Why 
could you not be true to your lawful wife Kalli(n'ine, in.ste.u! of de.sert- 
mg her, and leaving her to come tumbling into puhlic-Iiouses (on 
account of weakness) in search of you! You miglit have; known 
vvhat it would end in, Geoffrey Thornltsy! You nhght have known 
that she would come up to your hou.se on your wedding day with her 
marriage-certificate in her pocket, determined to ex[)o.s-e. you. You 
might have known beforehand, as you now very eompo.stnlly ob.scTvi*, 
that you would have “but one course to pursiu! Tliat course clearly 
IS to wind your right hand in Katherine’s long htiir, wrestle with Inn-, 
«n II f’ down the body behind the door (Cheens from Mr. 

Whelks), and tell the devoted Hunchback to get rid of it. On the 
devoted Hunchback’s finding that it is the body of hi.s “ n.ssLster ”, 
and taking her marriage-certificate from her pocket ami d<-nouncing 
you, of course you have still but one counsis to pursue, .and th.al is to 
charge the crime upon him, and have him carriial off with .all spee<! 
into the “deep and massive dungeons beneath Thornley Hall” 

More having, as he was rather given to boast, “a goodly wsse! on 
the lordly Thames , had better have gone away with it, we.ather per- 
mitting, than gone after Eva. Naturally, he got carried rlown to tlie 
dungeons too, for lurking about, and got put into the next dungeon to 
the Hunchback, then expiring from poi.son. And tliere they were, li.ard 
and fast, like two wild beasts in dens-, trying to get glimpses of tatch 
otlwr through the bars, to the unutterable interest of Mr. Wlielks. 

But when the Hunchback made himself known, and wlien Mon; 
did the same; and when the Hunchback s.aid he had got the certifi- 
cate which rendered Eva’s marriage illegal; and wlum More rawrl 
to have It given to him, and when the Hunchback (as having .some 
grains of niisanthropy in him to the last) persisted in going into Ids 
dying agonies m a remote corner of his cage, and took unheard-of 
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trouble not to die anywhere near the bars that were within More’s 
reach; Mr. Whelks applauded to the echo. At last the Hunchback 
was persuaded to stick the certificate on the point of a dagger, and 
hand it in; and that done, died extremely hard, knocking himself 
violently about, to the very last gasp, and certainly making the most 
of all the life that was in him. 

Still, More had yet to get out of his den before he could turn this 
certificate to any account. liis first step was to make such a violent 
uproar as to bring into his presence a certain ** Norman Free Lance’* 
who kept watch and ward over him. His second, to inform this 
warrior, in the style of the Polite Letter- Writer, that ^‘circumstances 
had occurred ” rendering it necessary that he should be immediately 
let out. The warrior declining to submit himself to the force of these 
circumstances, Mr. More proposed to him, as a gentleman and a man 
of honour, to allow him to step out into the gallery, and there adjust 
an old feud subsisting between them, by single combat. The unwary 
Free Lance, consenting to this reasonable proposal, was shot from 
behind by the comic man, whom he bitterly designated as “a snipe” 
for tliat action, and then died exceedingly game. 

All this occurred in one day— the bridal day of the Ladye of LaniH 
bythe; and now Mr, Whelks concentrated all Iiis energies into a 
focus, bent forward, looked straight in fi'ont of him, and held his 
breath. For, the night of the eventful day being come, Mr. Whelks 
was admitted to the “bridal chamber of the Ladye of Lambythe”, 
where lie beheld a toilet table, and a particularly kirge and desolate 
four-post bedstead. Here the Ladye, having dismissed her brides- 
maids, was interrupted in deploring her unhappy fate, by tlie entrance 
of her husband; and mutters, under these circumstances, were pro- 
cei'ding to very desperate extremities, when the Ladye (by this time 
aware of the existence of the certificate) found a dagger on the dress- 
ing-table, and said, “Attempt to enfold me in thy pernicious embrace, 
and this poignard— ! ” kc. He did attempt it, however, for all that, and 
he and the Ladye were dragging one another about like wrestlers, 
when Mr. More broke open the door, and entering with the whole 
domestic establishment and a Middlesex magistrate, took him into 
custody and claimed his bride. 

It is but fair to Mr. Whelks to remark on one curious fact in this 
(entertainment. When the situations were very strong indeed, they 
W(To very like what some favourite situations in the Italian Opera 
would be to a profoundly deaf spectator. The despair and madness 
at the end of the first act, the business of the long hair, and the 
struggle in the bridal chamber, were as like the conventional passion 
of the Italian singers, as the orchestra was unlike the opera band, or 
its “hurries” unlike the music of the great composers. So do ex- 
tremes meet ; and so is there some hopefUl congeniality between what 
will excite Mr. Whelks, and what will rouse a Duchess. 



SOME ACCOUNT OF AN EXTRA- 
ORDINARY TRAVELLER 


No longer ago than this Easter time last past, we became acquainted 
with the subject of the present notice. Our knowledge of him is not 
by any means an intimate one, and is only of a public nature. We 
have never interchanged any conversation with him, .>:cc.-pt on one 
occasion when he asked us to have the goodne.ss to take o T our hat,' 
to which we replied “ Certainly ”. 

London. ^ .Ha is now a gentleman advanctnl m life, and has for some 
years resided in the neighbourhood of Lsliugton. His lather was a’ 
wholesale grocer (perhap.s), and he was (possildy) in the same wav of 
business ; or he may, at an early age, have i;eeome a clerk in Uie 
B.ink of Iingland, or in a private bank, or in the India House. It 
will be observed that wo make no pretence of having any inforrmition 
in reference to the private history of this rcmarkablo man, and that 
our account of it must be received as rather speculative than authentic 
In person Mr Booley is below the middle si.e, and corpule I k 
countenance is 1 or.d, he is perfectly bald, and .soon hot; and then s 
a composure m his gait and manner, calculateil to imiiress a stranirer 
with the idea of his being, on the whole, an unwiiddy man. h is onlv 
in his eye that tlie adventurou.s character of Mr. Booley is seen to 
slune. It IS a monst, bright eye, of a cheerful c.xpression.\mul'in^c^ 
tive of keen and eager curiosity. * njuita- 

It was not until late in life that Mr. Booley conceived the Ide-. r.r 
entering on the e.xtraordinary amount of travel h,> I, .. !• ^ 

pushed. He had attained the age of sixly.£e behir 1 e ' " 
for the first time. In all the iranien.se journey.s ’he lia.s sinci' perfonnld 
he has never laid aside the English dress rmr V 

degree from English customs. Neither 'does lie^speMt’a um ‘‘j 
language but his own. f 

appear ,0 hav. th. ’ Ta t I™, and 

Pf «ag, d.ya.,d aish., foa U.=«s.;»,.!d"\ J 
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approached by any traveller of whom we have any knowledge through 
the h<dp of books. An inhdligent Englishman may have occasionahy 
pointed out to him objects and scenes of interest; but otherwise he 
has travelled alone, aial unattended. Though remarkable for personal 
cl<!anlint!ss, he has carric^d no luggage; and his diet has been of the 
simplest kind. lie has often found a biscuit, or a bun, suflkient for 
his support ovtu" a vast tract of country. FrequetJtly, he has travelled 
huntlreds of miles, fasting, without the least abatement of his natural 
spirits. It says much for the Total Abstinence cause, tlnat I\!r. 
Eooley has nevt'r had recourse to the artificial stimulus of alcohol, 
to sustain him under his fatigues* 

His first departure from the sedentary and monotonous life he had 
hitherto led, strikingly exemplifies, w^e think, the energetic character, 
long suppressed by that unchanging routine. Without any com- 
munication with any member of his family— Mr. Booley has never 
been married, but has many relations— without announcing his inten- 
tion to his solicitor, or banker, or any person entrusted with the 
nianagiunent of his affairs, he closed the door of his house behind 
him at om^ o'clock in llu* aftc^-nuon of a certain day, and immediately 
proetM'ded to Ntav Orleans, in tlu^ Unit<,‘d States of America. 

His inUmtion was to asciaul the Mississippi and Missouri rivtu-s, to 
the bast‘ of the Rocky Mountains. Taking his passage in a steamboat 
without loss of tinu% was stion upon the bosom of the h'atlier of 
Waters, as lh<* Indians call the mighty stream whicli, night anti day, 
is always carrying luig<?. instalnumts of the vast continent of tlu". Ne.w 
World, down into the sea. 

Mr. Boolt^y fouml it singularly intert‘sting to observe the various 
stagt‘s of civilisation obtaining' on tlu^ hanks t)f tht'Si* mighty rivers. 
LtMving thr hiKury and hiightiu'ss of Ntnv Orleans a somewhat 
levtadsh luxury and hi ightnes.s, he t»hs(*rv<'d, as it the swampy soil wtu’c 

too much <*m idled in ilu* hot sun with the hodi(*s of dead slaves and 

passing various towns in every stage of progress, it was very curious to 
uhsm've lla* chanip's of civilisation and of vt‘j»etatiun too. Here, where 
the doomed Negro race were working in tin* plantations, while the 
repuldican <iverstna* lookeil on, whip in haml, tnipieat trees were grow- 
ing, beautiful IIowits in bloom; tlie uliigator, with his horribly sly 
face, and his jaws like two gTcat saws, was basking on the mud; and 
the strange moss of the i'onntry was hanging in wreaths and garlands 
on trees, like %'otive offerings, A little farther towards tlie west, 
am! the trees and lltnveis were tdianged, tlie moss was gone, younger 
infant towns were rising, forests were slowly disjippearing, anti tht^ 
trees, ohligeil U> aid in t!ie clestructbn of their kind, fed the Iieuvily- 
breathing mmisti’f that came clanking up those sohliides, laden with 
tlK!f pioneers of the advancing human army. The river itself, that mov- 
ing highway, sliowed him every kind of tioatiiig contrivance, from the 
iimibering niit-bottomed boat, and the raft of logs, upwsard to the steam- 
boat, and <knvnward to the poor Indian's frail canoe. A winding 
thread through the enormous range of country, unrolling itstdf before 
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the wanderer like the magic skein in the .story, ho .saw it tracked bv 
wanderers of eveiy kind, roaming from the more .s.hllod world, to lhos'<> 
hrst nests ot men. The floating theatre, dwolling-liou.so, hotel, mu.soum 
shop; the floating mechanism for screwing the trunks of mighty trees 
out of the mud, hke antediluvian teotli; tlie rapidly-llowing river, and 
the blazing woods; he left them all behind-town, city, and log-cabin, 
too ; and floated up into the prairies and savannahs, among the deserted 
lodges of tribe.s of savages, and among their dead, lying idnne on little 
wooden stages with their stork faces upward towards the sky. Amone' 
the bhizing gra.ss, and herds of buffaloes and wild horses, and among 
the wigwams of the fast-declining Indians, ite began to consider liow. 
m the eternal current ot progress setting across this globe in one un- 

toe ‘ the unseen agency that points the needle to 

the pole, the Chiefs who only dance the dances of their fathers, and will 
never have a new figure for a new tune, and the Medicine-men who 
know no Medicine but what was Medicine a hundred years ago, must 

M “a swept from the earth, whether they L Choc- 

tawas, Mandans, Britons, Austrians, or Chinese. 

He was struck, too, by the reflection that savage nature was not liy 
any means such a fane and noble spectacle as some delight to represent 
hm ^ Po°C p-ea.sy, paint-plastered, ml.seruble thing enmigh; 

but a very little \wiy above the bea.sts in most respect.s; in many c-iisl 
toms a long way below them. It occurred to him that ihii “ Big Hfrd”, 

fi"' n’ ’ "■'Hfl'P-soma 

^ ‘‘ “’‘ghty whooping and holloaing about 

th. 

concluded, was, on the whoh-, with all ite 
blemishes, a more imposing sight, and a far better thing to .stand by. 

Ml. Booleys observations of the celestial bodies, cm this voyage 
were principally conimed to the discovery of the alarming fact^h■lt 
light had altogether departed from the .noun; which pivs-med tlu- 
appearance of a white dinner-plate. The clotid.s, ,00, eonduct.'ll them- 
Sms whfle "cr. and assumed th,> most eccentric 

ret ™ m f ■ ''‘‘’'y ‘‘eekless way. On his 

.lUhU ''*■ '"“‘"■I-' 

1 . .tUivc duties of life, blest with a competency, and happy in ih,- 
^toT!‘n- relations, Mr. Booh^ would now have 

new'stocl-”n'!r ofliis .lays, owr the 

t - acquired. But travel had wlu-tteil not 

satisfaed, his appetite; and remembering that he had not seiai the Ohio 

“‘'7""? I'i' "■‘■“"•i 

cLa. after a short interval of repose, and annearim- 

the. Ohio to Its balls. In this expedition he had the plca.sure 
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of encountering' a party of intelligent workmen from Binningliain wlio 
were making the same toun Also his nephew Septimus, ag(Hi only 
thirteen. This intrepid boy had started from Peckham, In old 
country, with two and sixpence sterling in his pocket; and had, wlu^n 
he encountered his uncle at a point of the Ohio River, called Snaggy 
Bar, still one shilling of that sum remaining I 

Agmin at home, Mn Booley was so pressed by his appt‘lile for know- 
ledge as to remain at home only one day. At tla^ expiration of that 
short period, lie actually started ibr New Zealand. 

It is .almost inc,redible that a man in Mr. Booky’s station of life, 
however adventurous his nature, and however few his artificial wants, 
should cast himself on a voyage of thirteen thousand miles from Great 
Britain with no other outfit than his watch and purse, and no arms but 
his walking-stick. We are, however, assured on the best authority, 
that thus he made the passage out, and thus appeared, in the act of 
wiping his smoking head with his pocket-handkerchief, at the entrance 
to Port Nicholson in Cook’s Straits: witli the very spot within his 
range of vision, where his inustnous predecessor, Captain Cook, so 
unhappily slain at Otaheite, once anchored. 

After contemplating the swarms of cattle maintained on tlu‘ hills 
in this neighbourhooil, and always to he found by the stockmen when 
they are wanttnl, though nobody takes any care of them— which Mr. 
Booley considered the more remarkable, as their natural objection 
to be killed might be supposed to be augmented by the beauty of the 
climate— Mr. Booley proceeded to the town of Wellington. Having 
minutely examined it in every point, and made himself perfect mastt*r 
of the whole natural history and process of manufactun^ of llu; flax- 
plant, with its splendid yellow blossoms, he repuinnl to a Native. Pa, 
which, unlike the Nativi' Pa to which lurwas accustomeil, lu‘ found tt) 
Ui a town, and not a i)art‘nl. Ih‘n‘ he observed a ("hief with a long 
spear, making (‘.very dtanonslratiou of spitting a visitor, Init n‘ally 
giving him the Maori or w<*Ux)me — a word Mr. Booley is inelined t«> 
derive from the known hospitality of our English Mayors - and ln‘n* 
also hi) observed som(‘ Europtsmis rubbing nos(\s, by way of shaking 
hands, with the aboriginal inhabitants. After participating in an affray 
betwej'n the natives and th<‘ lingiish soldiery, in which th(‘ fornua* w<‘n^ 
d(‘feaUM with great loss, he plunged into the Bush, and th<?re campi'd 
out for some months, until ht^ hail made a surv(‘y of the whole country. 

While hauling this wild hie, imoamped by night near a stream for tlu‘ 
cornamience of watta*, in a Ware, or hut, built open in the front, with 
a roof sloping backward to tlui ground, and made of poles, covered and 
enclosed with bark or ftam, it was Mr* Booley’s singular fortunci to 
encounter Miss Creeble, of Tlie Misses Creebles* Boarding and Day 
Isstablisliment tor Young Ladies, Kennington Oval, who, acc.ompaniiHl 
by three of her young }adi(‘s in search of information, had achita-ed 
this marvellous journey, and was then also in the Bush. Miss Cna*ble 
having vv.ry uns(‘tlli‘d opinions on the subject of gunpowder, was afraid 
that it entered into the composition of the fire before the tent, and that 
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something would presently blow up or go off. Mr. Booley. as .i more 
experienced traveller, assuring her that there wa.s no clangiT ; anil calm- 
thfm^ Tr* young tedies, an acquaintance commencod between 
li!. fi ^ j accomplished the rest of their travels in New Zealand 
Thev understanding prevailed among the little party. 

They took notice of the trees, as the Kaikalea, the Kauri, the Rula 

Tanakaka-nam<>s which Mi.s.s Cn-eble 
Isctnt^ml nT? ® V’" Pronounemg. They admired the h<>autiful, arbor- 
esoent, palm-hke fern, abounding everywhere, and frequently exceed- 
ing thirty feet in height They wond(;red at the curious owl, who is 

S?V ennt of Nature’s against greediness!” And 

After manZ l? some very rampant natives, of cannibal propensities. 

^ pleasing and instructive vicissitudes, they returned to Eng- 

0^? bv "" hackney cabrl 

Diet by Mr. Booley, in Leicester Square, London. 

And now, indeed, it might have been imagined that that roving soirit 

“"“'x!'’' .ettied 

acroM the Man.:",:'!''' ■t’’'” T' eepairinc te (he tubular bridge 

aci OSS the Menai Straits, and acconipanyini^’ Her Maitslv on Iiur v;%i 

Mr^l:Sw^"S 1 • n,agnint'f;ri::;:i;^;o:o.^ 

Australia “Lsence ot preparation, departed for 

d^s.rh:’4rhrT™t I't;;; “•'.r 

too, whloh ho froquoatly f nX"".' '”1' W ^ 

Again at home, and probably reflecting that the countries he h-i,i 
hitherto visited were new in the h:«/n,-„ „c «)umi«s j,e had 

travoller resohod to procood up tho Niio to Iho '““l,d “i.rAlr'Ai"',!” 

-i-;- 1“ niA's 

him. An avenue of two hundred .sphinxiT rith ru b T 
thcm,-one of six or eight, or ten sucl avenues I .' Lt ! 

th. lutoni or 1. 
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thousand square feet, large enougin to hold four great Christian churches, 
and yet not more than one-seventh part of the entire ruin. Obelisks 
he saw, thousands of years of age, as sharp as if the chisel had cut 
their edges yesterday ; colossal statues fifty-two feet high, with little*’ 
fingers five led and a half long; a very world of ruins, that were mar- 
vellous old ruins in the days of Herodotus; tombs cut high up in the 
rock, where European travellers live solitary, as in stony crows* nests, 
burning mummied Thebans, gentle and simple,— of the dried blood- 
royal maybe,— for their daily fuel, md making articles of furniture of 
their dusty coffins. Upon the walls of temples, in colours fresh and 
bright as those of yesterday, he read the conquests of great Egyptian 
monai'chs ; upon the tombs of humbler people, in the same blooming 
symbols, he saw their ancient way of working at their trades, of riding, 
driving, feasting, playing games ; of marrying and burying, and per- 
forming on instruments, and singing songs, and healing by the power 
of animal magnetism, and performing all the occupations of life. He 
visited the quarries of Silsileh, whence nearly all the red stone used by 
the ancient Egyptian architects and sculptors came ; and there beheld 
enormous single-stoned colossal figures nearly finished— redly snowed 
up, as it were, and trying hard to break out— waiting for the finish- 
ing touches, never to be given by the mummied hands of thousands 
of years ago. In front of the temple of Abou Simbel, he saw gigantic 
figures sixty feet in height and twenty -one across the shoulders, 
dwarfing live men on camels down to pigmies. Elsewhere he beheld 
complacent monsters tumbled down like ill-used Dolls of a Titanic 
make, and staring with stupid benignity at the arid earth whereon 
their huge laces rested. His last look of that amazing land was at the 
Great Sphinx, buried in the sand— sand in its eyes, sand in its ears, 
sand drifted on its broken nose, sand lodging, feet deep, in tlie ledges 
of its head-struggling out of n wide sea of sand, as if to look hope- 
lessly forth for th(^ ancient glories once surrounding it. 

In this expedition, Mr. Booley acquired some curious information 
in reference to the language of hieroglyphics, Ha encountered the 
Simoom in the D(‘sert, and lay down, with the rest of lu.s caravan, 
until it had passed over. He also beheld on the horixon sornt; of those 
stalking pillars of sand, apparently reaching from earth to heaven, 
which, with the red sun shining through them, so tmrified tlie Arabs 
attendant on Bruce, that they fell prostrate, crying that th(^ Day of 
Judgment was come. More Copts, Turks, Arabs, Fellahs, Bedouins, 
Mosques, Mamelukes, and Moosulmen he saw, than we have space to 
tell. His days were all Arabian Nights, and he saw wonders without 
end.' 

This might have satiated any ordinary man, for a time at least. 
But Mr. Booley, being no ordinary man, within twenty-four hours 
of his arrival at home was making the Overland Journey to India. 

He has ernphaticaily described this, as beautiful piece of scenery’*, 
and perfect picture**. The appearance of Malta and Gibraltar he 
can never sufiicientiy commend. In crossing the Desert from Grand 
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Cairo to Suez, he was particularly struck by the undulations of the 
Sandscapc (he prefeed that word to [.aiulscape, as more c‘xpn>ssivo 
ol the region), and by the incident of beholding a caravan upon its line 
oi march; a spectacle which in the remembrance always affords him 

^aidijis ol Ceylon, he likewise entertains a lively recollection Calcutta 
he praises also; though he has been heard to observe tliat tlii' HHtish 
military at that seat of Government were not as well |)rop„rtioned as 
he could desire the soldiers of his country to he; and that the breed 
ot horses there tn use was susceptible of some improvement 
Once more in his native land, with the vigour of his constitution 
haTMr"’R Y ‘ Miffucs he had encountered, what 

ni but, full of years and honour, to recline 

upon the grateful appreciation of his Queen and country, always 
eager to distinguish peaceful merit? What had he now to L, but to 
receive tho decoration ever ready to be bestowed, in England, on men 

had this to df ‘be best? He 

had this to do. He had yet to achieve the most astonishing enternrisc 

for which he was reserved. In all the countries he had yeUdsSeJ" w 

had seen no frost and snow. He rc.solved to mak(> a va.yatr to the 
ice-bound Arctic Regions. to itit 

T,.,!,” ‘.bis surpri.sing determination, Mr. Hooky accom- 

pan.cd Uic Expedition und.-r Sir James Ross, consi-.tinj/of IbT 
M.ijcstys ships, the Enterprise and Invc.siijjator. which sailed from 
the river lhames on the relh of May, i.S.pS ruul which on tl • 
of September, entered Port Leopold HarbOur. ’ 

In Ibis inho.spitable region. surroumliHl bv eternal ice. cheered bv no 
ghmp.se of the earn, shrouded in gloom and darkm-ss, Mr Hollev 
passed the entire winter. The ships were covi-red in, and foi-iifi ed h 
round wnh walls of ice and snow; tlie masts were fr La « , m- 

frost settled on tho yards, tops, .shrouds, slays, and riggiV.L- m-o'ln; 

bty an intorminahlo wast.‘. on which uLl.v tiie hrighi 
or day! “‘''’'•alitt loukVd by night 

And yet the de.solate sublimity of this astounding spectacle was 

trivhich he^T"‘ ''f «'>n»-i«ing manner. In tb<> ’remote solit«L< 
to which h( had penclralial, Mr. Hooky (who saw no I'scmimaus 
luring his stay, though he looked for them in every direction) had H e 
happiness ol encountering two Scotch gnnkai.a-.s; sevia-al b'lU.Iisb com 
pos. tors, .accompanied by their wives ’ three hr iss fo , ers' i . L 
n ighbourhood of Long Acre, London; two coach paint.Ls « L Id 
b< Iter and his only daughter, by trade a sl-ay-inalL-r and sevcLd 
other^ woikin^*peoplc from simdty parts of Cirn^at Brit^ijo wl'm h.* i 
conmved the extraordinary idea of holiday-nnkinir ” in fhu f 

penetrated, the latter attired in braided pea-coats of a eonmaraiiv.-lv 

felaLr- ? i ‘luAmded from the inele,n’,.nc.v of a 

olar Winter by no other outer garment than a wadded Polka-jacket, 
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He found this courageous lady in the act of explaining, to the youthful 
sharers of her toils, the various phases of nature by which they were 
surrounded. Her explanations were principally wrong, but her inten- 
tions always admirable. 

Cheered by the society of these fellow-adventurers, Mr. Booley 
slowly glided on into the summer season. And now, at midnight, 
all was bright and shining. Mountains of ice, winlgi'd and broken 
into the sti'angest forms — ^jagged points, spires, pinnacles, pyramids, 
turrets, columns in endless succession and in infinite variety, Hashing 
and sparkling with ten thousand hues, as though the treasures of the 
earth were frozen up in all that water — appeared on every side. Masses 
of ico, floating and driving hither and thither, menaced the hardy 
voyagers with destruction j and threatened to crush their strong ships, 
like nutshells. But, below those ships was clear sea-water, now; the 
fortifying walls were gone ; the yards, tops, shrouds and rigging, free 
from that hoary rust of long inaction, showed like themselves again ; 
and the sails, bursting from the masts, like foliage which the welcome 
sun at length developed, spread themselves to the wind, and wafted 
the travellers away. 

In the short interval that has elapsed since his safe return to the 
land of his birth, Mr. Booley lues decided on no new expedition; but 
he feels that he will yet be called upon to undertnkt^ ont‘, ptndiups of 
greater magnitude than any he has fichieved, and frecjuently nn narks, 
in his own easy way, that he wonders where the deuce h<.^ will he taktai 
to next I Possessed of good health and good spirits, with i^owers im- 
impaired by all he has gone tlirough, and with an inen^ase of appetite 
still growing with what it feeds on, what may not be expected yiH from 
this extraordinary man I 

It was only at the close of Easter wet^k that, sitting in a,n arm cliair, 
at a private Club called the Social Oysic^rs, assembling at Highbury 
Barn, where he is much rt^spected, this indefatigable tnivcll(‘r expn'ssed 
Iiimself in the following ttaans:. 

It is vc^ry gratifying to me’\, said he, to have shk'h so much at my 
time of life, and to have acejuired a knowledge of Ihe countrii^s I have 
visited, whicli I could not have derived from books alom\ Wlaai 1 
was a boy, such (ravelling would have been impossibh‘, as the gigantic- 
moving-panorama or diorama mode of conveyance, which I liavt‘ prin- 
cipally adopt<‘d (all my modes have been pictorial), had tliea not b(‘en 
atteaifdt^d. It is a delightful characteristic of these times, that luav 
and chi‘ap means ari^ continually being devised, for conveying the 
results of actual experience, to those who are unable to obtain such 
experiences for tht^mselves; and to bring them within the rc^ach of the 
people —emphatically of the people; for it is they at large who are 
addressed in these endeavours, and not exclusive audiences. Hence,’’ 
said Mr. Booley, “even if I see a run on an idea, like the panorama 
one, it awakens no ill -humour within me, but gives me phiasant 
thoughts. Some of the best results of actual travel are suggivstcxl by 
such means to those whose lot it is to stay at home. New worlds 
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open out to them, beyond their little worlds, and widen their range 
of reflection, information, sympathy, and inlen\st. Tlie more man 
knows of man, the better for the common brotlxadicKid among us all. 
I shall, therefore,” said Mr. Booley, ‘'now propose to the Social 
Oysters the healths of Mr. Banvard, Mr. Brees, Mr. Pliillips, Mr. 
Allen, Mr. Front, Messrs* Bonomi, Fahey, and Warren, Mr. Thomas 
Grieve, and Mr. Burford. Long life to them all, and mon* power 
to their pencils!” 

The Social Oysters having drunk this toast with acclamation, Mr. 
Booley proceeded to entertain them with anecdotes of his travtds. 
This he is in the habit of doing after they have feasted together, 
according to the manner of Sinbad the Sailor— -except that he does 
not bestow upon the Social Oysters the munificent reward of one 
hundred sequins per night, for listening. 

also j/apers on pp. 47 and 89 .) 
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Supposing, we were to change the Property and Income Tax a little, 
and make it somewhat heavier on realised property, and somewhat 
lighter on mere income, fixed and uncertain, I wonder whether we 
should be committing any violent injustice! 

Supposing, we were to be more Christian and less mystical, agreeing 
more about the spirit and fighting less about the letter, I wonder 
whether we should present a very irreligious and indecent spectacle 
to the mass of mankind! 

Supposing, the Honourable Member for White troubled his head a 
little less about the Honourable Member for Black, and vice versd, and 
that both applied themselves a little more in earnest to the real business 
of the honourable people and the honourable country, I wonder whether 
it would be unparliamentary! 

Supposing, that, when there was a surplus in the Public Treasury, 
we laid aside our own particular whims, and all agreed that there were 
four elements necessary to the existence of our lei low-creatures, to wit, 
csartli, air, fire, and water, and that these were the first grand neces- 
saries to be uncooped and untaxed, I wonder whether it would be 
unreasonable! 

Supposing, we had at this day a Baron Jenner, or a Viscount Watt, 
or an Earl Stephenson, or a Marquess of Brunei, or a dormant Shake- 
speare peerage, or a Hogarth baronetcy, I wonder wliethcr it would 
be cruelly disgracefiil to our old nobility! 

Supposing, w(j were all of us to come off our pedestals and mix a 
little more witli those below us, with no fear but that genius, rank, 
and wealth, would always sufficiently assert their own superiority, I 
wonder whether we should lower ourselves beyond retrieval! 

Supposing, Wii were tc. have less botheration and more real edu- 
cation, I wonder whether we should have less or more compulsory 
colonisation, and Cape of Good Hope very natural indignation ! 

Supposing, we were materially to simplify the laws, and to abrogate 
the absurd fiction that everybody is supposed to be acquainted will? 
them, when we know very well that such acquaintance is the study 
of a life In which some fifty men may have been proficient perhaps 
in live times fifty years, I wonder whether laws would be respected 
less? 
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Supposing, we maintained too many of such fictions altogether, atifl 
louiid their stabling coma exceedingly expensiv<,i I 
Supposing, we looked about us, and seeing a cat lie-market on<d- 
nally established in an open place, standing in the midst ofa givat cUy 
because of the unforeseen growth of that. gn‘al city all about it, and, 
hearing it asserted that the market was still adapted to the? n‘tpnrc-. 
ments and conveniences of the great city, made up our minds to say 
that this was stark-mad nonsense and we wouldn’t it, i wonder 
whether we should be revolutionary 1 
Supposing, we were to harbour a small suspicion that tlu^re %vas 
too much doing in the diplomatic line of business, and that the world 
would get on better with that shop shut up three days a-week I 
wonder whether it would be a huge impiety 1 ' 

Supposing, Governments were to consider public questions less with 
reference to their own time, and more with reference to all time I 
wonder how we should get on then! ^ 

Supposing, the wisdom of our ancestors should turn out to be a 
mere phrase, and that if there were any sense in it, it should follow 
that we ought to be believers in the worship of the Druids at tins 
hour, I wonder whether any people would have talked mere moon- 
shine all their lives I 

Supposing we were clearly to porevive (li.-il we cannot keep some 
men out of their share in the aduiinistratiou of alfains, and wi-re to 
say to them, “ Come, brothers, let u.s lake eonnsel togeiher, and .see 
how we can best manage this; and don’t e.'tpeel too niueh from what 
you get; and let u.s all in our degree pul our .shoulilers to the wheel 
and strive; and let us all improve ourselvi'.s and all abandon soniel 
thing of our extreme opinions for the general harmony”, 1 wonder 
whether we should want so many si.ecial constahle.s on any future 
tenth of April, or should talk so imieh about it any more! 

I wonder whether people who are quite easy about anything, usually 
& talk quite so much about it I u.-.uimy 

tovoller, tells us of a superstition thi' ICgyrilian.s have, 
that the mischievous Genii are driven away by iron, of wbieli they have 
an instinctive dread._ Supposing, this should foreshadow the disappear- 
ance of the evil spirits and ignorances hewlting this (‘.irlh, before llu' 
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The system of separate confinement first experimented on in England 
at the model prison, Pentonville, London, and now spreading through 
the country, appears to us to require a little calm consideration and 
reflection on the part of the public. We purpose, in this paper, to 
suggest what we consider some grave objections to this system. 

We shall do this temperately, and without considering it necessary 
to regard every one from whom we differ, as a scoundrel, actuated by 
base motives, to whom the most unprincipled conduct may be reck- 
lessly attributed. Our faith in most questions where the good men 
are represented to be all pro^ and the bad men to be all con^ is very 
small. There is a hot class of riders of hobby-horses in the field, in 
this century, who think they do nothing unless they make a steeple- 
chase of their object, throw a vast quantity of mud about, and spurn 
every sort of decent restraint and reasonable consideration under their 
horses’ heels. This question has not escaped such championship. It 
has its steeple-chase riders, who hold the dangerous principle that tlie 
end justifies any means, and to whom no means, truth and fair-dealing 
usually excepted, come amiss. 

Considex’ing the separate system of imprisonment, here, solely in 
reference to England, we discard, for the purpose of this discussion, 
the objection founded on its extreme severity, which would immedi- 
ately arise if we were considering it with any reference to the State 
of Penusylvania in America. For whereas in that State it may be 
inflicted for a dozen years, the idea is quite abandoned at home of 
ext(;nding it usually, be3^ond a dozen months, or in any case beyond 
eighti'en months. Besides which, the school and the chapel afford 
periods of comparative relief here, which are not afforded in America. 

Though it has been represented by the steeple-chase riders as a 
most (‘normous heresy to contemplate the possibility of any prisoner 
going mad or idiotic, under the prolonged effects of separate confine- 
ment; and although any one who should have the temerity to main- 
tain such a doubt in Pennsylvania would have a chance of becoming 
a profane St. Stephen ; Lord Grey, in his very last speech in the House 
of Lords on this subject, made in the present session of Parliament, 
in praise of this separate system, said of it: “Wherever it has been 
fairly tried, one of its great defects has been discovered to be this, 
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—that it cannot be continued for a sufiicient Icn.j'lh of time without 
danger to the_ individual, and that human nature cannot b('ar it Ix^yond 
a^ limited period. The evidence of nuidical autlu)ritit\s proves txyond 
dispute that, if it is protracted beyond tvvadve months, the health of 
the^ convict, mental and phy.sical, would rec|uirt! tlie most dost: and 
vigilant superintendence. Eighteen months is slated to bo tins 7twxi- 
mum time for the continuance of its inlliciion, and, .as ;i general rule, 
it is advised that it never be continued for mor<! than tweha; months. 
This being conceded, and it being clear that th(> iirisoner’s mind, .and 
all the apprehensions weighing upon it, must bo influenced from the 
first hour of his imprisonment by the greater or les.s extent of its 
duration in perspective before him, wo are content to reg.ard the 
system as dissociated in England from the American objection of 
too great severity. 

We shall consider it, first in the relation of the extraordinary con- 
trast it presents, in a country circumstanced as England is, between 
the physical condition of the convict in prison, and that of the hard- 
working man outside, or the pauper outside. Wo shall then enquire, 
and endeavour to lay before our readers some means of judging, 
whether its proved or probable cfllciency in producing- a real, tru.st- 
worthy, practic.ally repentant state of mind. Is .such as to justify the 
presentation of that extraordinary contrast. If, in (h<! end, we indi<'.ate 
the conclusion that the associated silent .system is less objeetion.ihle, 
it is not because we consider it in the .'distract a good .secondary 
puni.shment, but because it is a .severe one, (■apabi’e of judieious 
administration, much less expensive, not pri'.seiiting- the oliji-ction- 
able contrast .so strongly, and not calculated to pet .and pamper the 
mind of the prisoner ami swell his .s(*nse of his own Importance. We 
are not acquainted with any .system of second.ary imni.shmeu't that 
we think reformatory, except the mark system of ( biplain Maccon- 
nochie, formerly governor of Norfolk Island, wliii-h [iroceeds upon 
the principle of obliging the convict to .sonic (>.Hercise of .self-denial 
and resolution in every act of hi.s prison life, and which would con- 
demn him to a sentence of so much lahour and good condiict instead 
of so much time. There are details in Captain Maceonnochie’s si-heme 
on which we h.ave our doubts (rigid .silence we consider imii.spen.sable) ; 
but, in the m<iin, we regard it as embodying sound and wise prin- 
ciples. We infer from the writing.s of Archbishop Wliateley, Ihiit those 
principles have presented themselves to his profound and’ acute mind 
in a similar light* 


_We will first contrast the dietary of The Model IVi.son .at Peiilon- 
villo, with the dietary of w-hat we take to he the nearest workhou.se 
namely, that of St Pancra.s, In the prison, every man nsieives twenlyl 
eight ounces of meat weekly. In the workhouse, every ahle-bodled 
adult receives eighteen. In the prison, every man receiviss one hun- 
dred and forty ounces of bread weekly. In the workhouse, every able- 
bodied adult receives ninety-six. In the prison, every man receives 
one hundred and twelve ounces of potatoes weekly. In the work- 
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house, every able-bodied adult receives thirty-six. In the prison every 
man receives five pints and a quarter of liquid cocoa weekly, (made of 
flaked cocoa or cocoa-nibs), with fourteen ounces of milk and forty-two 
drams of molasses; also seven pints of gruel weekly, sweetened with 
forty-two drams of molasses. In the workhouse, every able-bodied 
adult receives fourteen pints and a half of milk-porridge weekly, and 
no cocoa, and no gruel. In the prison, every man receives three pints 
and a lialf of soup weekly. In the workhouse, every able-bodied adult 
male receives four pints and a half, and a pint of Irish stew. This, 
with seven pints of table-beer weekly, and six ounces of cheese, is all 
the man in the workhouse has to set off against the immensely superior 
advantages of the prisoner in all the other respects we have stated. 
His lodging is very inferior to the prisoner’s, the costly nature of whose 
accommodation we shall presently show. 

Let us reflect upon this contrast in another aspect. We beg the 
reader to glance once more at The Model Prison dietary, and consider 
its frightful disproportion to the dietary of the free labourer in any 
of the rural parts of England. What shall we take his wages at? 
Will twelve shillings a week do? It cannot be called a low average, 
at all events. Twelve shillings a week make thirty-one pounds four 
a year. The cost, in 1848, for the victualling and management of 
every prisoner in the Model Prison was within a little of thirty-six 
pounds. Consequently, that free labourer, with young children to 
support, with cottage-rent to pay, and clothes to buy, and no advan- 
tage of purchasing his food in large amounts by contract, has, for 
the whole subsistence of himself and family, between four and five 
pounds a year less than the cost of feeding and overlooking one man 
in the Model Prison. Surely to his enlightened mind, and sometimes 
low morality, this must be an extraordinary good reason for keeping 
out of it ! 

But we will not confine ourselves to the contrast between the 
labourer’s scanty hire and the prisoner’s “flaked cocoa or cocoa- 
nibs”, and daily dinner of soup, meat, and potatoes. We will rise 
a little higher in the scale. Let us see what advertisers in the 7 Y?nes 
newspaper can board the middle classes at, and get a profit out of, 
too. 

A LADY, rt:^siding in a cottage, with a large garden^ in a pleasant and 
healthful locality, would be happy to receive one or two LADIES 
to, BOARD with her. Two ladies occupying the same apartment may be 
accommodated for 12s. a week each. The cottage is within a quarter of 
an hour’s walk of a good market town, 10 minutes’ of a South-Western 
Railway Station, and an hour’s distance from town. 

These two ladies could not be so cheaply boarded in the Model 
Prison. 

B oard and residence, at 7 ^ JO per annum, for a married couple, or 
in proportion for a single gentleman or lady, with a respectable flimily. 
Rooms large and airy, in an eligible dwelling, at Islington, about 20 minutes’ 



34 


HOUSEHOLD : WORDS 


, walk .from the. Bank, Dinner hour , six o’cUx^k. Tlujrc are one or two 
vacancies to complete a snmlh cheerful, . and agrecaldc circle* 

Still cheaper than the Model Prison I 

B oard and residence.— a lady, keeping a select school, in a town, 
al)out 30 miles from London, would he happy to nuict with a LADV to 
BOARD and RESIDE with her. She would have her own hed-room and 
a sitting-room* Any lady wishing for accomplishments would iiad this desir- 
able. Terms ;^;30 per annum* References will be expected and given* 

Again, soma six pounds a year less than the Model Prison! And 
if we were to pursue the contrast through the newspiiper file for a 
month, or through the advertising pages of two or three numbers 
of Bradshaw's Railway Guide, we might probably fill the present 
number of this publication with similar examples, many of them 
including a decent education into the bargain. 

This Model Prison had cost at the close of 1847, under the heads 
of building” and ‘^repairs” alone, the insignificant sum ol ninety* 
Ihrce thousand pounds— within seven thousand pounds of the amount 
of the last Government grant for the Education of tin* whole pmple, 
and enough to pay for the emigrafion to Australia of four thousand, 
six hundred and fifty poor persons at twenty pounds per lu'ad. Upon 
the work done by live hundred prisoners in the Model Prison, in the 
year 184K, (we collate these figures from tla^ Reports, and from Mr, 
Hepworth Dixon's useful work on the l.ondou Prisons,) there was 
no profit, but an actual loss of upwards oi' right liundnM tjounds* 
The cost of instruction, and the time oiauipirtl in instruction, wlaai 
the labour is necessarily unskilled and unproductive, may hv plt^udtu! 
in explanation of this astonishing fact. We are ready to idhav all chu‘ 
weight to such considerations, but wo pul it to our reaclt*rs wlH4lu*r 
the whole system is right or wrong; whether the money ought t»r 
ought not rather to be spent in instructing tin* mrskillrtl and mgleettHl 
outside the prison walls. It will be urgt^d tliat it is taxpimdtMl hi pre- 
paring the convict for the exile to which he is litmimHl Wv submit 
to our readers, who are the jury in this castv that all this shoukl \h^ 
done outside tlie prison, first; that the first persons to ht* pn‘part*d for 
emigration are the miserable childnm who an* cunsignt'd to the temk*r 
merdi^s of a Drouist, or who disgrace our streets*; and that in this 
beginning at the wrong end, a spectacle of monstrous ineousistcncy 
is pr(‘sented, shacking to the mind. Whert* is om* Model Uousi' of 
Youthful Industry, where is our Motiel RaggtHi Scluail, costing 
building and repairs, from ninety to a hmuhed thousami pounds7am! 
for its annual maintenance upwards of twenty tliousand pounds a, yisir? 
Would It be a Christian act to build that, first? To hrwd our skilful 
labour there? To take the hewers of wood and drawers of water in 
a strange country from the convict ranks, until those men by earnest 
working, sieal, and perseveranci^ provtal themselves, and raise'd tiuan- 
selves? Here are two sets of peopltj in a densely populated land, 
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always in the bahuice before the general eye. Is Crime for ever to 
carry it against Poverty, and to have a manifest advantage? There 
are the scales before all men. Whirlwinds of dust scattered in men’s 
eyes— and there is plenty Hying about — cannot blind them to the real 
state of the balance. 

We now come to enquire into the condition of mind produced by the 
seclusion (limited in duration as Lord Grey limits it) which is pur- 
chased at this great cost in money, and this greater cost in stupendous 
injustice. That it is a consummation much to be desired, that a 
respectable man, lapsing into crime, should expiate his offence with- 
out incurring the liability of being afterwards recognised by hardened 
offenders who were his fellow-prisoners, we most readily admit. But, 
that this object, howsoever desirable and benevolent, is in itself suffi- 
cient to outweigh such objections as we have set forth, we cannot for 
a moment concede. Nor have we any sufficient guarantee that even 
this solitary point is gained. Under how many apparently inseparable 
difficulties, men immured in solitary cells, will by some means obtain 
a knowledge of other men immured in other solitary cells, most of us 
know from all the accounts and anecdotes we have read of secret 
prisons and secret prisoners from our school-time upwards. That 
there is a fascination in the desire to know something of the hidden 
presence beyond the blank wall of the cell; that the listening* ear is 
often laid against that wall; that there is an overpowering temptation 
to respond to the muffled knock, or any other signal which sharpened 
ingenuity pondering day after day on one idea can devise : is in that 
constitution of human nature which impels mankind to communication 
with one another, and makes solitude a false condition against which 
nature strives,, That such communication within the Model Prison, 
is not only probable, but indisputably proved to be possible by its 
actual discovery, we have no hesitation in stating as a lact. Some 
pains have been taken to hush the matter, but the trutli is, that wlicn 
tlie Prisoners at Pentonville ceased to be selected Prisoners, especially 
picked out and cliosen for the purposes of that experiment, an exten- 
sive conspiracy was found out among them, involving, it is needless 
to say, extensive communication. Small pieces of paper with writing 
upon tliem, had been crushed into balls, and shot into the apertures 
of cell doors, by prisoners passing along the passages ; false responses 
liad been made during Divine Service in the chapel, in which responses 
they addressed one another; and armed men were secretly dispersed 
by the Governor in various parts of the building, to prevent the general 
rising, which was anticipated as the consequence of this plot. Undis- 
covered communication, under this system, wa assume to be frequent 

Th(i state of mind into which a man is brought who is the lonely 
inhabitant of his own small world, and who is only visited by certain 
regular visitors, all addressing themselves to him individually and per- 
sonally, as the object of their particular solicitude — we believe in most 
cases to have very little promise in it, and very little of solid foundation. 
A. strange absorbing selfishness— a spiritual egotism and vanity, real 
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or assumed-- is the first result. It is most nnuarkahit* to observe, in 
the cases of murderers who become this kind of obh'ct of inten'st, when 
they are at last consigned to tlie condemned ctdl, how the rule is (of 
course there are exceptions,) that the murdensl ptTson disappcai's from 
the stage of their thoughts, except as a part of tht^ir own imt)ortant 
story; and how they occup}'' the whole scene. / did this, / that, 
/ confide in the mercy of Heaven being (^xtcaided to we; Uiis is tlie 
autograph of w<?, the unfortunate and unhap;>y; in my childliood I 
was so and so; in my youth I did such a thing, to winch I attribute 
my downfall^ — not this thing of basely and barbarously defacing the 
image of my Creator, and sending an immortal soul into eternity 
without a moment’s warning, but something else of a venial kind 
that many unpunished people do. I don’t want the forgiveness of this 
foully murdered person’s bereaved wife, husband, brother, sister, child, 
friend; I don’t ask for it, I don’t care for it. I make no enquiry of 
the clergyman concerning the salvation of that murdered person’s soul ; 
piine is the matter; and I am almost happy that I came here, as to 
the gate of Paradise, “I never liked him,” said the repentant Mr. 
Manning, Mse of heart to the last, calling a crowbar by a mildei* 
name, to lessen the cowardly horror of it, ‘Land 1 heat in his skull 
with the ripping chiseL” I am going to l)liss, exclaims th<> same 
authority, in effect. Where my victim went to, is not my business at 
all Now, God forbid that we, unworthily beli<‘vitig in tiu* Rcaletaner, 
should shut out hope, or even humble trustfulness, from any criminal 
at that dread pass; but, it is not in us to call this slal(‘ of mind 
repentance. 

The present question is with a slate of mind analogous to this (as 
we conceive) but with a far stronger tendency to hypocrisy; the dread 
of death not being present, and tliere btang ev(jry possible inducement, 
either to feign contrition, or to .set up an unndiable semblance of it 
If I, John Styles, the prisoner, don’t do my work, and outwardly con- 
form to the rules of the prison, I am a mere fool Tlua-e is nothing 
here to tempt me to do anything else, and (wca-ything to tempt me to 
do that. The capital dietary (and every irusd is a gnsit t*vent in this 
lonely life) depends upon it; the aUcTuative is a pound of hnsid a, day. 
r should be weary of myself without occupation, I shoukl hv much 
more dull if I didn’t hold these dialogues with tht‘ gentk*men who an^ 
so an.rious about me. I shouldn’t half the objcHi of interest I am, 
if I didn’t make the professions I do. Therefiins I John Stvk\s go in 
for what is popular here, and I may nu‘an it, or I may not. 

There will always, under any cU‘cenl system, lx* certain prisoiu*rs, 
betrayed into crime by a variety of circumstanct^s, who will do wc-ll 
in exile, and offend against the laws no inor(‘. Upon this class, we 
think the Associated Silent System would have quit«t as good an 
influence as this expeUvSive and anomalous one; and wii <'annot acctqit 
them as evidence of the efficiency of separate confnuMmmt. Assuming 
John Styles to mean what he professes, for the time heiijg, wi^ dt^sire 
to track the workings of his mind, and to try to test llu* value of his 
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professions. Where shall we find an account of John Styles, pro- 
ceeding’ from no objector to this system, but from a staunch supporter 
of it? We will take it from a work called Prison Discipline, and 
the advantages of the separate system of imprisonment ”, written by 
the Reverend Mr. Field, chaplain of the new County Gaol at Reading; 
pointing out to Mr, Field, in passing, that the question is not justly, 
as he would sometimes make it, a question between this system and 
the profligate abuses and customs of the old unreformed gaols, but 
between it and the improved gaols of this time, which are not con- 
structed on his favourite principles.^ 

Now, here is John Styles, twenty years of age, in prison for a felony. 
He has been there five months, and he writes to his sister, ** Don’t 
fret my dear sister, about my being here. I cannot help fretting when 
I think about my usage to my father and mother; when I think about 
it, it makes me quite ill. I hope God will forgive me; I pray for it 
night and day from my heart. Instead of fretting about imprison- 
ment, I ought to thank God for it, for before I came here, I was 
living quite a careless life; neither was God in all my thoughts; all 

I As Mr. Fiekl condescends to quote some vapouring- about the account g-iven by Mr. Charles 
Dickens in his ‘‘American Notes**, of the Solitary Prison at Philadelphia, he may perhaps 
really wish for some few words of information on the subject For this purpose, Mr, Charles 
Dickens has referred to the entry in his Diary, made at the close of that day. 

He left his hotel for the Prison at twelve o’clock, being* waited on, by appointment, by the 
gentlemen who showed it to him; and he returned between seven and eight at nig-ht; dining in 
the prison in the course of that time; which, according to his calculation, in despite of the 
Philadelphia Newspaper, rather exceeds two hours. He found the IVIson admirably con~ 
ducted, extremely clean, and the system administered in a most intelligent, kind, orderly, 
tender, and careful manner. He did not consider (nor should he, if he were to visit Penton- 
ville to-morrow) that the book in which visitors were expected to record their observation of 
the place, was intended for the insertion of criticisms on the system, but for honest testimony 
to the manner of its administration; and to that, he bore, as an impartial visitor, the highest 
testimony in his power. In returning thanks for his health being drunk, at the dinner within 
the walls, he said that what he liad seen that day was nmning in his mind; that he could not 
help reflecting on it; and that it was an awful punishment If the American officer who rode 
back with him afterwards should ever see these words, he will pei-haps recall his conversation 
with Mr. Dickens on the road, as to Mr. Dickens having said so, very plainly and strongly. 
In reference to the ridiculous assertion that Mr. Dickens in his book termed a woman “quite 
beautiful'* who was a Negress, he positively believes that he was shown no Negress in the 
Prison, but one who was nursing a woman much diseased, and to whom no reference what- 
ever is made in his published account. In describing three young women, “all convicted at 
the same time of a conspiracy *', he may, posstbfy, among many cases, have substituted in his 
memory for one of them whom he did not see, some other prisoner, confined for some other 
crime, whom he did see; but he has not the least doubt of having been guilty of the (American) 
enormity of detecting beauty in a pensive quadroon or mulatto girl, or of having seen exactly 
wbat he describes; and he remembers the girl more particularly described in this connexion, 
perfectly. Can Mr. Field really suppose that Mr. Dickens had any interest or purpose in mis- 
representing the system, or that if he could be guilty of such unworthy conduct, or desire to do 
it anything but justice, he would have volunteered the narrative of a man's having, of his own 
choice, .undergone it for two years? 

We will not notice the objection of Mr, Field (who strengthens the truth of Burns to nature, 
by the testimony of Mr. Pitt I) to the discussion of such a topic as the present in a work of 
“mere amusement"; though, we had thought we remembered in that book a word or two 
about slavery, which, although a very amusing, can scarcely be considered an unmitigatedly 
comic theme. We are quite content to believe, without seeking to make a convert of the 
Reverend Mr. Field, that no work need be one of “mere amusement"; and that some works 
to which he would apply that designation have done a little good in advancing principles 
to which, we hope*. a,nd, will believe, for the' credit, of his Christian -ofifice, he is not indifferent. 

(■« 847) C 
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I thought about was ways that led ine towards destruction. my 

respects to my wretched companions, and I, hope they will aliia* ilieir 
wicked course, for they don’t know for a day nor an hour but what 
they may be cut off, I have seen my folly, and I hojx^ th(;y may s<h‘ 
their folly; but I shouldn’t if I had not been in trouble. It is good 
for me that I have been in trouble* Go to church, my sist<a*, evt'ry 
Sunday, and don’t give your mind to going to playhousc»s and thc^atres, 
for that is no good to you. There are a great many tcuiiptations,” 

Observe! John Styles, who has committed tlie felony, has b<‘en 
‘Miving quite a careless life”. That is his worst opinion of it, whereas 
his companions who did not commit the felony are ‘Svretched com- 
panions”. John saw hts ** folly”, and sees wicked course”. 

It is playhouses and theatres which many unfelonious people go to, 
that prey upon John’s mind — not felony, John is shut up in that 
pulpit to lecture his companions and his sister, about the wickedness 
of the unfelonious world. Always supposing him to be sincere, is 
there no exaggeration of himself in this? Go to church where I can 
go, and don’t go to theatres where I can’t I Is there any titige of 
the tbx and the grapes in it? Is this the kind of p(‘nil(Mac<‘ that will 
wear outside! Put the case that he had writUsi, of his own mind, 
** My dear sister, I feel that I have disgraced you and all wlio shoulcl 
be dear to me, and if it please God that I liv(‘ to be free, I will try hard 
to repair that, and to be a credit to you. My dear sisUT, when I com- 
mitted this felony, I stole something — and <h<‘S(^ pining live months 
have not put it back— and I will work my fmgea’s to the i>()nt‘ t(> make 
restitution, and oh! my dear sister, seek out my late companions, and 
tell Tom Jones, that poor boy, who was younger and littler than me, 
that I am grieved I ever led him so wrong, and I am suffering for 
it now!” Would that be better? Would it be more likts solid truth? 

But no. This is not the pattern penitence, Tluu't* would seem to 
be a pattern penitence, of a particular form, shap(% limits, and clinum- 
sions, like the cells. While Mr, Field is coi*n^cting his pruof-sh<H*ts foi" 
the press, another letter is brought to him, and in that hater too, that 
man, also a felon, speaks of his “ past folly”, and U*ctures his motlu‘r 
about labouring under ^‘strong delusions of tht‘ devil”. Docs this 
overweening* readiness to lecture otluu* pt'oph^, suggest tlu^ suspicion 
of any parrot-like imitation of Mr. Fii'ld, who lecturi‘s him, atid any 
presumptuous confounding of their ndative positions? 

We venture altogether to protest against the (Station, in support 
of this system, of asssumed repenlanci^ which has stood tm test oi’ trial 
in the working world. We consider that it prov(‘s nothing, and is 
worth nothing, except as a discouraging sign of that spiritual t^goiism 
and presumption of which we have already spoken. It is not [x'culiar 
to the separate system at Reading; Miss Martinc^au, who was on tlu^ 
whole decidedly favourable to the separate prison at rhiladtdphia, 
observed it there. **The cases I became acquainted with”, says slu*, 
** were not all hopeful. Some of the convicts so stupid as not 
to be relied upon, more or less. Others canted so didestably, and were 
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(always in connexion with their cant) so certain that they should never 
sin more, that I have every expectation that they will find themselves 
in prison again some day. One fellow, a sailor, notorious for having 
taken more lives than probably any man in the United States, was 
quite confident that he should be perfectly virtuous henceforth. He 
should never touch anything stronger than tea, or lift his hand against 
money or life. I told him I thought he could not be sure of all this 
till he was within sight of money and the smell of strong liquors; and 
that he was more confident than I should like to be. He shook his 
shock of red hair at me, and glared with his one ferocious eye, as 
he said he knew all about it. He had been the worst of men, and 
Christ had had mercy on his poor soul.” (Observe again, as in the 
general case we have put, that he is not at all troubled about the souls 
of the people whom he had killed.) 

Let us submit to our readers another instance from Mr. Field, of the 
wholesome state of mind produced by the separate system. ‘‘ The 25th 
of March, in the last year, was the day appointed for a general fast, on 
account of the threatened famine. The following note is in my journal 
of that day. * During the evening I visited many prisoners, and found 
with much satisfaction that a large proportion of them had observed 
the day in a manner becoming their own situation, and the purpose for 
which it had been set apart. I think it right to record the following 
remarkable proof of the effect of discipline. ***** They were all 
supplied with their usual rations. I went first this evening to the cells 
of the prisoners recently committed for trial (Ward A, i,), and amongst 
these (upwards of twenty) I found that but three had abstained from 
any portion of their food, I then visited twenty-one convicted prisoners 
who had spent some considerable time in the gaol (Ward C. i.), 
and amongst them I found that some had altogether abstained from 
food, and of the whole number two-thirds had partially abstained.’” 
We will take it for granted that this was not because they had more 
than they could eat, though we know that with such a dietary even 
that sometimes happens, especially in the case of persons long con- 
fined. *‘The remark of one prisoner whom I questioned concerning 
his abstinence was, I believe, sincere, and was very pleasing, * Sir, 
I have not felt able to c!at to-day, whilst I have thought of those poor 
starving people ; but I hope that I have prayed a good deal that God 
will give them something to eat.’” 

If this were not pattern penitence, and the thought of those poor 
starving people had honestly originated with that man, and were really 
on his mind, we want to know why he was not uneasy, every day, 
in the contemplation of his soup, meat, bread, potatoes, cocoa-nibs, 
milk, molasses, and gruel, and its contrast to the fare of ** those poor 
starving people ” who, in some form or other, were taxed to pay for it? 

We do not deem it necessary to comment on the authorities quoted 
by Mr. Field to show what a fine thing the separate system is, for the 
health of the body ; how it never affects the mind except for good; how 
it is the true preventive of pulmonaitj disease; and so on. The deduc- 
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tion we must draw from such things is, that Providence was quite 
mistaken in making us gregarious, and that we had b(*Uer all shut 
ourselves up directly. Neither will we refer to that ‘‘talented crim- 
inal”, Dr. Dodd, whose exceedingly indifferent verses applied to a 
system now extinct, in reference to our penitentian<‘s for convict (kI 
prisoners. Neither, after what we have quoUKl from Lord (irey, need 
we refer to the likewise quoted report of the American authorities, who 
are perfectly sure that no extent ot confmena^nt in the Philadelphia 
prison has ever affected the intellectual powers of any prisoner. Mr. 
Croker cogently observes, in the Good-Natured Man, that either his 
hat must be on his head, or it must be off. By a parity of reasoning, 
we conclude that both Lord Grey and the Atncrican authorities cannot 
possibly be right — unless indeed the notoriously settled habits of the 
American people, and the absence of any approach to restlessness in 
the national character, render them unusually good subjects for pro- 
tracted seclusion, and an exception from the rest of mankind. 

In using the term “pattern penitence” we beg it to be understood 
that we do not apply it to Mr. Field, or to any other chaplain, but to 
the system ; which appears to us to make these doubtful converts all 
alike. Although Mr. Field has not shown any nanarkable court(^sy 
in the instance we have set forth in a noU‘, it is our wivsh to show all 
courtesy to him, and to his office, and to his sinc(‘rity in the dischargfi 
of its duties. In our desire to represent him with fainusss and impar- 
tiality, we will not take leave of him without the following quotation 
from his book : 

“ Scarcely sunident time has yet <^xpired since tht^ presetni systtan 
was introduced, for me to report much conct'rning dischargtai crim- 
inals. Out of a class so degraded— the vtay dregs of the community 
—it can be no wonder that some, of whose improvement 1 cheri.sh(‘d 
the hope, should have relapsed. Disappointed in a A^w cases I have 
been, yet by no means discouraged, since I can with pleasure rifftT 
to many whose conduct is affording proof of reftirmutiom Gratifying 
indeed have been some accounts receivaal from hlna-ated oirenders 
themselves, as well as from clergymen of parishes to which tl ley have 
returned. I have also myself visited the honu^s of some of our former 
prisoners, and have been cheexed by tlu^ tt^siiincmy given, and the* 
evident signs of improved character which i hav<^ thert^ ohs(‘rvetl 
Although I do not venture at prcstait to dt\sci*ibt^ the particular cast‘s 
of prisoners, concerning whose nfforniation I feed much eonbdtau't^ 
because, as I have stated, the time of trial has hitherto bet»n short ; 
yet I can with pleasure refer to some public documents which prove 
the happy effects of similar discipline in other establisliments.” 

It should also be stated that the Reverend Mr. Kingsmill, tlie chap- 
lain of the Model Prison at Pentonville, in his cahn and int<*ilig(ait 
report made to the Commissioners on the Arst of Fel>ruary, 1849, 
expresses his belief “thjit the effects produced here uf)on the character 
of prisoners, have been encouraging in a high degre<‘ 

But we entreat our readers once again to kadc at tliat Model Prison 
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dietary (which is essential to the system, thou|2fh the system is so very 
healthy of itself); to remember the other enormous expensCsS of the 
establishment; to consider the circumstances of this old country, with 
the inevitable anomalies and contrasts it must present ; and to decide, 
on temperate reflection, whether there are any sufficient reasons for 
adding this monstrous contrast to the rest. Let us impress upon our 
readers that the existing question is, not between this system and the 
old abuses of the old profligate Gaols (with which, thank Heaven, we 
have nothing to do), but between this system and the associated silent 
system, where the dietary is much lower, where the annual cost of 
provision, management, repairs, clothing, &c., does not exceed, on a 
liberal average, ;^25 for each prisoner; where many prisoners are, 
and every prisoner would be (if due accommodation were provided in 
some over-crow’ded prisons), locked up alone, for twelve hours out of 
every twenty-four, and where, while preserved from contamination, he 
is still one of a society of men, and not an isolated being, filling his 
whole sphere of view wdth a diseased dilation of himself. We hear 
that the associated silent system is objectionable, because of the num- 
her of punishments it involves for breaches of the prison discipline; 
but how can we, in tlie same breath, be told that the resolutions of 
prisoners for the misty future are to be trusted, and that, on the least 
temptation, they are so little to be relied on, as to the solid present? 
How can I set the pattern penitence against the career that preceded 
it, when I am told that if I put that man with other men, and lay a 
solemn charge upon him not to address them by word or sign, there 
are such and such great chances that he will want the resolution to 
obey? 

Remember that this separate system, though commended in the 
English Parliament and spreading in England, has not spi'ead in 
America, despite of all the steeple-chasc riders in the United States. 
Remember that it has never reached the State most distinguished for 
its learning, for its moderation, for its remarkable men of European 
reputation, for the excellence of its public Institutions. Let it be tried 
here, on a limited scale, if you will, with fair representatives of all 
classes of prisoners: let Captain Macconnochie’s system be tried: let 
anything willi a ray of hope in it be tried : but, only as a part of some 
general system for raising up the prostrate portion of the people of 
this country, and not as an exhibition of such astonishing considera" 
tion for crime, in comparison with want and work. Any prison built, 
at a great expenditure, for this system, is comparatively useless for 
any other; and the ratepayers will do well to think of this, before they 
take it for granted that it is a proved boon to the country which will 
be enduring. 

Under the separate system, the prisoners work at trades. Under 
the associated silent system, the Magistrates of Middlesex have almost 
abolished the treadmill. Is it no part of the legitimate consideration 
of this important point of work, to discover what kind of work the 
people always filtering through the gaols of large towns — the pick-^ 
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pocket, the sturdy vagrant, the habitual drimkanl, and the begging- 
letter impostor— like least, and to glv(^ IIkmu that work to do in 
preference to any other? It is out of fashion witlj tho steephM'hase 
riders we know; but we would have, for ah such characters, a. kin<l 
of work in gaols, badged and degrad{?d as ixdonging to gaols oidy, 
and never done elsewhere. And we must avow that, in a country cir- 
cumstanced as England is, with resp<‘ct to labour and Irdxmrers, W(^ 
have strong doubts of the propriety of bringing tla^ r(\snlts of prisoti 
labour into the over-stocked market. On tins sul)ject sonut pul>lic 
remonstrances have recently been madci by iradcsmoa; and we cannot 
shut our eyes to the fact that they are well-founded. 



FROM THE RAVEN IN THE 
HAPPY FAMILY 

iContinued from p, 13 .) 


I wom¥ bear it, and I don’t see why I should. 

Helving begun to commit my grievances to writing, I have made up 
my mind to go on. You men have a saying, ** I may as well be hung 
for a sheep as a lamb®’'* Very good. I may as well get into a false 
position with our proprietor for a ream of manuscript as a quire. Here 
goesi . _ 

I want to know who Buffon was. Pll take my oath ho wasn’t a 
bird. Then what did //<? know about birds— -especially about Ravens? 
He pretends to know all about Ravens. Who told him? Was his 
authority a Raven? 1 should think not. Tliere never was a Raven 
yet, who committed himself, you’ll find, if you look into the precedents. 

There’s a sclioolmaster in dusty black knee-breeches and stock- 
ings, who comes and stares at our establishment every Saturday, and 
brings a lot of boys with him. He is always bothering tlie boys about 
Buffon. That’s the way I know what Buffon says. He is a nice man, 
BulTon; and you’re all nice men together, ain’t you? 

What do you mean by saying that I am inquisitive and impudent, 
that I go everywhere, that I affront aiid drive off the dogs, that I play 
pranks on the poultry, and that 1 am particularly assiduous in culti- 
vating the good-will of the cook? That’s what your friend Buffon 
says, and you adopt him it appears. And what do you mean by calling 
me “a glutton by nature, and a thief by habit”? Why, the identical 
boy who was being told this, on the strength of Buffon, as he 
looked through our wires last Saturday, was almost out of his mind 
with pudding, and had got another boy’s top in his pocket I 

I tell you what. I like the idea of you men, writing histories of 
and settling what we are, and what we are not, and calling us any 
names you like best. What colours do you think you would show in, 
yourselves, if some of us were to take it into our heads to write his- 
tories of I know something of Astley’s Theatre, I hope; I was 

about the stables there, a few years. Ecodl if you heard the obser.* 

u 
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vations of the Horses, after' the performance, youM have some O'f the 
conceit taken out of you! 

I don’t mean to say that I admire the Cat. I tioti*t adniirt^ lua*. On 
the whole, I have a personal animosity towards hc'r. But, hein|^ 
obliged to lead this life, I condescend to hold comuumiration witli !u‘r, 
and I have asked her what opinion is. She livc^d with an old lady 
of property before she came here, who had a, ninnlua* of n('ph(‘ws and 
nieces. She says she could show you up to that ext<un, after her 
experience in that situation, that even you would be liardly braziai 
enough to talk of cats being sly and selllsh any more. 

I am particularly assiduous in cultivating the good-will of the cook, 
am I? Ohl I suppose you never do anything of this sort, yourselves? 
No politician among you was ever particularly assiduous in cultivating 
the good-will of a minister, eh? No clergyman in cultivating the 
good-will of a bishop, humph? No fortune-seeker in cultivating the 
good-will of a patron, hah? You have no toad-eating, no time-serving, 
no place-hunting, no lacqueyship of gold and silver sticks, or anything 
of that sort, I suppose? You haven’t too many cooks, in short, whom 
you are all assiduously cultivating, till you spoil the; general broth? 
Not you. You leave that to the Ravens, 

Your friend Buffon, and some more of you, an^ mighty ready, it 
seems, to give us characters. Would you like to h<‘ar alxsut your own 
temper and forbearance? Ask the Dog, About your m^ver i>v<*rloadtng 
or ill-using* a willing creature? Ask my hroth(‘r«in-law’s friend, tlu' 
Camel, up in the Zoological, About your gratlludt^ to, and your pro- 
vision for, old servants? 1 wish I could nder you to tin' last Horse' I 
dined off (ho was very tough), up at a knaek(T’s yard in Batiks Bnrige, 
About your mildness, and your abstinenct^ from blows and cudgeds? 
Wait till the Donkey’s book comes out I 

You are very fond of laughing at the parnd, I observe'. Now, I 
don’t care for the parrot 1 don’t admin* the parrot's voire* it wants 
hoarseness. And I despise the parrot’s liv(*ry- c'onsi<lerIng black the 
only true wear. I would as soon stick my l>ili inlti tin* parrot’s bri'ust 
as look at him* Sooner, But if you conui to that, and you laugh at 
the parrot because the parrot says the same thing over ami ovt'r again, 
don’t you think you could get up a laugh at yourseivt's? Did you c'vt'r 
know a Cabinet Minister say of a flagrant job or great abuse*, perfectly 
notorious to the whole country, that he had nrvi'r heani a word of it 
himself, but could assure the honourahli' genth'inan that t‘v<*ry ('nquiry 
should be made? Did you ever hear a Juslici^ remark, of any ('xtn'uu* 
example of ignorance, that it was a most (‘xtratirdinary rase, and he 
couldn’t have believed in tlie possibility of such a case 'wlum tlu'n* 
had been, all through his life, ten thousand such within sight of his 
chimney-pots? Did you ever hear, among yourstdves, anything ap- 
proaching to a parrot repetition of the words, Constitution, Country, 
Public Service, Self-Government, Centralisation, Un-English, Capital, 
Balance of Power, Vested Interests, Corn, Rights of Labour, Wages, 
or so forth? Did you ever? No! Of course, you never! 
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But to come back to that fellow Buffon. Pie finds us Ravens to be 
most extraordinary creatures* We have properties so remarkable, that 
you’d hardly believe it. ** A piece of money, a teaspoon, or a ring,” he 
says, ‘*are always tempting baits to our avarice. These we will slily 
seize upon; and, if not watched, carry to our favourite hole.” Plow 
odd! 

Did you ever hear of a place called California ? / have. I under- 
stand there are a number of animals over' there, from all parts of the 
world, turning up the ground with their bills, grubbing under the 
water, sickening, moulting, living in want and fear, starving, dying, 
tumbling over on their backs, murdering one another, and all for 
what? Pieces of money that they want to carry to their favourite 
holes. Ravens every one of ’em I Not a man among ’em, bless you! 

Did you ever hear of Railway Scrip? / have. We made a pretty 
exhibition of ourselves about that, we feathered creatures! Lord, how 
we vr^ent on about that Railway Scrip! How we fell down, to a bird, 
from the Eagle to the Sparrow, before a scarecrow, and worshipped it 
for the love of the bits of rag and paper fluttering from its dirty pockets! 
It it hadn’t tumbled down in its rottenness, we should have clapped a 
title on it within ten 3a'ars, I’ll be sworn!-— Go along with you, and 
your Buflfon, and don’t talk to me! 

“ The Raven don’t confine himself to petty depredations on the pantry 
or the larder” — here you are with your Buffon again— “but he soars 
at more magnificent plunder, that he can neither exhibit nor enjoy,” 
This must be very strange to you men — more than it is to the Cat who 
lived with that old lady, though! 

Now, I am not going to stand this. You shall not have it all your 
own way, I am resolved tliat I won’t have Ravens written about by 
men, without having men written about by Ravens— -at all e\auils by 
one Raven, and that’s me, I shall put down my opinions about you. 
As leisure and opportunity serve, I shall collect a natural history of 
you. You are a good deal given to talk about missions. That’s 
my mission. How do you like it? 

I am open to contributions from any animal except one of your set ; 
bird, beast, or fish may assist me in my mission, if ha will. I have 
mentioned it to tlie Cat, intimated it to the Mouse, and proposed it to 
the Dog. The Owl shakes his head when I confide it to him, and says 
he doubts. He always did shake his head, and doubt. Whenever he 
brings himself before the public, he never does anything except shake 
his head and doubt. I should have thought he had got himself into a 
sufllcient mess by doing that, when he roosted for a long time in the 
Court of Chancei'y, But he can’t leave oE He’s always at it 

Talking of missions, here’s our Proprietor’s Wife with a mission 
now! She has found out that she ought to go and vote at elections; 
ought to be competent to sit in Parliament; ought to be able to enter 
the learned professions — the army and navy,' too, I believe. She ' has 
made the discovex*y that she has no business to be the comfort of our 
Proprietor’s life, and to have the hold upon him of not being mixed up 
(CS47) C2 
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ill all the jangHngs and wrangiuigs of men, but is quit<^ ill-used in 
tK‘ing the solace of his honie> and wants to go out spec'chi tying. That’s 
our IVopnetor’s Wife’s new mission. Why, you ntwia- h(‘arcl the Dove 
go on in that ridiculous way., She knows her true strength better. 

You are mighty proud about your language; but it seians to me that 
you don’t deserve to have words, if you can’t makt^ a h<‘tt<a" us(^ of ’can. 
You know you are alwjiys fighting about ’em. Do you nt^ver mean 
to leave that olfi and come to things a little? I thouglil you had high 
authority for not tearing each other’s eyes out, about words. You 
respect it, donT you? 

I declare I am stunned with words, on my perch in the Happy 
Family. I used to think the cry of a Peacock bad enough, wlMin 
I was on sale in a menagerie, but I had ratlier live in the midst 
of twenty peacocks, than one Gorham and a Privy Council. In the 
midst of your wordy squabbling, you don’t think of the lookers-on. 
But if you heard what / hear in my public thoroughkire, you’d stop a 
little of that noise, and leave the great bulk of the people something to 
believe in peace. You are overdoing it, I assure you, 

I don’t wonder at the Parrot picking words up and occupying hersc'H 
with them. She has nothing else to do., l'ht‘re an* no destitute par- 
rots, no uneducated parrots, no foreign parrots in a contagious static 
of distraction, no parrots in dangta' of p(\stiUau'(‘, no festering heaps ot 
mi,serable parrots, no parrots crying to b<‘ stmt away heyoiul tlu^ s<‘a 
for dear life. But among you!-« 

Well! I repeat, 1 am not going to stand it. Tam<‘ submission to 
injustice is unworthy of a Raven. I croak llu* vumk of rta-oK, and call 
upon the Happy Family to rally round nus ^^)u nasi hav<‘ had it all 
your own way for a long time., AW, you shall huar a si*ntiment or 
two about yourselves« 

I find my last communication gone from tla‘ corner \vh(*rt» 1 hid it. 

I rather suspect the magpie, but b(‘ says, “‘Upon his luimnir”. If 
Mr. Rowland Hill lias got it, he will me justici* inure iu«^tk:e than 
you have done him lately, or I am mistakmi in my man*. 


{Vmtitntmi m 4 ^) 



A CARD 

FROM MR. BOOLEY 

(See before^ 20.) 


Mr. Booley (the great traveller) presents his compliments to the 
conductor of Flousehold Words, and begs to call his attention to an 
omission in the account given in that delightful journal, of Mr. 
Booley*s remarks, in addressing the Social Oysters. 

Mr, Booley, in proposing the health of Mr. Thomas Grieve, in con» 
nexion with the beautiful diorama of the route of the Overland Mail 
to India, expressly added (amid much cheering from the Oysters) the 
names of Mr. Telbin his distinguished coadjutor; Mr. Absolon, who 
painted the figures; and Mr. Herring, who painted the animals. 
Although Mr. Booley’s tribute of praise can be of little importance 
to those gentlemen, he is uneasy in finding them left out of the delight- 
ful Journal referred to. 

Ml'. Booley has taken the liberty of endeavouring to give this com- 
munication an air of novelty, by omitting the w’ords “ Now, Sir,*’ — 
which are generally supposed to be essential to all letters written to 
Editors for publication. It may be interesting to add, in fact, that the 
Social Oysters considered it impossible that Mr. Booley could, by any 
means, throw off the present communication, without availing himself 
of that established form of address. 

Mighhur^ JBarn^ Monday Evening. 


(See later on p. 89.} 



FROM THE RAVEN IN THE 
HAPPY FAMILY 

{Continued from p. 


Halloa! 

You wonH let me begin that Natural History of you, eh? You will 
always be doing* something or other, to take off my attention? Now, 
you have begun to argue with the Undertakers, have you? Wliat 
next I 

Ugh! you are a nice set of fellows (o he discussing, al this time 
of day, whether you shall countenanct^ that humbug any longtT. 

Performing ” funerals, indeed I I have lu‘ard of [xaionning clogs 
and cats, performing goats and monk(‘ys, jx'rfonning ponies, whitcN 
mice, and canary-birds j but, perfoxaning drunkards at so much a day, 
gu;t:iiling over your dead, and llu'owing half of you into debt for a 
twelvemonth, beats all I ever heard of. I la, ha! 

The other day thei*e was a pex*son *‘wtmt and dit'd’^ (as our Pro-* 
prietor’s wife says) close to our establLslnxient* Upon my btsik I 
thought I should have fallen oil" my pta'ch, you made* nw laugli so, 
at the funeral! 

' Oh my crop and feathers, what a scene it was! / nevt‘r saw tfie Owl 
so charmed. It was just the thing fox* him. 

First of all, two dressed-up fellows canu‘- txying to Iotd< nnhvw but 
they couldn’t do it— -and stuck Ihemstdves outside' tiu' door. Thcn'cj 
they stood, for hours, with a couple of erulrhcs coven'd over with 
drapery: cutting their jokes on the company as tlu'y went in, and 
breathing such strong rum and water iixto our eslal)lisluneut ovxn* the 
way, that the Guinea Pig (who has a poor little ht‘ad) was drunk in 
ten minutes. You are so proud of your hunxanlty. Ua, lia! As if 
a pair of respectable crows woukhx’t hav<' doiu^ it much better? 

By-and-bye, there came a hearse and four, and then two caix'iages 
and four; and on the tops of *em, and on all tlu; horses’ heads, were 
plumes of feathers, hired at so much p(^r plume; and (everything, liorses 
and all, was covered over with black velvtd, till you couldn’t sect it. 
Because there were not feathers enough yet, tlxtaa* was a fellow in the 
procession carrying a boaxxl of ’em on his lutad, like Italiaix images; 
and there were about fxva-and-twenty or thirty other fellows (airhot 
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and red in the face with eating and drinking) dressed up in scarves 
and hatbands, and carrying~-shut-up fishing-rods, I believe— who 
went draggling through the mud, in a manner that I thought would 
be the death of me; while the ** Black Jobmaster that’s what he 
calls himself— who had let the coaches and horses to a furnishing 
undertaker, who had let ’em to a haberdasher, who had let ’em to 
a carpenter, who had let ’em to the parish-clerk, who had let ’em 
to the sexton, who had let ’em -to the plumber painter and glazier 
who had got the funeral to do, looked out of the public-house window 
at the corner, with his pipe in his mouth, and said— for I heard him 
— *‘that was the sort of turn-out to do a gen-teel party credit”. That! 
As if any two-and-sixpenny masquerade, tumbled into a vat of black- 
ing, wouldn’t be quite as solemn, and immeasurably cheaper! 

Do you think I don’t know you? You’re mistaken if you think so. 
But perhaps you do. Well ! Shall I tell you what I know? Can you 
bear it? ^ Here it is then. The Black Jobmaster is right The root of 
all this, is the gen-teel party. 

You don’t mean to deny it, I hope? You don’t mean to tell me 
that this nonsensical mockery isn’t owing to your gentility. Don’t 
I know a Raven in a Cathedral Tower, who has often heard your 
service for the Dead? Don’t I know that you almost begin it with the 
words, **We brought nothing into this world, and it is certain that 
we can carry nothing out”? Don’t I know that in a monstrous satire 
on those words, you carry your hired velvets, and feathers, and scarves, 
and all the rest of it, to the edge of the grave, and get plundered (and 
serve you right!) in every article, because you will be gen-teel parties 
to the last? 

Eh? Think a little! Plere’s the plumber painter and glazier come 
to take the funeral order which he is going to give to the sexton, who 
is going to give it to the clerk, who is going to give it to the carpenter, 
who is going to give it to the haberdasher, who is going to give it 
to the furnishing undertaker, who is going to divide it with the Black 
Jobmaster. ‘VHearse and four. Sir?” says he. “No, a pair will he 
sufikient.” “ I beg your pardon, Sir, but when we buried Mr. Grundy 
at number twenty, there was four on ’em, Sir; I think it right to 
mention it.” “ Well, perhaps there had better be four,” “Thank you, 
Sir, Two coaches and four, Sir, shall we say?” “ No, Coaches and 
pair.” “ You’ll excuse my mentioning it, Sir, but pairs to the coaches, 
and four to the hearse, would have a singular appearance to the neigh- 
bours. When we put four to anything, we always carry four right 
through. * W^ell ! say four!” ** Thank you, Sir. Feathers of course?” 
/'No, No feathers. They ’re absurd, ” “ Very good, Sir. iVb feathers?” 
“No.” **Fery good, Sir. We can do fours without feathers, Sir, but 
it’s what we never do. When we buried Mr. Grundy, there was feathers, 
and— I only throw it out, Sir— Mrs. Grundy might think it strange.’’ 
“ Very well ! Feathers I” “ Thank you, Sir,”— and so on. 

Is it and so on, or not, through the whole black job of jobs, because 
of Mrs. Grundy and the gen-teel party? 
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SO 

I suppose youVe thought about this? I suppose you\'(^ rcnected 
on what you’re doing, and what you’ve done? WIkmi you n^ad about 
those poisonings for the burial society money, you consider how it is 
that burkl societies ever came to be, at all? You pcrfeclly understand 
—you who are not the poor, and ought to set ’em an example— that, 
besides making the whole thing costly, you’ve confused tludr minds 
about this burying, and have taught ’em to (X)n found (‘xpence and 
show, with respect and affection* You know all you’ve got to answer 
for, you gen-teel parties ? Fm glad of it 

I believe it’s only the monkeys who are servile imitatons, is it? You 
reflect! To be sure you do. So does Mrs. Grundy— and she casts 
reflections— don’t she? 

What animals are those who scratch shallow holes in the ground in 
crowded places, scarcely hide their dead in ’em, and become unnaturally 
infected by their dead, and die by thousands? Vultures, I suppose. 
I think you call the Vulture an obscene bird? I don’t consider him 
agreeable, but I never caught him misconducting himself in that way. 

My honourable friend, tho dog — I call him my honourable friend 
in your Parliamentary sense, because I hate him -turns round three 
times before he goes to sleep, I ask him why? He says he donM 
know; but he always does it. Do you know how you ov<‘r came 
to have that board of feathers cai’ried on a fellow’s lu\nd? Comc'. 
You’re a boastful race. Show yourselves superior to the dog, an<l 
tell me! 

Now, I don’t love many people; but I do lov<i the inKb*rlak(‘rs. I 
except them from the censure I pass upon you in general. Tlu^y know 
you so well, that I look upon ’em as a sort of Ravens. I'hey are 
so certain of your being gen'-teel parties, that tlu^y stick at nothing. 
They are sure they’ve got the upper hand of you. Our proprkaor 
was reading the paper, only last nlgln, and there was an advertis(> 
ment in it from a sensitive and libelled undertaker, to wil, that the 
allegation **that funerals were unnecessarily expensivtt, was an insult; 
to his professional brethren”. Ha! ha! Why he knows In; has you 
on the hip. It’s nothing to him that their btdug unnecessarily exp<at- 
sive is a fact within the experience of all of you as glaring as the 
sun when there’s not a cloud. He is certain that when you want 
a funeral ** performed ”, he has only to he down upon yon with Mrs. 
Grundy, to do what he likes with you— and then he’ll go luamg and 
laugh like a Hyauia. 

I declare (supposing I wasn’t detained against my will by our f>ru- 
prictor) that, if I had any arms, I’d take the imd<trtakers to ’(unl 
There’s another, in the same paper, who says tht^y’re libelled, la the 
accusation of having disgracefully disturlnxi the nu^eting in favour of 
what you call your General Interment Hill Our estahlishment was 
in the Strand, that night. There was no crowd of undertakers’ m<‘n 
there, with circulars in their pockets, calling on ’em to come in 
coloured clothes to make an uproar; it wasn’t undertakers’ m<*n who 
got in with forged orders to yell and screech ; it wasn’t undertakers* 
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men who made a brutal charge at the platform, and overturned the 
ladies hire a troop of horse* Of course not. X know all about it. 

But" and lay this well to heart, you Lords of the creation, as you 
call yourselves! — it is these undertakers’ men to whom, in the last 
trying, bitter grief of life, you conBde the loved and honoured forms 
of your sisters, mothers, daughters, wives. It is to these delicate 
gentry, and to their solemn remarks, and decorous behaviour, that 
you entrust the sacred ashes of all that has been the purest to you, 
and the dearest to you, in this world. Don’t improve the breed! 
Don’t change the custom ! Be true to my opinion of you, and to 
Mrs. Grundy ! 

I nail the black flag of the Black Jobmaster to our cage— figuratively 
speaking— and I stand up for the gen-teel parties. So (but from differ- 
ent motives) does the Owl. You’ve got a chance, by means of that 
bill I’ve mentioned — by the bye, I call my own a General Interment 
Bill, for it buries everything it gets hold of— to alter the whole system; 
to avail yourselves of the results of all improved European experience; 
to separate death from life; to surround it with everything that is 
sacred and solemn, and to dissever it from everything that is shocking 
and sordid. You won’t read the bill? You won’t dream of helping it? 
You won’t think of looking at the evidence on which it’s founded— Will 
you? No. That’s right ! 

_ Gen-teel parties, stop forward, if you plea.se, to the rescue of the 
Black Jobmaster! The rats are with you. I am informed that they 
have unanimously passed a resolution that the closing of the London 
churchyards will be an insult to their professional brethren, and will 
oblige ’em “to fight for it”. The Parrots are with you. The Owl 
is with you. The Raven is with you. No General Interments. 
Carrion for ever! 

Ha, hal Halloa! 

(.Cmifinutui on /». 66 .) 
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The Magician in ‘‘Aladdin*^ may possibly have neglected the study of 
men, for the study of alchemical books ; but it is certain that in spite 
of his profession he was no conjuror. He knew nothing of human 
nature, or the everlasting set of the current of human affairs. If, 
when he fraudulently sought to obtain possession of the wonderful 
Lamp, and went up and down, disguised, before the flying-palace, 
crying New Lamps for Old ones, he had reversed his cry, and mad<^ 
it Old Lamps for New ones, he would have been so far Ixdbrt; his 
time as to have projecled himself into the nineteenth century of our 
Christian Era, 

This age is so perverse, and is so very short of faith - in consequ(‘nc<‘, 
as some suppose, of there having betm a run on that bank for a few 
generations—that a parallel and beautiful idtsi, gt‘n<‘rany kia^wn among 
the ignorant as the Young England hallucination, unhappily expired 
before it could run alone, to the great grl(^f of a small hut a very 
select circle of mourners. There is something so fascinating, to u 
mind capable of any serious reflection, in the notion of ignoring all 
that has been done for the happiness and tievulion of mankind during 
three or four centuries of slow and dearly-bought auKdioration, that 
we have always thought it would tend souiully to improvcmcmt 
of the general public, if any tangible syml>oI, any outward and visible 
sign, expressive of that admirable conception, could tm tidd up before 
them. We are happy to have found such u sign at Iasi ; and although 
it would make a very indilTerent sign, iiuleeti, in the Llia-nsud Victual- 
ling sense of the word, and would probably ht‘ n^jected with craUtunpt 
and horror by any Christian publican, it has our warmest i?hih)sop}ucaI 
appreciation. 

in llie fifteenth centuiy, a certain fet^ble lamp of art aros<‘ in tln^ 
Italian town of Urbino. This poor light, Raphael Sanxlo by nairn^, 
better known to a few miserably mistulam wretches in thest‘ later 
days, as Raphael (another burned at the same tiim% calltHl I'itian), 
was fed with a preposterous Idea of Beauty— with a ridiculous pow(‘r 
of etherealising, and exalting to the very Heaven of Heavens, what 
was most subiime and lovely in the expression of the human face 
divine on Earth— with the truly contemptible conceit of finding in poor 
humanity the fallen likeness of the angtds of Goo, and raising it up 
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again to their pure spiritual condition. This very fantastic whim 
effected a low revolution in Art, in this wise, that Beauty came to 
be regarded as one of its indispensable elements. In this very poor 
delusion, Artists have continued until this present nineteenth century, 
when it was reserved for some bold aspirants to ** put it down 
The Pre-Raphael Brotherhood, Ladies. and Gentlemen, is tlic dread 
Tribunal which is to set this matter right. Walk up, walk up ; and 
here, conspicuous on the wall of the Royal Academy of Art in luigland, 
in the eighty-second year of their annual e^chibition, you shall see what 
this new Holy Brotherhood, this terrible Police that is to disperse all 
Post-Raphael offenders, has “been and done” I 
You come-~~in this Royal Academy Exhibition, which is familiar 
with the works of Wilkie Collins, Etty, Eastlake, Mulready, Leslie, 
Maclise, Turner, Stanfield, Landseer, Roberts, Danby, Creswick, Lee, 
Webster, Herbert, Dyce, Cope, and others who would have been re- 
nowned as great masters in any age or country — you come, in this 
place, to the contemplation of a Holy Family. You will have the 
goodness to discharge from your minds all Post-Raphael ideas, all re- 
ligious aspirations, all elevating thoughts; all tender, awful, sorrowful, 
ennobling, sacred, graceful, or beautifol associations ; and to prepare 
yourselves, as befits such a subject— Pre-Raphaclly coiisld(‘red- for the 
lowest depths of what is mean, odious, repulsive, and revolting. 

You behold the interior of a carpenteris shop. In the foreground 
of that carpenter’s shop is a hideous, wry-necked, blubbering, red- 
headed boy, in a bed-gown ; who appears to have received a poke in 
the hand, from the stick of anotlier boy with whom he has been playing 
in an adjacent gutter, and to be holding it up for the contemplation 
of a kneeling woman, so horrible in her ugliness, that (supposing it 
were possible for any human creature to exist for a moment with that 
dislocated throat) she would stand out from the rest of t\m company 
as a Monster, in the vilest cabaret in France, or the lowest gin-shop 
in England. Two almost naked carpenters, master and journeyman, 
worthy companions of tins agreeable female, are working at their 
trade a boy, with some small llavour of humanity in him^ is enter- 
ing with a vessel of water; and nobody is paying any attention to a 
snuffy old woman who seems to have mistaken that shop for the 
tobacconist’s next door, and to be hopelessly waiting at tha counter 
to be served with half an ounce of her fovourite mixture. Wherever 
it is possible to express ugliness of feature, limb, or attitude, you have 
it expressed. Such men as the carpenters might. be undressed in any 
hospital where dirty drunkards, in a high state of varicose veins, arc 
received. Their very toes have walked out of Saint Giles’s, 

This, in the nineteenth century, and in the eighty-second year of the 
annual exhibition of the National Academy of Art, is the Pre-Raphael 
representation to us, Ladies and Gentlemen, of the most solemn passage 
which our minds can ever approach. This, in the nineteenth century,^ 
and in th.e eighty-second year of the annual exhibition of the Nxitional 
Academy of Art, is what Pre-Raphael Art can do to render reverence 
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and hoinage to the faith in which we live and die! Consider this 
picture well* Consider the pleasure we should have in a similar Pit- 
Raphael rendering of a favourite horse, or dog, or cat; and, coming 
fresh from a pretty considerable turmoil about ‘desecration in con- 
nexion with the National Post OlFice, let us extol this grt^at achicive- 
ment, and commend the National Academy, 

In further considering this symbol of the great retrogressive prin- 
ciple, it is particularly gratifying to observe that such objects as tlui 
shavings which are strewn on the carpenteid Hour are admirably 
painted; and that the Fre Raphael Brother is indisputably accom- 
plished in the manipulation of his art* It is gratifying to observe 
this, because the fact involves no low effort at notoriety; everybody 
knowing that it is by no means easier to call attention to a very in- 
different pig with five legs, than to a symmetrical pig with four. Also, 
because it is good to know that the National Academy thoroughly 
feels and comprehends the high range and exalted purposes of Art; 
distinctly perceives that Art includes something more than the faithful 
portraiture of shavings, or the skilful colouring of drapery— ini pera- 
tively requires, in short, that it shall be informed with nuiid and 
sentiment; will on no account reduce it to a narrow question cf trad(‘-' 
juggling with a palette, palette-knife, and painl-bux. It is likewise 
pleasing to reilect that the great educational (^slabllshnumi fures<‘es 
the difficulty into whicli it would be led, by attaching greater ivelght 
to mea'e handicraft, than to any otlier coasickratiou - evtai to considia’a- 
tions of common reverence or decency; wb'u'h al^surd principle, in the 
event of a skilful painter of the ligu^^ becoming a vi*ry httle more 
perverted in his taste, than certain skiitul painters are just now, might 
place Her Gracious Majesty in a very painful position, oius of th«‘se fine 
Private View Days. 

Would it were in our power to congratulatt^ our rtsui<*rH on the 
hopeful prospects of the great retrogressive laindpk', of which this 
thoughtful picture is the sign and embkanl Would that wt* could 
give our readers encouraging assurance of a lK‘allhy ilemand for Old 
Lamps in exchange for New Ones, and a st<*a<ly improvement in 
the Old Lamp Market I The perversity of mankind is such, ami the 
untoward arrangements of Providence are such, that wit eannot lay 
that flattering unction to their souls. We can only re[>ort what 
Brotherhoods, stimulated by this sign, are forming; and what oppor- 
tunities will presented to the peopha if tint people will but acaqit 
them. 

In the first place, the Pre-Perspective Brotherhood will be presently 
incorporated, for the subversion of all known rules and principles of 
perspective* It is intended to swear every P* P, B* to a solemn renuncia- 
tion of the art of perspective on a soup-plate of the willow patt<‘ra ; and 
we may expect, on the occasion of the eighty-third Annual ICxhibition 
of the Royal Academy of Art in England, to see sotm^ pictures by tins 
pious Brotherhood, realising PIogarlh\s idi^a of a man on a mountain 
several miles off, lighting his pipe at the uppiT window of a house in 
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the foreground. But we are informed that every brick in the house 
will be a portrait; that the man's boots will be copied with the utmost 
fidelity from a pair of Bluchers, sent up out of Northamptonshire for the 
purpose; and that the texture of his hands (Including four chilblains, 
a whitlow, and ten dirty nails) will be a triumph of the Painter’s art, 

A Society, to be called the Pre-Newtonian Brotherhood, was lately 
projected by a young gentleman, under articles to a Civil Engineer, 
wdio objected to being considered bound to conduct hims(df according 
to the laws of gravitation. But this young gentleman, being n^proached 
by some aspiring companions with the timidity of his conception, has 
abrogated that idea in favour of a Pre-Galileo Brotherhood now flourish- 
ing, whc distinctly refuse to perform any annual revolution round the 
Sun, and have arranged that the world shall not do so any more. The 
course to be taken by the Royal Academy of Art in reference to this 
Brotherhood is not yet decided upon; but it is whispered that some 
other large Educational Institutions in the neighbourhood of Oxford 
are nearly ready to pronounce in favour of it. 

Several promising Students connected with the Royal College of 
Surgeonr> have held a meeting, to protest against the circulation of the 
blood, and to pledge themselves to treat all the patients they can get, 
on principles condemnatory of that innovation. A Pre-Ilarvey-Brollier- 
hood is the result, from which a great deal may be expeeii^d— by tlie 
undertakers. 

In literature, a very spirited effort has been nmde, which is no less 
than the formation of a P.G.A.P.C.B., or Pre-Gower and Pre«Chaucei> 
Brotherhocd, for the restoration of the ancient English style of spelling, 
and the weeding out from all libraries, public and private, of those 
and all later pretenders, particularly a person of loose character named 
Shakespeare. It having been suggested, however, that this happy idea 
could scarcely be considered complete while the art of printing was 
permitted to remain unmolested, another society, under tlie namt‘ of 
the Pre-Lauren tins Brotherhood, has been established in conm^xion 
with it, for the abolition of all but manuscript books. Tliese Mu. Pucun 
has engaged to supply, in characters that nobody on earth shall be abl<.» 
to read. And it is confidently expected by those who have schui the 
House of Lords, that he will faithfully redeem his pledge. 

In Music, a retrogressive step, in which there is much hop(^ has been 
taken. The P.A.B,, or Pre-Agincourt Brotherhood, has arisen, nobly 
devoted to consign to oblivion Mozart, Beethoven, Handel, and every 
ether such ridiculous reputation, and to fix its Millennium (as its name 
implies) before the date of the first regular musical composition known 
to have been achieved in England. As this Institution has not yet com- 
menced active operations, it remains to be seen whether the Royal 
Academy of Music will be a worthy sister of the Royal Academy of Art, 
and admit this enterprising body to its orchestra. We have it on the 
best authority, that its compositions will foe quite as rough and discor- 
dant as the real old original— that it will be, in a word, exactly suited 
to, the pictorial Art we have endeavoured tO' describe. We have strong 
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hopes, therefore, that the Royal Academy of Musk, not wanting an 
example, may not want courage. 

The regulation of social matters, as separated from the Fim^ Arts 
has been undertaken by the Pre-Henry~the-Seventh Broduaiiood, who 
date from the same period as the PnsRaphac'l Brotherhood. Hiis 
society, as cancelling all the advances of nearly four hundred y(^ars, 
and reverting to one of the most disagreeahU' periods of faiglish His- 
tory, when the Nation was yet very slowly enuMging from harharism, 
and when gentle female foreigners, come over to lx* the wiv(‘s oi' Scottish 
Kings, wept bitterly (as well they might) at: bt'ing left alone among the 
savage Court, must be regarded with peculiar favour. As the time of 
ugly religious caricatures (called mysteries), it is thoroughly Pre- 
Raphael in its spirit; and may be deemed the twin brother to that 
great society. We should be certain of the Plague among many other 
advantages, if this Brotherhood were properly encouraged. 

All these Brotherhoods, and any other society of the like kind, now 
in being or yet to be, have at once a guiding star, and a reduction of 
their great ideas to something palpable and olnaous to the s(‘nses, in 
the sign to which we take the liberty of directing tln'ir attention. Wt* 
understand that it is in the contemplation of (‘adi Society to biH'omc' 
possessed, with all convenient spoi‘d, of a colhn'tion of sucli j>ictun‘s; 
and that once, every year, to wit upon t1u‘ first of Ajirib the wlmh' 
intend to amalgamate in a high festival, to bt^ ealitxl tlie Cc avocation 
of Eternal Boobies. 
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This little instrument, remarkable for its curious twist, has been at 
work again. A small portion of the collective wisdom of the nation 
has affirmed the principle that there must be no collection or delivery 
of posted letters on a Sunday. The principle was discussed by some- 
thing less than a fourth of the House of Commons, and affirmed by 
something less than a seventh. 

Having no doubt whatever, that this brillhuit victory is, in efiect, thc^ 
affirmation of the principle that there ought to be No Anything but 
churches and chapels on a Sunday; or, that it is the beginning cf a 
Sabbatarian Crusade, outrageous to the spirit of Christianity, irrec on- 
cilable with the health, the rational enjoyments, and the true relig'ous 
feeling, of the community; and certain to result, if successful, in a 
violent reaction, threatening contempt and hatred of that seventh day 
which it is a great religious and social object to maintain in the popular 
affection; it would ill become us to be deterred from speaking out upon 
die subject, by any fear of being misunderstood, or by any certainty of 
being misrepresented. 

Confident in the sense of the country, and not unacquainted witli the 
habits and exigencies of the people, we approacli the Sunday question, 
quite undiscomposed by the bite storm of mad mis-statement and all 
uncharitableness, whicli cleared tlie way for Ixird Asliley’s motion. 
The preparation may be Hkenesd to that which is usually ck^scribed in 
the case of the Egyptian Sorcerer and the boy who has some dark liquid 
poured into the palm of his hand, which is presently to b(xx)mea magic 
mirror* **Look for Lord Ashley* Wliat do you see?*^ **Oh, here Is 
some one with a broom!” what is he doing?” *H)h, he’s 

sweeping away Mr* Rowland Hill! Now, there is a great crowd of 
people all sweeping Mr. Rowland Hill away; and now, there is a red 
flag with Intolerance on it; and now, they are pitching a great many 
Tents called Meetings, Now, the tents are all upset, and Mr. Rowland 
Hill has swept everybody else away. And oh ! here’s Lord Ashley, 
with a Resolution In his hand 1 ” ■ 

One Christian sentence is all-sufficient with us, on the theological 
part of this subject. *'The Sabbath was made for man, and not man 
for the Sabbath.” .No amount of signatures to petitions can ever sign 

m 
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away the meaning of those words; no end of vohuucs of Hansard's 
Parliamentary Debates can ever alTect them in the hwsl. Move and 
carry resolutions, bring in bills, have commiitcu's, upstairs, <lownstaiis, 
and in my lady’s chamber; read a first times nvid a sc'cond time, read 
a third time, read thirty thousand limes; the dt'dared aulhority of (lu* 
Christian dispensation over the letter of the Jenvish Law, particularly 
in this especial instance, cannot be petitioned, reHolv<‘d, n*ad, or com- 
.mittee’d away* 

It is important in such a case as this afllrmation of a piiieapK , fc? 
know what amount of practical sense and logic entcaed into its asscav 
tion. We will inquire* 

Lord Ashley (who has done much good, and whom we mention with 
every sentiment of sincere respect, though we believe him to be most 
mischievously deluded on this question,) speaks of the people employed 
in the Country Post-Offices on Sunday, as though they were continually 
at work, all the livelong day. He asks whether they arc to be “a 
Pariah race, excluded from the enjoyments of the rest of tht^ com- 
munity”? He presents to our mind’s eye, rows of Post-Office clerks, 
sitting, with dishevelled hair and dirty linen, hehlntl small shutters^ 
all Sunday long, keeping time with thenr sighs to tlu^ ringing <d 
the church hells, and watering bushels of k'ltors, incessantly passing 
through their hands, with tlieir tears* Is this exact ly the r<'ality? The 
Upas tree is a figure of speedi almost as ancient as our laehryniosi^ 
friend the Pariah, in whom most of us recognise a ii‘.sp<a'tuhle old 
acquaintance. Supposing we were to take it into our heads to declare 
in these Household Words, that evtn'y Post-Office deck employeti on 
Sunday in the country, is compelleil to sit under his own particular 
sprig of Upas, planted in a flower-pot In^sidt* him for the i*x|>n'ss pur- 
pose of blighting him with its baneful shade, shouhl wt^ he mtndi more 
beyond the mark than Lord Ashley himsiffi? Did any of inir readings 
ever happen to post letters in the Country on a Kumlay? Di<l they 
ever sec a notice outside a provincial Post-Offitu*, u> tlM‘ idTeti that the 
presiding Pariah would be in attendance at sutdi an lunir on Sunday, 
and not before? Did they ever wait for tlu^ Pariah, at some incoavenh 
ence, until the hour arrived, and obsia ve him ctane to tin* oilice in an 
extremely spruce condition as to his shirt collar, and do a litik* sprink- 
ling of business in a very easy ofrliand manma*? We !iav(* such n*- 
collections ourselves* We have posted and reaaved letters in most 
parts of this kingdom on a Sunday, and wtt never yet ohservtHi tlm 
Pariah to be quite crusluid. On th<i contrary, we havt* st^en him at 
church, apparently in the best health and spirits (notwithstandifur an 
hour or so of sorting, earlier in the morning), and wes Iiave met luni 
out a-walking with the young lady to wliom he is imgagiHl, and we 
have known him meet her again wilIi her cousin, after tla^ dispatcli 
of the Mails, and really conduct himself as if lie \wn\ not particularly 
exhausted or aOlicted* Indeed, how wtdd he he. so, on Lord Ash!ey\s 
own showing? There is a. Saturday before the Smuiay We are a 
people indisposed, he- says, to business on a Sunday* hUm than a 
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fnillion of people are known, Irom their petitions, to be too scrupulous 
k) hi'ar of such a tiling*. Few counting-houvses or oOices are ever 
opcuied on ,a Sunday. The Merchants and Bankers write by Saturday 
night’s post. The Sunday night’s post may be presumed to be chiefly 
limited to letters of necessity and emergency. Lord Ashley’s whole 
case would break down, if it were probable that the Po.st»Ofijce Pariah 
had half as much confmement on Sunday, as the He-Pariah who opens 
my Lord’s street-door when anybody knocks, or the She- Pariah who 
nurses';, my Lady’s baby. 

If the London Fost-Ofllce be not opened on a Sunday, says Lord 
Ashley, why should the Post-Offices of provincial towns be opened on 
a Sunday? Precisely because the provincial towns are not London, 
we apprehend. Because London is the great capital, mart, and busi- 
ness-centre of the world; because in London there are hundreds of 
thousands of people, young and old, away from their families and 
friends ; because the stoppage of the Monday’s Post Delivery in Lon- 
don would stop, for many precious hours, the natural flow of tlie blood 
from every vein and artery in the world to the heart of tht; world, and 
its return from the heart through all those tributary channels. Because 
the broad difference between London and every other place in Ivngland, 
necessitated this distinction, and has perpetuated it t 

But, to say nothing of petitioners elsewhere, it seems tliat two hun- 
dred merchants and bankers in Liverpool ** formed themselves into a 
committee, to forward the object of this motion”* In tlie name of all 
the Pharisees of Jerusalem, could not the two hundred merchants and 
bankers form themselves into a committee to write or read no busi- 
ness-letters themselves on a Sunday— and let the Post-Office alone? 
The Government establishes a monopoly in the Post-Office, and makes 
it not only difficult and expensive for me to send a letter by any other 
means, but illegal. What right has any merchant or banker to stop 
the course of any letter that 1 may have sore nec(\ssity to post, or 
may choose to post? If any one of the two hundred merchants and 
bankers lay at the point of death, on Sunday, would he desire his absent 
child to be written to - the Sunday Post being yet in existence? And 
how do they take upon themselves to tell us that the Sunday Post is 
not a necessity ”, when they know, every man of them, evc^ry Sunday 
morning, that before the clock strikes next, they and theirs may be 
visited by any one of incalculable millions of accidents, to make it a 
dire need? Not a necessity? Is it possible that these merchants and 
bankers suppose there is any Sunday Post, from any large town, which 
is not a very agony of necessity to some one? I might as well say, 
in my pride of sti-ength, that a knowledge of bone-setting in surgeons 
is not a necessity, because I have not broken my leg. 

There is a Sage of this sort in the House of Commons. He is of 
opinion that the Sunday Police is a necessity, but the Sunday Post is 
not. That is to say, in a certain house. in London or Westminster, 
there are certain silver spoons, engraved with the fa'mily crest— a Bigot 
rampant— which would be pretty sure to disappear, on an early Sun- 
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day, if there were no Policemen on duty; whereas th(‘ sees no 

present probability of his requiring to write a letl<'r into th<‘ country 
on a Saturday night— and, if it should arise, he can use Ll(»ctric 
Telegraph. Such is the sordid balance some prtifessing Ih'alhens hold 
of their own pounds against other men’s p(‘nni(‘s, and tlunV owti selfish 
wants against those of the community at largel h2ven tlu^ JShanber 
for Birmingham! of all the towns in England, is afllictt'd by this scLlsh 
blindness, and, because he is ** tired of reading an<l ansvvc'ring* lett(‘rs 
on a Sunday^*, cannot conceive the possibility of tln^re btung otlua' 
people not so situated, to whom the Sunday Post may, luuUu* many 
circumstances, be an unspeakable blessing. 

The inconsequential nature of Lord Ashley’s positions, cannot be 
better shown, than by one brief passage from his speech. ‘‘When he 
said the transmission of the Mail, he meant the Mail-bags; he did not 
propose to interfere with the passengers.” No? Think again, Lord 
Ashley, 

When the Honourable Member for Whitened Sepulchres moves his 
resolution for the stoppage of Mail Trains—in a word, of all Railway 
travelling — on Sunday; and when that Honourabh^ (huithMuan talks 
about the Pariah clerks who take the moiu^y and giv(‘ (lu' lickt'ts, the 
Pariah engiiKMirivers, the Pariah stokers, the Pariah poilers, the Pariah 
police along the line, and the Pariah tlys waiting at th<^ Pariah stations 
to take the Pariah passengers, to he atienchHl by Pariah sta vaiUs at tlie 
Pariah Anns and other Pariah Hotels; what will Lord Ashl<*y tlo tlum? 
Envy insinuated that Tom Thumb made his giants first, and then 
killed them, but you cannot do tlio like, by your Pariahs. Yon cannot 
get an exclusive patent for llie maiiufactun^ aiul <lest ruction of Pariah 
dolls. Other Honourable Gentlemen are ctatain tes tmgnge in tin* 
trade; and when the Honourable Member for Whitenccl Sepulchri's 
makes Ms Pariahs of all these people, you cannot ndust' to recognises 
them as being of the genuine sort, Lonl AshU'y. Railway and all 
other Sunday Travelling, suppressed, by the Honourabh* MtanlxT for 
Whitened Sepulchres, the same honourabh* gimileman, who will not 
have been particularly complimented in tin* course* of tlmt arhievtanent 
by the Times Newspaper, will discover that a good dt'ul is done towanls 
the Times of Monday, on a Sunday night, and will Pariah tlu* whole 
of that immense establishment. For, this is the grcsit im’onveniemH* 
of Pariah-making, that when you b(*gin, they spring up like mush- 
rooms: insomuch, that it is very doubtful wludher wt* sltall hav(* a 
house in all this land, from the Queen’s Palace downward, which will 
not be found, on inspection, to be swarming with Pariahs. Not touch 
the Mails, and yet abolish the Mail-bags? Stop all thosi* sihait messen- 
gers of alTeclion and anxiety, yet let the talking travelha-, who is the 
cause of infinitely more employment, go? Why, this wi*re to suppose 
all men Fools, and the Honourable Member for Whittm<*d Sepulchres 
even a greater Noodle than he is! 

Lord Ashley supports his motion by reading some p(‘riIous bombast, 
said to be written by a working man— of whom the initdligent body of 
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working men have no great reason, to our thinking, to be proud— in 
which there is much about not being robbed of the boon of the day of 
rest; but, with all Lord Ashley's indisputably humane and benevolent 
impuls(\s, we grieve to say we know no robber whom the working 
man, really desirous to preserve his Sunday, has so much to dread, as 
Lord Ashley himself. He is weakly lending the inlluence of his good 
intentions to a movement which would make that day no day of rest-- 
nvst to tluxse who are ov<‘rwroughtj includes recreation, fresh air, 
change— but a day of mortillcation and gloom. And this not to one 
class only, be it understood. This is not a class question. If there be 
no gentleman of spirit in the House of Commons to remind Lord 
Ashley that the high-flown nonsense he quoted, concerning labour, 
is but another form of the stupidest socialist dogma, which seeks to 
represent that there is only one class of labourers on earth, it is well 
that the truth should be stated somewhere. And it is, indisputably, 
that three-fourths of us are labourers who work hard for our living; 
and that the condition of what we call the working-man, has its 
parallel, at a remove of certain degrees, in almost all proh'ssions and 
pursuits. Running through the middle classes, is a broad deep v(‘in 
of constant, compulsory, indispensable work. Th(‘rc are innuimTablc 
gentlemen, and sons and daughters of gentlemen, constantly at work, 
who have no more hope of making fcirtunes in tlieir vocation, than the 
working man has in his. There are innumerable lamllies in which 
the day of rest, is the only day out of the seven, wherci Innocent dom(*stic 
recreations and enjoyments are very feasible. In our rnean gcailility, 
which is the cause of so much social mischief, we may try to separate 
ourselves, as to this question, from the working-man; and may very 
complacently resolve tliat tliere is no occasion for Ins excursion-trains 
and tea-gardens, because we don’t use tluan ; but we had Ix^tter not 
deceive ourselves. It is impossible that we can cramp his means of 
needfid recreation and n^rresliment, without cramping our own, or 
basely cheating him. cannot leave him to tlie Christian |)atroaage 
of the Honovirablc Memljer for Whitened Sepulchres, and lake our- 
selves off. We cannot n'strain him and leave ourselves free. Our 
Sunday wants are pretty mucli tlie same as his, tliough his are far 
more easily satisfied; our inclinations and our feelings are pretty 
much the same; and it will be no less wise than honest in us, the 
middle classes, not to be Janus-kiced about the matter. 

What is it that the Honourable Member for Whit(»ned Sepulchres, 
for whom Lord Ashley dears the way, wants to do? He sees on a 
Sunday morning, in the large towns of England, wlien the bells are 
ringing for church and chapel, certain unwashed, dim-eyed, dissipated 
loungers, hanging about the doors of public-houses, and loitering at 
the street corners, to whom the day of rest appeals in much the same 
degree as a sunny summer-day does to so many pigs. Does he believe 
that any weight of liandcuffs on thO' ■ Post-Office, or any amount of 
restriction imposed on decent people, will bring Sunday home to these? 
Let him go, any Sunday morning, from the new Town of Edinburgh' 
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where the sound of a piano would be profanation, to the old Town, 
and see what Sunday is in the Canongatc. Or let him g(‘t up some 
statistics of the drunken people in Glasgow, while the churches are 
full— and work out the amount of Sabbath observances which is carried 
downward, by rigid shows and sad-coloured forms. 

But, there is another class of people, those who take little jaunts, 
and mingle in social little assemblages, on a Sunday, concerning 
whom the whole constituency of Whit<aied Sepulchrt\s, with their 
Honourable Member in the chair, find tluir lank hair standing on end 
with horror, and pointing, as if they were all ^rlectrificd, straight up 
to the skylights of Exeter Hall. In reference to this class, we would 
whisper in the ears of the disturbed assemblage, three short words, 
“ Let well alonel’’ 

The English people have long been remarkable for their domestic 
habits, and their household virtues and affections. They arc, now, 
beginning to be universally respected by intelligent fonfigners who 
visit this country, for their unobtrusive politeness, their good-humour, 
and their cheerful recognition of all restraints that really originate in 
consideration for the general good. They desiTve tliis tt^stimony (which 
we have often heard, of late, with pridi',) most hoiumrably. Long 
maligned and mistrusted, they proved ilu*h cas<*. from tlut vc‘ry first 
moment of having it in their power to <Io so; and have nevt'.r, on any 
single occasion within our knowU'dge, abused any public contldt*nt:e 
that has been reposed In them. It is an I'xtraordinary tiling to know 
of a people, systematically excluded from galleries and museums for 
years, that their respect lor sudi places, and for tht‘mH(‘lves ns visitors 
to them, dates, without any period of transition, from the very day 
when tlicir doors were freely opened, Tlie national vices art' surpris- 
ingly few. The people in general arc not gluttons, nor drunkards, 
nor gamblers, nor addicted to cruel sports, nor to the pushing of any 
amusement to furious and wild extremes, Tht'y are imnlerate, and 
easily pleased, and very sensible to all alleetlonatf^ inrtu<uict‘s. Any 
knot of holiday-makers, without a largti proportion of women and 
children among them, would be a pt*rfeet [phenomenon, Lt't us go 
into any place of Sunday enjoyment where any lair repit'sentatioa of 
the people resort, and we shall find them de<H*nt, ortlerly, tfuita, soci- 
able among their families and neighbours, Tlii‘rt' is u gemual ft‘tding 
of respect for religion, and for rt'ligious observances. Tfa* duirdi<\s 
and chapels are well filled. Very few peopkt who ktH‘p st'rvants or 
apprentices, leave out of consideration their o[)portunitir‘S of attending 
church or chapel; the general demeanour within those edifices, is par- 
ticularly grave and decorous; and the gtmeral recreations without, are 
of a harmless and simple kind, Lonl Brougham nevt*r did Henry 
Brougham more justice, than in declaring to the Iloust* of Lords, after 
the success of this motion in the House of Commons, that ilwix is" no 
country where the Sabbath is, on the whole, better ohservial tlian in 
England, Let the constituency of Whilmied Sepulchrt's [bonder, in a 
Christian spirit, cn these things; take care of their own consciences; 
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leave their Honourable Member to take care of liis; and let well 
alone* ■ 

• For, it is in nations as in femilies. Too tight a hand in .these 
respects, is certain to engender a disposition to break loose, and to run 
riot* If the private experience of any reader, pausing on this sentence, 
cannot furnish many unhappy illustrations of its truth, it is a very 
fortunate experience indeed. Our most notable public example of it, 
in England, is just two hundred years old* 

Lord Ashley had better merge his Pariahs into the body politic; and 
the Honourable Member for Whitened Sepulchres had better accustom 
his jaundiced eyes to the Sunday sight of dwellers in towns, roaming* 
in green fields, and gazing upon country prospects. If he will look a 
little beyond them, and lift up the eyes of his mind, perhaps he may 
observe a mild, majestic figure in the distance, going through a field 
of corn, attended by some common men who pluck the grain as they 
pass along, and whom their Divine Master teaches that he is the Lord, 
even of the Sabbath-day. 



CHIPS 


There is a saying' that a good workman is known by his chip'^ Such 
a prodigious accumulation of chips takes place in our Manufactory, 
that wo infer we must have some hrst-nite workmen about us 
There is also a figure of speech, concerning a chip of (he old block. 
The chips with which our old block (aged firie<.n weeks) is over- 
whe nied every week, would make some fivi^-and-twenlv blocks of 
sniular diniensions. 


Iheir. IS a popular simile— an awkward one in Ibis conn.'xion,'— 
fouiMed on the drynes.s of a chip. This has almost dclcw'd us from 
our int.Mition of bundling a few chips (ojp u.vr now and Ham. Hut 
relleclion on the natural lightness of the m-ti has reassun.d ns; and 
wc here present a lew to our naders.-.-md suail cuntinuc to do so 


from time to time* 



SUPPOSING 


Supposing a Royal Duke were to die. Which is not a great stretch 
of supposition^ 

For golden lads and lasses must, 

Like chimney-sweepers, come to dust: 

Supposing he had been a good old Duke with a thoroughly kind 
heart, «and a generous nature, always influenced by a sincere desire to 
do right, and always doing it, like a man and a gentleman, to the best 
of his ability: 

And supposing, this Royal Duke left a son, against whom thcn*e was 
no imputation or reproacli, but of whom all men were disposed to 
think well, and had no right or reason to think otherwise : 

And ’upposing, this Royal Duke, though possessed of a very hand- 
acme income in his life-time, had not made provision for this son ; and 
a rather accommodating Government (in such matters) were to make 
provision for him, at the expense of the public, on a scale wholly un- 
suited to the nature of the public burdens, past, present, and prospec- 
tive, and bearing no proportion to any kincl of public rewfird, for any 
sort of public service : 

I wonder whether the country could then, with any justice, com- 
plain, that the Royal Duke had not himself provided for his son, 
instead of leaving his son a charge upon the people! 

I should think the question would depend upon this;— -Whether the 
country had ever given the good Duke to understand, that it, in the least 
degree, expected him to provide for his son. If it never did anything 
of the soi-t, but always conveyed to him, in every possible way, the 
rapturous assurance that there was a certain amount of troublesome 
Hotel business to be done, which nobody but a Royal Duke could by 
any possibility do, or the business would lose its grace and flavour, 
then, I should say, the good Duke aforesaid might reasonably suppose 
that be made sufllcient provision for his. son, in leaving him the Hotel 
business; and that the country would be a very unreasonable country, 
If it made any complaint 

Supposing the country did complain, though, after all. I wonder 
what it would still say, in Committee, Sub Committee, Cliaritable 
Association, and List of Stewards, if any ungenteel person were to 
propose ignoble chairmen! 

Because I should like the country to be consistent. 



FROM THE RAVEN IN THE 
HAPPY FAMILY 

(Conimu^d/rom |ii) 


I SUPPOSE you thought I was dead? No such thing. Don t flatter 
yourselves that I haven’t got my eye upon you. I am. wide awake, 
and you give me plenty to look at, 

I have b(^gun my great work about you. I have b(*en colh^cling 
materials from tlie Horse, to begin with.. You an^ glad tt) h<\'u' it, 
ain’t you? Very likely. Oh, he gives you a nice diaraclt'i I He makes 
you out a cliarming* set of fellows. 

He informs me, by the bye, that he i,. a distant n^lation tjf tlie pony 
that was taken up in a balloon a few we(‘ks ago; ami that the pony’s 
account of your going to see him at Vauxhal! Hardens, is an unuuiiig 
thing. The pony says, that when he Iook(Hl round on tin* assembled 
crowd, come to see the realisation of the wood-eiil in tlie lall, he found 
it impossible to discover which was the real Mister Cirtfen— there were 
so many Mister Greens—and they wen^ all so very gn*enl 

But, that’s the way with you. You kimw it is. Don’t tell me! 
You’d go to see anything that other people went to see. Ami <lt>n’t 
flatter yourselves that I am referring to **the vulgar curiosity”, as 
you choose to call it, when you mean sona^ curiosity in which you 
don’t participate yourselves. The polite curiosity in this country, is as 
vulgar as any curiosity in the world. 

Of course you’ll tell me, no it Isn’t, but I say yt*s it is. What have 
you got to say for yourselves about the Nepaulesc Ihinces, I shoultl 
like to know? Why, there 1ms been more crmvding, and pressing, 
and puslilng, and jostling, and struggling, ami strivii»g, in genttud 
houses this last seavSon, on account of thos(^ Nepaulesc Princes, than 
would take place in vulgar Cremorne Gardtam and Greiunvidi Park, 
at Easti^r lime and Whitsuntide! And what for? Do you know any- 
thing about ’em? Have you any Idea why th <7 canie here? (Am you 
put your finger on their country In the map? Have you ever asked 
yourselves a doiien common questions about its dlmatt% natural liis- 
tory, government, productions, customs, religion, niannt*rs? Ntd you I 
Here are u couple of swarthy Princes very much out of tlu^ir ehanent, 
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walking about In wide muslin trousers, and sprinkled all over with 
gems (like the clock-work figure, on the old round platform in the 
street, grown up), and theyVe fashionable outlandish monsters, and 
it^s a new excitement for you to get a stare at ’em. As to asking ’em 
to dinner, and seeing ’em sit at table without eating in your company 
(unclean animals as you are!), you fall into raptures at that Quite 
delicious, isn’t it? Ugh, you dunder-headed boobies! 

I wonder what there is. new and strange, that you wouMnH lionise, 
as you call it Can you suggest anything? It’s not a hippopotamus, 
I suppose. I hear from my brother-in-law in the Zoological Gardens, 
that you are always pelting away into the Regent’s Park, by thousands, 
to see the hippopotamus. Oh, you’re very fond of hippopotami, ain’t 
you? You Study one attentively, when you do see one, don’t you? 
You come aw^ay, so much wiser than you went, reflecting so profoundly 
on the wonders of creation^ — eh? 

Bah! You follow one another like wild geese, but you are not so 
good to eat I 

These, however, are not the observations of my friend the Horse. 
He takes you, in another point of view. Would you like to read his 
contribution to my Natural History of you? No? You .shall then. 

Ha is a Cab-horse now. He wasn’t always, but he is now, and his 
usual stand is close to our Proprietor’s usual stand. That’s the way 
w-e have come into comm unications we ‘Mumb animals”. Ha, hal 
Dumb, tool Oh, the conceit of you men, because you can bother the 
community out of their five wits, by making speeches! 

Well. I mentioned to this Horse that I should be glad to have his 
opinions and experiences of you. Here they are ; 

“At the request of my honourable friend the Raven, I proceed io 
offer a few remarks in reference to the animal called Man. I have 
had varied experience of this strange creature for fifteen years, and am 
now driven by a Man, in the hackney cabriolet, number twelve thou- 
sand four hundred and fifty-two. 

“The sense Man entertains of his own inferiority to the .nobler 
anirmils— and I am now more particularly referring to the Horse- - 
has impressed me forcibly, in the course of my career. If a Man 
knows a Horse well, he is prouder of it than of any knowledge of him- 
self, within the range of his limited capacity. He regards’ it, as the 
sum of all human acquisition. If he is learned in a Horse, he has 
nothing else to learn,. And the same remark applies, with some little 
abatement, to his acquaintance with Dogs. I have seen a good deal 
of Man in my time, but I think I have never met a Man who didn’t 
feel It necessary to his reputation to pretend, on occasion, that he knew 
something of Horses and Dogs, though he really knew nothing. As 
to making us a subject of conversation, my opinion is that we are 
more talked about, than history, philosophy, literature, art, and science, 
all put together. I have encountered innumerable gentlemen in the 
country, who were totally incapable of interest in anything but Horses 
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and Dogs— except Cattle. And I have always been givc ti to nncler« 
stand that they were the flower of the civiHstxI world. 

is very doubtful, to me, whidlu'r tlu*re is, upon (ht* whohs any- 
thing Man is so ambitious to imitate, as an ostha*, a jockey, a stage 
coachman, a horse-dealer, or a dog-fancica", Tlu^re may Ih^ some other 
character which I do not immediately nMuember, that nr(‘s him with 
emulation; but, if there be, I am sure it is comu‘ctt'd with Horsc's, 
or DogsS, or both. This is an unconscious compliment, on the fiarl of 
the tyrant, to the nobler animals, which I consider to In* v<ay nunark- 
able. I have known Lords, and Baronets, and Memlxn's of Parlia« 
meat, out of number, who have deserted every other calling, to become 
but indifferent stablemen or kennelmen, and be cheated on all hands, 
by the real aristocracy of those pursuits who were regularly born to 
the business. 

“All this, I say, is a tribute to our superiority which 1 consider to 
be very remarkable. Yet, still, I can’t quite understand it. Man can 
hardly devote himself to us, in admiration of our virtues, because he 
never imitates them* We Horses are as honest, though I say it, as 
animals can be. If, under the prevssure of circumstances, we submit 
to act at a Circus, for instance, we always show that \vv are acting. 
We never deceive anybody. We would scorn to (k^ it. If wt^ ari* calltul 
upon to do anything in earnest, we do our Ix'st. If we an* incjuinnl to 
run a race falsely, and to lose when we could win, w<* are not to bf^ 
relied upon, to commit a fraud; Man must coukj in at that point, aial 
force us to it* And the extraordinary einamjstanc<* to me, is, that 
Man (whoni I take to be a powerful s()(Ha(*s of Monke}') is always 
making us nobler animals the instrunu'nts (d' his nu^anatsss and cupid- 
ity. The very name of our kind lias heconu* a hy<‘wor<i for all sorts of 
trickery and cheating. We are as innocc'nf as countt*rs at a game— 
and yet this creature will play falsely with us! 

“Man’s opinion, good or bad, Is not worth much, as any rat’amal 
Horse knows. But, justice is justice; anti what 1 complain of, is, 
that Mankind talks of us as if We had something to do with all this. 
They say that such a man was * ruined by Horses Ruimsi by f lorH(\sI 
They can’t be open, even in tliat, and say Ik* was rutn<*d by Mt‘n; hut 
they lay it at our stable-door! As if we evt*r ruimsi anybody, or were 
ever doing anything but being ruiiK'd ourstdves, in our gonenms d<*sire 
to fulfil the useful purposes of our exist(‘nce! 

“In the same waiy, we get a had name as if w(* wt*rc profligali 
company. *So and so got among llorst^s, and It was all up with 
him.’ Why, would have reclaimed him— wr wouki have made 
him temperate, industrious, punctual, stea<ly, sensible*- what harm 
would he ever have got from ns, I should wish to ask? 

“Upon the whole, speaking of him as I hav^^ found him, I should 
describe Man as an unmeaning and conceited creatures vtay stddom to 
be trusted, and not likely to make advanc<*s towards tin* honesty of 
the nobler animals, I should say that his power of warping the m/hler 
animals to bad purposes, and damaging their reputation by lus com- 
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panionship, is, next to the art of growing oats, hay, carrots, and 
clover, one of his principal attributes. He is very unintelligible in his 
caprices; seldom expressing with distinctness what he wants of us; 
and relying greatly on our better judgment to find out He is cruel, 
and fond of blood— particularly at a steeple-chase— and is very un- 
grateful. 

And yet, ro far as I can understand, he worships us too. He sets 
up images of us (not particularly like, but meant to be) in the streets, 
and calls upon his fellows to admire them, and believe in them. As 
well as I can make out, it is not of the least importance what images 
of Men are put astride upon these images of Horses, for I don’t find 
any famous personage among them— except one, and his image seems 
to have been contracted for, by the gross. The jockeys who ride our 
statues are very queer jockeys, it appears to me, but it is something to 
find Man even posthumously sensible of what he owes to us. I believe 
that when he has done any great wrong to any very distinguished 
Horse, deceased, he gets up a subscription to have an awkward like- 
ness of him made, and erects it in a public place, to be genemlly 
venerated. I can find no other reason for the statues of us that 
abound. 

^ It must be regarded as a part of the inconsistency of Man, that he 
Weets no statues to the Donkeys— who, though far inferior animals to 
ourselves, have great claims upon him. I should think a Donkey 
opposite the Horse at Hyde Park, another in Trafalgar Square, and a 
group of Donkeys, in brass, outside the Guildhall of the City of London 
(for I believe the Common Council Chamber is inside that building) 
would be pleasant and appropriate memorials. 

“ I am not aware that I can suggest anything more, to my lionour- 
able friend the Raven, which will not already have occurred to his fine 
intellect Like myself, he is the victim of brute force, and must bear 
it until the present state of things is changed— -as it possibly may be 
in the good time which I understand is coming, if I wait a little 
longer.” 

Therel How do you like that? That’s the Horse! You shall have 
another animal’s sentiments, soon, I have communicated with plenty 
of ’em, and they are all down upon you. It’s not I alone who have 
found you out. You are generally detected, I am happy to say, and 
shall be covered with confusion. 

Talking about the horse, are you going to set up any more horses? 
Eh? Think a bit Come! You haven’t got horses enough yet, 
surely? Couldn’t you put somebody else on horseback, and stick him 
up, at the cost of a few thousands? You have already statues to most 
of the “ benefiictors of mankind” (see Advertisement), in your prin- 
cipal cities. You walk through groves of great inventors, instructors, 
discoverers, assuagers of pain, preventers of disease, suggesters of 
purifying thoughts, doers of noble deeds. Finish the fist ’ Come! 

Whom will you hoist into the saddle? Let’s have a cardinal virtue! 

(OS47) ' ' ' 
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Slmll'it be Faith? Hope?.' Charity?'^ Aye,' Gharity’s' the virtue ■ to 
ride on horseback! Let^s have Charity! 

How shall we represent It? Eh? What do you think? Royal? 
Certainly. Duke? Of course# Charity always was tyjiihed in that 
way, from the time of a certain widow, downwards. And th(*re’s 
nothing less left to put upj all the commoners who were beiK‘ factors 
of manldnd** having had their statues in Ihc^ public places, long ago. 

How shall we dress it? Rags? Low# Drapt^ry? Common-place. 
Field-Marshal’s uniform? The very thing! Chanty in a Field-Mar-^ 
shaFs uniform (none the worse for wear) with thirty thoirsand pounds 
a-year, public money, in its pocket, and fifteen thousand more, public 
money, up behind, will be a piece of plain uncompromising truth in 
the highways, and an honour to the country and the time. 

Ha, ha, ha! You can’t leave the memory of an unassuming, honest, 
good-natured, amiable old Duke alone, without bespattering it with 
your flunkeyism, can’t you? That’s right— and like you! Here are 
three brass buttons in my crop. I’ll subscribe ’em all. One, to the 
statue of Charity; one, to a statue of Hope; one, to a statue of Faith, 
For Faith, we’ll have the Nepaulese Ambassador on horseliack— boi ng 
a prince. And for Hope, we’ll put the Hippopotamus on horseback, 
and so make a group. 

Let’s have a meeting about it! 



CHIPS 

THE INDIVIDUALITY OF LOCOMOTIVES 


It Is a remarkable truth, and, well applied, it might be profitable to 
us, in helping us to make fair allowance for the differences between 
the temperaments of diflrerent men— that every Locomotive Engine 
running on a Railway, has a distinct individuality and character of its 
own. 

It is perfectly well known to experienced practical engineers, that if 
a dozen different Locomotive Engines were made, at the same time, 
of the same power, for the same purpose, of like materials, in the 
same Factory— each of those Locomotive Engines would come out 
with its own peculiar whims and ways, only ascertainable by experi- 
ence. One engine will take a great meal of coke and water at once ; 
another will not hear of such a thing, but will insist on being coaxed 
by spades-full and buckets-full. One is disposed to start off, when 
required, at the top of his speed; another must have a little time to 
warm at his work, and to get well into it. These peculiarities are so 
accurately mastered by skilful drivers, that only particular men can 
persuade particular engines to do their best. It would seem as if some 
of these ** excellent monsters ’’ declared, on being brought out of the 
stable, ** If it’s Smith who is to drive me, I won’t go. If it’s my friend 
Stokes, I am agreeable to anythingl” 

All Locomotive Engines are low-spirited in damp and foggy weather. 
They have a great satisfaction in their work when the air is crisp and 
frosty. At such a time they are very cheerful and brisk; but they 
strongly object to haze and Scotch mists. These are points of char- 
acter on which they are all united. It is in their peculiarities and 
varieties of character that they are most remarkable. 

The Railway Company who should consign all their Locomotives 
to one uniform standard of treatment, without any allowance for vary- 
ing shades of character and opinion, would soon fall as much behind- 
hand in the world as those greater Governments are, and ever will be, 
who pursue the same course with the finer piece of work called Man, 
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Our correspondent, the Raven in the Happy Family, suggested in 
these pages, not long ago, ^ the propriety of a meeting being held, to 
settle the preliminary arrangements for erecting an equestrian statue 
to the Hippopotamus. We are happy to have received some exclusive 
information on this interesting subject, and to be authorised to lay it 
before our readers. 

It appears that Mr. Hamat Safi Cannana, the Arabian gentleman 
who acts as Secretary to ILR.IL (Ilis Rolling Hulk) the Hippopo- 
tamus, has been, for soma tiine, nqiecting that he is \mdor great 
obligations to that distinguished creature. Mr. Hamet Safi Cannana 
(who is remarkable for candour) has not hesitattHl to say that, but for 
his accidental public conne.xion with ILR.H., he Mr. C^unnana would 
no doubt have remained to the end of his <lays an obscure individual, 
perfectly unknown to fitme, and possessing no sort of claim on the 
public attention. H.R.IL having been the means of getting Mr. 
Cannana’s name Into print on several occasions, and having afforded 
Mr. Cannana various opportunities of plunging into the newspapers, 
Mr. Cannana has felt himself under a debt of gratitude to ILR.IL, 
requiring some public acknowledgment and return. Mr. Cannana, 
after much consideration, has been able to think of no return, at imca 
so notorious and so cheap, as a monument to ILR.IL, to he erected 
at the public expense. We cannot posit ividy state that Mr. Cannana 
founded this idea on our CornrHpondent\s .sugg<‘stion - for, indeed, 
we have reason to believe that he promulgated it ladbrt' our Corre- 
spondent’s essay appeared— but, we trust it is not claiming too much 
for the authority of our Correspondent to hope that it may have con- 
firmed Mr. Cannana in a very noble, a very sensible, a very spirited, 
undertaking. 

We procetxl to record its history, as far as it has yet gone. 

Mr. Hamet Safi Cannana, having conceived the vast original idea 
of erecting a Public Monumrmt to H.R.IL, set himself to consider 
next, by what adjective H.R.H. could be most attractively distinguished 
in the advertisements of that monument. After much painful and pro- 
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stjund cogitation, Mr, Cannana was suddenly inspired with the wonder- 
ful thought of calling him the *‘Good” Hippopotamus! 

This is so obviously an inspiration,— a fancy reserved, through all 
the previous ages of the world, for this extraordinary genius,— that 
we have been at some pains to trace it, if possible, to its source. But, 
as usually happens in such cases, Mr. Cannana can give no account 
of the process by which he arrived at the result. Mr. Cannana’s 
description of himself, rendered into English, would be, that he was 

bothered”; that he had thought of a number of adjectives, as, the 
oily Hippopotamus, the bland Hippopotamus, the bathing Hippopo- 
tamus, the expensive Hippopotamus, the valiant Hippopotamus, the 
sleepy Hippopotamus, when, in a moment, as it were in the space of 
a flash of lightning, he found he had written down, without knowing 
why or wherefore, and without being at all able to account for it, those 
enduring words, the Good ” Hippopotamus. 

Having got the phrase down, in black and white, for speedy publica- 
tion, the next step was to explain it to an unimaginative public. This 
process, Mr. Cannana can describe. He relates, that when he came 
to consider the vast quantities of milk of wdiich the Hippopotamus 
partook, his amazing consumption of meal, his unctuous appetite for 
dates, his jog-trot manner of going, his majestic pow'-er of sleep, he 
felt that all these qualities pointed him out emphatically, as the 
** Good” Hippopotamus. He never howled, like the Hyena; he never 
roared, like the Lion ; he never screeched, like the Parrot ; he never 
damaged the tops of high trees, like the Giraffe ; he never put a trunk 
in people’s way, like the Elephant; he never hugged anybody, like the 
Bear; he never projected a forked tongue, like the Serpent, He 
was an easy, basking, jolly, slow, inolfensive, eating and drinking 
Hippopotamus. Therefore he was, supremely, the “Good” Hippo- 
potamus, 

When Mr. Cannana observed the subject from a closer point o! 
view, he began to find that H.R.H. was not only the “Good”, but 
a Benefactor to the whole human race. He toiled not, neither did he 
spin, truly — but he bathed in cool water when the weather was hot, he 
slept when he came out of the bath; and he bathed and slept, serenely, 
for the public gratification. People, of all ages and conditions, rushed 
to see him bathe, and sleep, and feed; and H.R.H. had no objection. 
As H.R.H, lay luxuriously winking at the striving public, one warm 
summer day, Mr. Cannana distinctly perceived that the whole of 
H. R.H.’s time and energy was devoted to the service of that public. 
Mr. Cannana’s eye, wandering round the hall, and observing, there 
assembled, a number of persons labouring under the terrible dis- 
order of having nothing particular to do, and too much time to do 
it^ in, moistened, as he reflected that the whole of H.R.H.’s life, in 
giving them some temporary excitement, was an act of charity; was 
“devoted” (Mr. Cannana has since printed these words) “to the 
protection and affectionate care of the sick and the afflicted”. He 
perceived, upon the instant, that H.R.H. was a Hippopotamus of 
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'.*■* unsurpassed worth- *** and he drew up- an advertisem-ent so -describing 
him, ■ 

Mr, Cannana, having brought his project thus fur on its road to 
posterity, without stumbling over any obslade in the way, now con- 
sidered it expedient to impart the great design to somt^ other person 
or persons who would go hand tn hand with him, Hc^ concliuh‘d 
(having some knowledge of the world) that those’? who had Itfud tiu'm- 
selves into any degree of notoriety by means of ILR.IL, wouhi be the 
most likely (but only as best knowing him) to possess a knowh^dgt? of 
his unsurpassed worth. It is an instance of Mn Canntinals sagacity, 
that he communicated with the Milkman who supplies the Zoological 
Gardens. 

The Milkman immediately put down his name for ten pounds, his 
wife’s for five pounds, and each of their twin children for two pounds 
ten. He added, in a spirited letter, addressed to Mr. Cannana, and a 
copy of which is now before us, You may rely on my assistance 
in any way, or in every way, that may be useful to your patriotic pro- 
ject, of erecting a Monument to the * Good ’ Hippopotamus. We have 
not Monuments enough. We want more. H.R.H.’s consumption ot 
milk has far exceeded, from the first moment of his iunv(‘aried devo- 
tion of himself to the happiness of Mankind, any animaFs with which I 
am acquainted; and that nature must lx* hast* indetxl, that wouhi not 
vibrate to your appeal.” Emboldened by this sympathy, Mr. Can- 
nana next addressed himself to the Meahuau, who n‘plh‘d, ‘*This is 
as it should be”, and enclosed a subscription of pounds ten*- 

with a request that it might be stattxl in tluj publislual list that the 
number of his house was One Hundred and Seventy-four B, at the 
right-hand corner of High Street and Blue Lion Street, and that it 
had no connexion with any similar establishments in the same neigh- 
bourhood, which were all impositions. 

Mr, Cannana now proceeded to form a Committee. The Milkman 
and the Mealman both consented to starve. Also the* two Policemen 
usually on duty (under Mr. Cannana’s auspic(*H), in ILR.IL’s den; 
the principal Money-taker at the gardens; tlie Monkey who, early in 
the season, was appointed (by Mr. Cannana) to a post on ILRJL’s 
grounds; and all the artificers employed (under Mr. Cannana’s direc- 
tions), in constructing the existing accommodation for lI.R.H.’s imtire 
dedication of his life and means to the conjitilation ol the aOlicted. 
Still, Mr. Cannana deemed it necessary to his projt*ct to unite in cm? 
solid phalanx all the leading professional kiH'pers of Siiow Animals 
in and near London; and this extensive enterprise he imauHliately 
pursued, by circular-letter signed Hamet Safi Cannana, setting forth 
the absolute and indispensable necessity of raising a permanent 
monument in honour of the Good Hippopotamus, which, while it 
bacomCwS a record of gratitude for his self-sacrifices in thti causes of 
charity, shall serve as a guide and example to all who wish to become 
the benefoctors of mankind”. 

The response to this letter, was of the most gratifying nalure. ' Mr* 
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Wombwell’s keepers joined the Committee; all the keepers at the 
Surrey Zoological, enrolled themselves without loss of time ; the 
exhibitor of the dancing dogs, came forward with alacrity; the pro- 
prietor of “Punch’s Opera, containing the only singing dogs in 
Europe ”, became a Committee-man ; and the hoarse gentleman who 
trains the birds to draw carriages, and the white mice to climb the 
tight rope and go up ladders, gave in his adhesion, in a manner 
that did equal honour to his head and heart. The Italian boys 
were once thought of, but these Mr. Cannana rejected as low; 
for all Mr. Cannana’s proceedings are characterised by a delicate 
gentility. 

The Committee, having been thus constituted, and being reinforced 
by the purveyors to the different animals (who are observed to be very 
strong in the cause) held a meeting of their body, at which Mr. 
Cannana explained his general views. Mr. Cannana said, that he 
had proposed to the various keepers of Show Animals then present, to 
form themselves into that union for the erection of a Monument to the 
“Good” Hippopotamus, because, laying aside individual jealousie.s, 
it appeared to him that the cause of. that animal of “unsurpassed 
worth ” was, in fact, the common cause of all Show Animals. Thens 
was one point of view (Mr. Cannana said) in which the design they 
had met to advance, appeared to him to be exceedingly import:inl 
Some Show Animals had not done well of late. Pathetic appeals had 
been made to the Public on their behalf; but the Public had appeared 
a little to mistrust the Animals— why, he could not imagine— and their 
funds did not bear that proportion to their expenditure, which was 
to be desired. Now, here were they, the Representatives of those 
Show Animals, about, one and all, to address the Public on the sub- 
ject of the “Good” Hippopotamus. If they took the solid ground 
they ought to take; if they united in telling the Public without any 
misgiving that he was a creature “of unsurpassed worth”, that “his 
whole life was devoted to the protection and affectionate care of the 
sick and the afflicted ”; that " his self-sacrifices demanded the public 
admiration and gratitude”; and that he was “a guide and example 
to all who wished to become the benefactors of Mankind if they did 
this, what he Mr. Cannana said, was, that the Public would judge of 
their representations of their Show Animals generally, by the .self 
evident nature of these statements; and their Show Animals, whatever 
they had beeii in the past, could not fail to be handsomely supported 
by the Public in future, and to win their utmost confidence. 

This position was univensally applauded, but it was reduced to still 
plainer terms, by the straight-forward gentleman with the hoarse voice 
who trains the bitds and mice. 

“In short,” said that gentleman, addressing Mr. Cannana, “if we 
puts out this here ’Tizement, the Public will know in a minute that 
there isn’t a morsel of Humbug about us?” 

Mr. Cannana replied, with earnestness, “ Exactly sol My honour- 
able friend has stated precisely what I mean!” 
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, This distinct statement of the case was much applauded, and pave 
the greatest satisfaction to the assembled company. 

suggested by the Secretary, to Mr. Tyler’s tiger, that 
several thousand circulars, embodying these statements (with a promise 
that the collector should shortly call for a subscription), ought to bo 
immediately signed by Mr. Hamet Safi Caniiana, addressed, and 
posted, fhis work, Mr. Cannana undertook to sigierintend, and we 
understand that some ten thousand of these letters hav<; since bei'ii 
fs Waiting On Mr. Wombwtdl’s Sloth (who 

teuipfrauient) was of opinion that the com[)any should 
instantly vote subscriptions towards the Monument from the hinds of 

considering the fact, that the funds did 

!-i o *^‘PP°POtamus. But, It was resolved to defer this 

point until the public feeling on the undertaking -hould have had an 
opportunity of expressing itself. ” 

toThf monument 
a ^ Hippopotamus. The collector hau called, we under- 
‘ many houses, but has not yet succeeded in getting 

into several, m consequence of the entrance being previously occupied 
by the collector of the Queen’s Taxes, going his rouiid.; for tlm aS^ 
to the young Duke of Cambridge. Whom Heaven preserve! ^ 
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I HAVE a comfortable property. What I spend, I spend upon myself; 
and what I don’t spend I save. Those are my principles. I am 
warmly attached to my principles, and stick to them on all occasions. 

I am not, as some people have represented, a mean man. I never 
denied myself anything that I thought I should like to have. I may 
have said to myself “ Snoady”--“that is my name— you will get those 
peaches cheaper if you wait till next week”; or, I may have said to 
myself, *‘Snoady, you will get that wine for nothing, if you wait till 
you are asked out to dine”; but I never deny myself anything. If I 
can’t get what I want without buying it, and paying its price for it, I 
do buy it and pay its price for it. I have an appetite bestowed upon 
me; and, if I baulked it, I should consider that 1 was flying in the 
face of Providence. 

I have no near relation but a brother. If he wants anything of me, 
he don’t get it. All men are my brothers; and I see no reason why 
I should make his, an exceptional case. 

I live at a cathedral town wdiere there is an old corporation. I am 
not in the Church, but it tnay be that 1 hold a little place of some sort. 
Never mind. It may be profitable. Perhaps yes, perhaps no. It 
may, or it may not, be a sinecure., I don’^t choose to say. I nevef 
enlightened my brother on tliese subjects, and 1 consider all men my 
brothers. The Negro is a man and a brother— should I hold myself 
accountable for my position in life, to hmf Certainly not. 

I often run up to London. I like London. The way I look at It, 
is this. London is not a cheap place, but, on the whole, you can get 
more of the real thing for your money there— I mean the best thing, 
whatever it is— than you can get in most places. Therefore, I say to 
the man who has got the money, and wants the thing, “ Go to London 
for it, and treat yourself”. 

When I go, I do it in this manner. I go to Mrs. Skim’s Private 
Hotel and Commercial Lodging House, near Aldersgate Street, City 
(it is advertised in ** Bradshaw’s Railway Guide”, where I first found 
it), and there I pay, ‘Tor bed and breakfast, with meat, two and nine- 
pence per day, including servants Now, I have made a calculation, 
and I am satisfied that Mrs. Skim cannot possibly make much profit 
■ COS47) . n D2 
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out of me. In fact, if all her patrons were like me, my opinion is,, 
the woman would be in the Gazette nejct month* 

Why do I go to Mrs. Skim’s when I could go to (he, Clanmdon, you 
may ask? Let us argue that point If I went to the ("larendon I 
could get nothing in bed but sleep; could I? No* Now, sleep at the 
Clarendon is an expensive article; whereas sle(*p, at Mrs, Skim’s, is 
decidedly cheap* I have made a calculation, and I don’t lu'shalc to 
say, all things considered, that it’s cheap. Is it an inferior arlicdt^, 
as compared with the Clarendon sleep, or is it of the same quality? 
I am a heavy sleeper, and it is of the same quality. Then why should 
1 go to the Clarendon? 

But as to breakfast? you may say.— Very well* As to breakkist, 
I could get a variety of delicacies for breakfast at the Clarendon, that 
are out of the question at Mrs. Skim’s. Granted. But I don’t want 
to have them ! My opinion is, that we are not entirely animal and 
sensual. Man has an intellect bestowed upon him. If he clogs that 
intellect by too good a breakfast, how can he properly exert that in- 
tellect in meditation, during the day, upon his dinner? That’s the 
point We are not to enchain the soul. We are to let it soar. It is 
expected of us. 

At Mrs. Skim’s, I get enough for breakfast (there is no limitation to 
the bread and butter, though there is to the meat) an<l not too much. 
I have all my faculties about me, to concentrate upon the objc‘ct 1 havi^ 
mentioned, and I can say to myself besides, Snoady, ytsu liavt' saved 
six, eight, ten, fifteen, shillings, already to-day. If there is anything 
you fancy for your dinner, have it* Snoady, you have <‘arned your 
reward.” 

My objection to London, is, that it is the head-quarters of the worst 
radical sentiments that are broached in England. I consider that it 
has a great many dangerous people in it. I consid(‘r the present 
publication (if it’s ** Household Words ”) very dangerous, and I write 
this with the view of neutralising some of its l)ad rdTecls. My political 
creed is, let us be comfortable. We am all very comfortable as we 
are — / am very comfortable as I am—Ieave us alom* I 

All mankind are my brothers, and I don’t tliink it Christian— if you 
come to that— to tell my brother that he is ignorant, or di^graded, or 
dirty, or anything of the kind. I think it’s abusiv<% and low. You 
meet me with the observation that I am required to love my brother, 
I reply, ** I do”. I am sure I am always willing to say to my brother, 
**My good fellow, I love you very much; go along with you; keep 
to your own road; leave me to mine; whatiwer is, is right; whatever 
isn’t, is wrong; don’t make a disturbance!” It seems to me, that 
this is at once the whole duty of man, and the only temper to go to 
dinner in. 

Going to dinner in this temper in the City of London, one day not 
long ago, after a bed at Mrs. Skim’s, with meat-breakfast and servants 
included, I was reminded of the observation which, if my memory does 
not deceive me, was formerly made by somebody on some occasion, 
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that man may learn wisdom from the lower animals. It is a beautiful 
fact, in my opinion, that great wisdom is to be learned from that noble 

animal the Turtle* 

1 had made up my mind, in the course of the day I speak of, to have 
a Turtle dinner. I mean a dinner mainly composed of Turtle. Just 
a comfortable tureen of soup, with a pint of punch; and nothing solid 
to follow, but a tender juicy steak. I like a tender juicy steak. I 
generally say to myself when I order one, “Snoady, you have done 
right”. 

When I make up my mind to have a delicacy, expense is no con- 
sideration. The question resolves itself, then, into a question of the 
very best. I went to a friend of mine who is a Member of the Common 
Council, and with that friend I held the following conversation. 

Said I to him, “Mr. Groggles, the best Turtle is where?” 

Says he, “ If you want a basin for lunch, my opinion is, you can’t do 
better than drop into Birch’s.” 

Said I, “ Mr. Groggles, I thought you had known me better, than to 
suppose me capable of a basin. My intention is to dine. A tureen.” 

Says Mr. Groggles, without a moment’s consideration, and in a 
determined voice. “Right opposite the India House, Leadenhall 
Street.” 

We parted. My mind was not inactive during the day, and at six 
in the afternoon I repaired to the house of Mr. Groggles’s recommen- 
dation. At the end of the passage, leading from the street into the 
coffee-room, I observed a vast and solid chest, in which I then supposed 
that a Turtle of unusual size might be deposited. But, the correspon- 
dence between its bulk and that of the charge made for my dinner, 
afterwards satisfied me that it must be the till of the establishment. 

I stated to the waiter what had brought me there, and I mentioned 
Mr. Groggles’s name. He feelingly repeated after me, “A tureen of 
Turtle, and a tender juicy steak”. His manner, added to the manner 
of Mr. Groggles in the morning, satisfied me that all was well. The 
atmosphere of the coffee-room was odoriferous with Turtle, and the 
steams of thousands of gallons, consumed within its walls, hung, in 
savoury grease, upon their surface. I could have inscribed my name 
with a penknife, if I had been so disposed, in the essence of innumer- 
able Turtles. I preferred to fall into a hungry reverie, brought on by 
the warm breath of the place, and to think of the West Indies and the 
Island of Ascension. 

_My dinner came— and went. I will draw a veil over the meal, I 
will put the cover on the empty tureen, and merely say that it was 
wonderful— and that I paid for it. 

I sat meditating, when all was over, on the imperfect nature of our 
present existence, in which we can eat only for a limited time, when 
the waiter roused me with these words. 

Said he to me, as he brushed the crumbs off the table, “ Would you 
like to see the Turtle, Sir?” . 

“ To see what Turtle, waiter?” said I (calmly) to him. 
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. ** The tanks of Turtle below, Sir, said he to, me# ■ 

Tanks .of Turtle! Good Gracious! ^ Yes I . 

The waiter lighted a candle, and conducted me down stairs to a 
range of vaulted apartments, cleanly whitewashed and illuminated 
with gas, where I saw a sight of the most astonislung, and gratify- 
ing description, illustrative of the greatness of my native country. 
‘‘Snoady,” was my first observation to myself, Rule Britannia, 
Britannia rules the waves!” 

There were two or three hundred Turtle in the vaulted apartments — 
all alive. Some in tanks, and some taking the air in long dry walks 
littered down with straw. They were of all sizes; many of them 
enormous. Some of the enormous ones had entangled themselves with 
the smaller ones, and pushed and squeezed themselves into corners, 
with their fins over water-pipes, and their heads downwards, where 
they were apoplectically struggling and splashing, apparently in the 
last extremity. Others were calm at the bottom of the tanks ; others 
languidly rising to the surface. The Turtle in the walks littered down 
with straw, were calm and motionless. It was a thrilling sight. I 
admire such a sight. It rouses my imagination. If you wish to try 
its effect on yours, make a call right opposite the India House any 
day you please-— dine —pay --and ask to be taktai below. 

Two athletic young men, without coals, and with the sh'eves of 
their shirts tucked up to the shoulders, were in att<‘ndance on these 
noble animals. One of them, wrestling with the most enormous 
Turtle in company, and dragging him up to the edge of the tank, 
for me to look at, presented an idea to me which 1 had before. 

I ought to observe that I like an idea. I say, when I get a new one, 
* * S noady , book that 1 ” 

My idea, on the present occasion, was, —Mr. Groggiest It was not 
a Turtle that I saw, but Mr. Groggles. It was tlie dead image ot 
Mr. Groggles. He was dragged up to confront me, with his waist- 
coat— if I may be allowed the expr(%ssion— towards and it was 

identically the waistcoat of Mr. Groggles. It was the same shape, 
very nearly the same colour, only wanted a gold watch-chain and a 
bunch of seals, to be the waistcoat of l\tr. Groggles. There was 
what I should call a bursting expression about him in general, which 
was accurately the expression of Mr. Groggles I had mwer closely 
observed a Turtle’s throat before. The foltls of his loose cravat, I 
found to be precisely those of Mr. Groggkis s cravat. Even tla^ inUdii- 
gtnit eye— I mean to say, intelligent enougli for a person of corrtxt 
principles, and not dangerously so— was the eye of Mr. (iroggles. 
When the athletic young man let liim go, and, with a roll of his 
head, he (lopped heavily down into the tank, it was exactly the manner 
of»Mr. Groggles as I have, seen him ooze away into his st‘at, after 
opposing a sanitary motion in the Court of Common Council! 

‘‘Snoady,” I couldn’t help saying to myself, ‘^you have done it. 
You have got an idea, Snoady, in which a great (irinciple is involved. 
I congratulate you!” I followed the young man, wh“; dragged up 
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several Turtle to the brinks of the various tanks. I found them all 
the same-all varieties of Mr. Groggles— all extraordinarily like the 
gentlemen who usually eat them. Now, Snoady,” was my next 
remark, ** what do you deduce from this?’* 

Sir,” said I, /* what I deduce from this, is, confusion to those 
Radicals and other Revolutionists who talk about improvement Sir,” 
said I, ** what I deduce from this, is, that there isn’t this resemblance 
between the Turtles and the Groggleses for nothing. It’s meant to 
show mankind that the proper model for a Groggles, is a Turtle; 
and that the liveliness we want in a Groggles, is the liveliness of a 
Turtle, and no more.** ‘^Snoady,’* was my reply to this, *‘you have 
hit it. You are right!” 

I admired the idea very much, because, if I hate anything in the 
world, it*s change. Change has evidently no business in the world, 
has nothing to do with it, and isn’t intended. What we want is (as I 
think I have mentioned) to be comfortable. I look at it that way. Let 
us be comfortable, and leave us alone. Now, when the young man 
dragged a Groggles — I mean a Turtle — out of his tank, this was 
exactly what the noble animal expressed as he floundered back 
again. 

I have several friends besides Mr. Groggles in the Common Council, 
and it might be a week after this, wdien 1 said, ** Snoady, if I was you, 
I would go to that court, and hear the debate to-day”. I went. A 
good deal of it was what I call a sound, old English discussion. One 
eloquent speaker objected to the French as wearing wooden shoes; and 
a friend of his reminded him of another objection to that foreign people, 
namely, that they eat frogs. I had feared, for many years, I am sorry to 
say, that these wholesome principles were gone out. How delightful to 
find them still remaining among the great men of the City of London, 
in the year one thousand eight hundred and fifty ! It made me think 
of the Lively Turtle. 

But, I soon thought more of the Lively Turtle. Some Radicals and 
Revolutionists have penetrated even to the Common Council— which 
otherwise I regard as one of the last strongholds of our afflicted con- 
stitution ; and speeches were made, about removing Smithfield Market 
— which I consider to be a part of that Constitution— and about appoint- 
ing a Medical Officer for the City, and about preserving the public 
health ; and other treasonable practices, opposed to Church and State. 
These proposals Mr. Groggles, as might have been expected of such 
a man, resisted; so warmly, that, as I afterwards understood from 
Mrs. Groggles, he had rather a sharp attack of blood to the head that 
night All the Groggles party resisted them too, and it was a fine 
constitutional sight to see waistcoat after waistcoat rise up in resistance 
of them and subside. But what struck me in the sight was this, 
** Snoady,” said I, *‘here is your idea carried out, Sir I These Radi- 
cals and Revolutionists are the athletic young men in shirt sleeves, 
dragging the Lively Turtle to the edges of the tank. The Groggleses 
are the Turtle, looking out for a moment, and flopping down again. 
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Honour to the Groggleses! Honour. to the Court of Lively Turtle! 
Tlie wisdom of the Turtle is the hope of England 1” 

_ rhere are three heads in the moral of what I had to say. First. 

wSrfuUv tr wonderfully alike externally, 

wondufully a ike mentally. Secondly, Turtle is a good thing every 

way and the liveliness of the Turtle is intended as an example for the 

QuhrmmfilteKr ' beyond that. Thirdly, wc are all 

c|uit6 comfoi'ta.btee Leave us ciiond I 



A CRISIS IN THE AFFAIRS 
OF MR. JOHN BULL 

AS RELATED BY MRS. BULL TO THE 
CHILDREN 


Mrs. Bull and her iising family were seated round the fire, one 
November evening at dusk, when all was mud, mist, and darkness, 
out of doors, and a good deal of fog had even got into the family 
parlour. To say the truth, the parlour was on no occasion fog-proof, 
and had, at divers notable times, been so misty as to cause the whole 
Bull family to grope about, in a most confused manner, and make the 
strangest mistakes. But, there was an excellent ventilator over the 
family fireplace (not one of Dr. Arnott's, though it was of the same 
class, being an excellent invention, called Common Sense), and hence, 
though the fog was apt to get into the parlour through a variety of 
chinks, it soon got out again, and left the Bulls at liberty to see what 
o’clock it was, by the solid, steady-going, family timepiece: which went 
remarkably well in the long run, though it was apt, at times, to be a 
trifie too slow. 

Mr. Bull was dozing in his easy chair, with his pocket handkerchief 
drawn over his head. Mrs. Bull, always industrious, was hard at 
work, knitting. The children were grouped in various attitudes around 
the blazing fire. Master C. J. London (called after his Godfather), 
who had been rather late at his exercise, sat with his chin resting, in 
something of a thoughtful and penitential manner, on his slate, and 
his slate resting on his knees. Young Jonathan— a cousin of the little 
Bulls, and a noisy, overgrown lad— was making a tremendous uproar 
across the yard, with a new plaything. Occasionally, when his noise 
reached the ears of Mr. Bull, the good gentleman moved impatiently 
in his chair, and muttered, Con— found that boy in the stripes, I wish 
he wouldn’t make such a fool of himself!” 

He’ll quarrel with his new toy soon, I know,” observed the discreet 
Mrs. Bull, **and then he’ll begin to knock it about But we mustn’t 
expect to find old heads on young shoulders.” 
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_ ” And why, then, did you expect to find an old head on Youn^ Knir- 
land s shoulders?” retorted Mrs. Bull, turning quickly on him ^ 

cried C T f ol<i.head on Young England’s shoulders!” 

cried Master C. J. London, putting his left-hand knuckles to his right 

boy ? ” said Mrs. Bull. 

Oh, oil olrt J- -'*«’•« I did. 

bettolffufurr "but behave 

bete m future. What did you mean by playing with young England 

“ I didn’t mean any harm!” cried Master C. J. London, aoDlvinn- in 
his increased distress, the knuckles of his right hand to ks S eve 

and the knuckles ot his left hand to his left eye «gnt eye, 

“I dare say you didn’t!” returned Mrs. Bull. “Hadn’t von 
™m,ng enough, .bout playing with candle, and eandteacL?^ Hot 

.TnUrS;-!', r ingil 

to put thui shuts OHj over their clothes, and to nJav all seru nf 

.nt mrSi'S' ,”'L’'o2i,'‘':;',!;“ »"•> 

Mrs.^Bun tLk himtp riiorf beginning, when 

“Don’t talk to me about the Rubric, or you’ll make it worsiet” s-iid 
Mrs. Bull, shaking her head at him. “ Just exactly what the Ruhr ir 
meant then, it moans now; and ju.st exactly what it didn’t mean then 

the'l^H according to the spirit not 

the letter; and you know what its spirit must be. or you wouldn’t bf 

No, C. J. London 1 said Mrs. Bull, emphatically. “ If then' were anv 
candles or candlesticks in the spirit of your lessmi-book M- si ^ V ^ 
nmn would have been my boy, and not Wise- 

soSn'g,^' 0^ Mai’ ’^Matter W's <ban before. 

Oh, droh!” Wiseman with his red legs, your boyl 

J?'"' j fc ss:?Tor^s^io"g^:r2 ^ ‘■"’- 

sentimental girls, and dandy boys! Ls L? your briiTg 1 ^ 0 ?'’’ 

You didn’t know, Sirl” retorted Mrs. Bull **nnn’f i >u » 
Then you ought to have known. Other p^ple knew. You we ' mi; 

a ^ho!f ^ould come to. You didn’t W'lnt 

u g^host, I suppose, to warn you that when thev tmt it t ^ 

they’d get to candles; and that when thtw irot to^-tvir ^ 

%hting ’em ; and that when they began m^ut thdr shim on mridL“ 
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and to play at monks and friars, it was as natural that Master Wise- 
man should be encouraged to put on a pair of red-stockings, and a red 
hat, and to commit I don’t know what other Tom-fooleries and make 
a perfect Guy Fawkes of himself in more ways than one. Is it because 
you are a Bull, that you are not to be roused till they shake scarlet 
close to your very €»yes?” said Mrs, Bull indignantly. 

Master C. J. London still repeating ** Oh, oh, oh!” in a very plain- 
tive manner, screwed his knuckles into his eyes until there appeared 
considerable danger of his screwing his eyes out of his head. But, 
little John (who though of a spare figure was a very spirited boy) 
started up from the little bench on which he sat; gave Master C. J, 
London a hearty pat on the back (accompanied, however, with a slight 
poke in the ribs); and told him that if Master Wiseman, or Young 
England, or any of those fellows, wanted anything for himself, he 
(little John) was the boy to give it him. Hereupon, Mrs. Bull, who 
was always proud of the child, and always had been, since his mea- 
sure was first taken for an entirely new suit of clothes to wear in 
Common, could not refrain from catching him up on her knee and 
kissing him with great affection, while the whole family expressed 
their delight in various significant ways. 

You are a noble boy, little John,” said Mrs, Bull, with a mother’s 
pride, “and that’s the fact, after everything is said and done!” 

“ I don’t know about that, Ma,” quoth little John, whose blood was 
evidently up; “but if these chaps and their backers, the Bulls of 
Rome ” 

Here Mr. Bull, who was only half asleep, kicked out in such an 
alarming manner, that for some seconds, his boots gyrated fitfully all 
over the family hearth, filling the whole circle with consternation. 
For, when Mr. Bull did kick, his kick was tremendous* And he 
always kicked, when the Bulls of Rome were mentioned, 

Mrs. Bull holding up her finger as an injunction to the children to 
keep quiet, sagely observed Mr. Bull from the opposite side of the fire- 
placcy until he calmly dozed again, when she recalled the scattered 
family to their former positions, and spoke in a low tone. 

“You must be very careful,” said the worthy lady, “how you men- 
tion that name; for, your poor father has so many unpleasant experi- 
ences of those Bulls of Rome— Bless the man! he’ll do somebody a 
mischief.” 

Mr. Bull, lashing out again more violently than before, upset the 
fender, knocked down the fire-irons, kicked over the brass footman, 
and, whisking his silk handkerchief off his head, chased the Fussy on 
the rug dean out of the room into the passage, and so out of the 
street-door into the night; the Pussy having, (as was well known to 
the children in general,) originally strayed from the Bulls of Rome 
into Mr. Bull’s assembled family. After the achievement of this 
crowning feat, Mr. Bull came back, and in a highly excited state 
performed a sort of war-dance in his top-boots, all over the parlour. 
Finally, he sank into his arm-chair, and covered himself up again. 
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his heat would not"co°me dowiT upon hin"fr"t1 ”7) 
else, took refujfe behS slT L , " ’ v 'f ««■-. 
a perfect game-cock. But Mr Bull h , was 

without injury to any one, boy cn?"^oin "Si?' 
family, to the knees of Mrs. Bull who fh, ’i i . ^'’‘■ 

into her lap before she began: ' ‘ 

0 .;. 'r '’7!“;' “'*'■• 

before any one of you were hm-n W()rl(l of (rouble, 

and to have some induence in our family-'^burU can’t bl’ 

Single moment— nothinfr will ^ ^ <inowed for a 

it; let them disguSe of constr2 h of 

will, they are, by nature, ^ [fsLnt "audlciour 

able race.” audacious, oppressive, mtoler- 

of Rome, ^ ^he saw'th'ose*’oret7; squaring- at the Bulls 

c. J. laiudon^Sr si Sderio'"~»i ■ "'"‘''a'’'”' "“““f 

squaring, likewise, reflection, made a show of 

Mrs, Bull! ctopphf/h^^ vofafsUin!’ h"’':‘n<Ifa(hor,” stud 

in repose, Zh ! '*■'* ^r. Hull 

family were vW ignoS aL W t'[Ve wS."’‘H:.r' 
on <Klvcincing in every rfcneration ^in/v» iU i b Juutt gone 
by all our family histfrf mM e^Trhm^^ ni’lV?; T'i-’"-" 

CIHC of our rational taculties, That our knowledif "vT , 

social welfare and happiness are wi, ,i - ^ progri'ss, 

sistent with them. That the Bulls ^ “rcconcileable and incon- 

of out fami,,. h„, „f ,S'i>fhlit:r ‘ qV.Tl',”"’' 

they perpetuate misery, oppression d'lrknt*^ < tliey go, 

they ate easily m.do L fis oMhiiifi.nT^i''"' '‘''“f 
purposes; and that they cannoi be ‘,Vim- i , "f 

any man, woman, or child of een, ^ P""'' f‘“lu'r, or by 

nexion with uf ” ’ wlio has the lea.^t coif 

aunt, Mii Erii!!!rbraghfMr*^Bun^ 

ground, with her head in the -Lhes Tl,’’ on the 

for a length of time in i hoI-Hh? ^ •" “"‘'"•‘“"’■fo i^dy had been, 

presented a most lamentable speitac^ of 'dlsf! "“‘"i- '“’'’y* 

stition, and degradation. ^ ^ oi.s«..i.se, dirt, rags, super- 

m“ 'MW» a«..ot, s,h„>,„.ri 

**■ Auf xr wiiLcicu ner next observations ttx hinx 

“ for the Bulls of Kie h'we*h f ^frs. Hull- 

strength of her constitution,' bm th^Bulk !!f P 

bottom of it; and. depend upon i, wherev;r yot^^ a rndi;!::n:Vf^ 
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resembling hers, you will fntd, on imfutty, tIuM the surteri*r Iiun ullmved 
herself to be dealt with by Hulls ot* Rome. The of Miualor 

and ignorance, in all tlie worhl most like your aunt’s, aje to be hnuul 
in their own iKUiselwId; cm the stefrs of their (hams; in tle^ he.u t nf 
their homes* In Switzerland, you .may cross ii line, $io Inoadei lluin 
a bridge or a ht'dge, and know, in nn tnstiml, wliete the Ilulh ol 
Romo iiavcj bc‘en received, by the eomlitimi of I lie fanniy. W'hmnet 
the Bulls of Romo have the must Intiuence, the family In ^me W the 
most abject Put your trust in those Bulls, John* and il% in ihr’ »n«‘v'o 
table order and sequence of things, that you must rmiir to !«' jonnc' 
thing like your Aunt, sooner or later*'' 

thought the Bulls of Rome had got into dtlTtcuhies, and rim 
away, Ma?’^ said little John, looking up into his mother’s face iiH|yir« 
ingly. 

“Why, so they did get into diHictilties, to Ihi sure, Joliib** irliitnrd 
Mrs. Bull, ‘*and so thc'y did run awayj hut, even the Italian^*, 
had got thoroughly used to them, found them mil, and u«ue 
obliged to go and hide in a cupboard, where they still miked I4g 
through the keyhole, and presented one of the most roniempiilde mei 
ridiculous exhibitions that ever were seen on eiu1h. Ilowmrr, they 
were taken out of the cupboard by some iViemH of theii^ htrmb^* 
indeed! who cara as much about them m t do for the sra^neipeiii; hiU 
who happened, at the moment, to find If neressmy in pkiy at 
.to amuse their fretful children, who didnd know wbiii they wnnird, 
5ind, what was worse, would have it— and so Itm lliilb got hark In 
Rome. And at Rome tlu^ are anything but safe to ilay, m ymi1l 
find, my dear, one of tla^sc^ odd mornings.** 

^^Then, if they are so unsafe., and so lound oul, snid 

C. J, London, “ how conn* tlN^y (o inierkm* with ns, mnv?“ 

“Oh, C. J. LondonP* returned Bulk “what .a sleepy rldld )mi 
must be, to put sueli a (|uestionI Don’t yon know that the in»ae ihr\ 
are found out, and the weaker they are, lln^ mote iinpMiianl if mii%i 
be to them to impose upon the ignorant people near tlirnu t*v pt eieiiib 
mg to be closely connected with a person so inneh looked up in ii% %i.*ni 
po.or fat.her?*’ 

*‘Why, of courseP' cried litlki Joim to his lirofimr, ynii 

stupidP* 

“And I am ashamed to jiave to repeat, i% J. Lmidmi/* Mt». 
Bull, “that, but for yuur friend, Yoamg England, and llie «« ntiragr** 
.meat you gave to that mewling little PuMsy, when it siniyril linr^» 
don t say you tiidn’t, you naughty boy, for you dWP*-- 
^ “You know you didT* said little Johm 
Master C. J. London began to cry iigidn. 

“Don’t do that,” said Mrs. Bull, sharply, “but Im a la*llrr boy In 
^ am ashamed to have to repent, tliiii, Imt h,r ibai, liir 
Bulls of Rome would never have Imd the iiydiicity tn eall Uirh ei«». 

father’i rbiki, iiiid m nppuiiii Idm, 
with his red hat and stockings, and iiii muiiiitirry iniil lltimnirty, m » 
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portion of your father’s estates—thoufi’l'i, for the nntter nf ji 

all time to come, decisively and seriously deal with in ordc'r to 
himself, once and for ever, from those nr i’ ^ i i dct<u h 

in.po;« u.=, 

to bnng upon your father, you bad child!” • vc helped 

Oh, oh, oh!” cried Master C. J. London '<OIi T 
to do it. Oh, oh, ohl” -i-onaon. uh, I never went 

N:wTtrur ^iferls^^^^^^^ otd^o^t^rS 

onreonnS wkh Sos^ Bulls' of rS "b f 

there is a ereat p-„if t?"° !f * between whom and you 

nine- T.tfl , ® ^^ve known in the beg-in. 

"^loT ril f"? T Sir. and do your exercisf I” 

"’"oh raZi ‘:?r z? Xot'e.iZ”’’ 

un, won 1 1 neither!*' cried httle John. 

Don’t be vulofar,” said Mrs Bull Mrs.,, r i t 
Whatever you dot I know you wo S w-.l- ’ -^r 

You are a bold, brave child, and 1 hii tpltm- of 
yourself against Master Wiseman and ;UI In' I d sVi 
John; and, as you have, and deserve 1 1 . ■ "^^ry, 

your father, I am sure you will he e-,r .r i t ’ "dlucnee with 

rthlnT^ 

iwioninj; I* i«k„l .-ai. 

J.-" --p-iy-a; 



MR BOOLEY'S VIEW OE THE LAST 
LORD MAYOR'S SHOW 

{Continued from 


Mr. Booley having been much esccited by the accounts in the news^ 
papers, informing the public that the eminent Mr. Batty, of Astley’s 
Amphitheatre, Westminster Bridge Road, Lambeth, would invent, 
arrange, and marshal the Procession on Lord Mayor's Day, took occa- 
sion to announce to the Social Oysters that he intended to be present 
at that great national spectacle, Mr. Booley remarked tliat into wluit- 
ever regions he extended his travels, and however wide the range of 
his experience became, he still found, on repairing to Astley's Amphi- 
theatre, that he had much to learn. For, he always observed within 
those walls, some extraordinary costume or curious weapon, or some 
apparently unaccountable manners and customs, wliich he had pre- 
viously associated with no nation upon earth. Thus, Mr. Booley said, 
he had acquired a knowledge of Tartar Tribes, and also of Wild 
Indians, and Chinese, which had greatly enlightened him as to the 
habits of those singular races of men, in whom he ohservtid, as pecu- 
liarities common to the whole, that they were always hoarse ; that 
they took equestrian exercise in a most irrational manner, riding up 
staircases and precipices without the least necessity; that it wa.s im- 
possible for them to dance, on any joyful occasion, without keeping 
time with their forelingers, erect in the neighbourhood of their ears; 
and that whenever their castles were on fire (a calamity to which they 
were particularly subject) numbers of them immediately tumbled down 
dead, without receiving any wound or blow, while others, previously 
distinguished in war, fell an easy prey to the comic coward of the 
opposite faction, who was usually armed with a strange instrument 
resembling an enormous, supple cigar. 

For such reasons alone, Mr. Booley took a lively interest in the 
preliminary announcements of the last Lord Mayor's Show; but, when 
he understood, besides, that the Show was to be an Allegory, devised 
by the ingenious Mr. Batty, in conjunction with the Lord Mayor, as a 
kind of practical riddle for all beholders to make guesses at, he hired 
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a window m the most eligible part of the line of march resolved to 
devote himself to the discovery of its meaning. ’ 

The result ot Mr. Booley's meditation on the Allegory which passed 
before h.s eyes on the ninth of the present montli was f o i Iw 

Soca Oysters, in the form of a report, ^ 

sonMly from himself, their President. Wc have Ixaai favoured vvith 

a permission o?TT"*’ make H lubl^ 

a permussion of which we now proceed to avail our.selves. Those wlu 

have any acquaintance with Mr. Hooley, will b<! prenan>d to learn 

the real intent and meaning- of the Allegory has- hom entindv 

^se^I e^ept by his sagacious and original mind. We need scarcely 

“ s;;?.' sr-“ 

0bser4^?n^di‘!^ miming,” says Mr. Booley~»for I 

nio,. -I * 1 * newspapers, that when any public spectacle takes 

T ,,,-Ti !f myself at the window which had been engaired for me 

Tl z <iow;^n.™;s : 

HoSirtl -s re%fd Whittington and hi.s cat and of 

wa.t;xtreme,y mclustnous apprentice-., also of the weather, which 

When the Procession began, with the Tallow r 

pany, succeeded by the Under Beadle nr \ Oh* ndltrs Coni- 

Tallow Chandlers; ^valldng aloiS^^^^^^ Company of 

Idea of Mr. Batty and the Lord Mayor burst on ,m I wm/^ 

a„d unwhS„™il. !, o( 

.hb C, ot London, bn. ob^o rSinfE^rpLiLIS 
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tions of the Corporation. The Band of Pensioners, with javelins and 
shields, were clearly the persons interested in the maintenance of such 
nuisances, though powerless either for attack or defence, and only 
following those sources of disease and death into oblivion. The burn- 
ing incense, I need not observe, was used to purify and disinfect the 
foul air Ixdbre the appearance of the Goddess Hygeia (called Peace 
in the programme, that the Allegory might not be too obvious), who 
was very properly repr<;sented with a spotless dress, and riding on a 
spotless palfrey. It was a happy part of this thoughtful fancy, that 
the civic authorities, and the Aldermen in their carriages, had gone 
before ; Mr. Batty and the Lord Mayor being sensible that until those 
distinguished functionaries had moved on a little, and been got out of 
the way, the appearance of the Goddess of Health could not possibly 
be expected. 

^''The Goddess, that distinguished stranger,” Mr. Booley goes on 
to say, having been received by the City of London with loud accla- 
mations, and having been most eagerly and enthusiastically welcomed 
by the multitudes, who were to be seen squeezed into courts, byeways, 
and cellars, gave place to *The Horse of Europe’; in which generous 
quadruped 1 perceived a pledge and promise on the part of the Cor- 
poration, that filled me with the liveliest emotions. For, not to dwell 
upon the significant fact that the body, which it is my welcome func- 
tion to commend so highly, paraded, on this solemn occasion, a Horse, 
and not a Donkey— which is in itself worthy of observation ; the City 
having, very frequently heretofore, made a surprising show of Donkeys 
when the Public Health has been tinder discussion — I had only to refer 
to Buffon, to strengthen my sense of the importance of this beautiful 
symbol. * Horses’, says he, *are gentle, and their tempers social; 
they seldom show their ardour and strength by any other sign than 
emulation. They endeavour to be foremost in the course.’ And 
again, * They renounce their very being for the service of man And 
again, * Their manners almost wliolly depend on their education’. 
And again, * A horse naturally morose, gloomy, or stubborn, produces 
foals of the same disposition ; and as the defects of conformation, as 
well as the vices of the humours, perpetuate with still more certainty 
than the natural qualities, great care should be taken to exclude from 
the stud all deformed, vicious, glandered, broken-winded, or mad 
horses’. No animal could have better illustrated the united meaning 
of Mr. Batty and the Lord Mayor. The City pledged itself by that 
token to^ show its ardour and strength by emulation in all efforts for 
the public good, and to abandon all other considerations to the service 
of man. Further, it recognised the great truth, that the manners of 
a people depend upon their education ; and that gloomy, morose, or 
otherwise ill-conditioned parents will perpetuate an ill-conditioned and 
constantly degenerating race; irksome to itself and dangerous to all. 
Hence, it promised to extend, by all possible means, among the poor, 
the blessings of light, air, cleanliness, and instruction; and no longer 
to enforce filth, squalor, ill-health, and ignorance, upon thousands of 
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crowning feature of the Allegory: in perfect harmony and keeping 
with the rest, and pointing directly at the removal of an absurd, a 
monstrous, and cruel nuisance. I allude to the ‘ Two Deer of Ame- 
rica whose horns I no sooner observed advancing along Cheapside, 
than I immediately felt that an allusion was intended to Smithfield 
Market. The little play upon words, in which it was candidly ad- 
mitted that that nuisance was Two Dear to the Corporation generally, 
might have struck me, perhaps, as rather too obvious, if I had been 
disposed to be hypercritical; but, the introduction of horned beasts 
among the crowd wa.s in itself an Allegory, so pointed and yet so 
ingenious and complete, that I think I was never better pleased in 
my life. On further reflection, I discovered a still more profound and 
delicate meaning in the e-xhibition of these animals. Their association 
with the chase, typified the constant flight and pursuit going on all 
over the City, and, indeed, all over the Metropolis, on market-days; 
while their easy connexion in the beholder’s mind with those periods 
of English history when it was a far greater crime to kill a stag than 
to kill a man, reflected with just severity on the obsolete inhumanity 
and rapacity of the Corporation that cared for the lives and limbs, 
neither of beasts nor men, in the tenacity of its clutch at an old, 
pestilential, wom«out abUvSe* 

“This”, says Mr. Booley, in conclusion, “is the Allegory that was 
presented to the people last Lord Mayor’s Day, and which I have 
now had the satisfaction of explaining to the Social Oysters. 1 deem 
it highly honourable to the new Lord Mayor, whom I cordially wish 
a prosperous and happy reign; together with a vigorous determination 
to do his utmost to carry out the needful reforms, and remedy the 
crying evils, so ably glanced at, by himself, on this auspicious occa- 
sion. As I dined in the Guildhall after the show, I had the honour 
of giving utterance to these wishes (but not within his hearing) after 
dinner; when, remembering this Allegory, I divined a new meaning 
in the Loving Cup, and was charmed to find the first City in the 
universe bravely devoting its charter and liberties to the welfare of 
the community, and not poorly sheltering itself behind them as an 
immunity from the plainest human responsibilities. I had the honour 
and pleasure of drinking his lordship’s health in a bumper of very 
excellent wine ; and I should have been happy to have drunk to Mr. 
Batty too, if his health had been proposed, which it was not.” 
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they, within them or without— all joining in this doleful cry. And, 
ever among them, as among all ranks and grades of mortals, in all 
parts ot the globe, the Spirit went; and ever by thousands, in their 
brutish state, with all the gifts of God perverted in their breasts or 
trampled , out, they died. 

The Minister of State, whose heart was pierced by even the little 
he could liear of these terrible voices, day and night rising to Heaven, 
went among the Priests and Teachers of all denominations, and faintly 
'said: ■ ' 

** Harken to this dreadful cry! What shall we do to stay it?” 

One body of respondents answered, ** Teach this I” 

Another said, ‘‘Teach that I” 

Another said, “ Teach neither this nor that, but t’other I ” 

Another quarrelled with all the three ; twenty others quarrelled with 
all the four, and quarrelled no less bitterly among themselves. The 
voices, not stayed by this, cried out day and night; and still, among 
those many tltpusands, as among all mankind, went the Spirit who 
never rested from its labour; and still, in brutish sort, they died. 

Then, a whisper murmured to the Minister of State : 

“Correct this for thyself. Be bold! Silence these voices, or virtu-* 
ously lose thy power in the attempt to do it Thou canst not sow 
a grain of good seed in vain. Thou knowest it well. Be bold, 
and do thy duty!” 

The Minister shrugged his shoulders, and replied “ It is a great 
wrong— BUT IT WILL LAST MY TIME”, And SO he put it from him. 

Then, the whisper went among the Priests and Teachers, saying to 
each, “In thy soul thou knowest it is a truth, O man, that there 
are good things to be taught, on which all men may agree. Teach 
those, and stay this cry.” 

To which, each answered in like manner “It is a great wrong— 
BUT XT WILL LAST MY TIME”. And SO he put it from him. 

I saw a poisoned air, in which Life drooped. I saw Disease, arrayed 
in all its store of hideous aspects and appalling sliapes, triumphant in 
every allay, bye-way, court, back-street, and poor abode, in every place 
where human beings congregated— in the proudest and most boastful 
places, most of all I saw innumerable hosts, fore-doomed to dark- 
ness, dirt, pestilence, obscenity, misery, and early death. I saw, where- 
soever I looked, cunning preparations made for defacing the Creator’s 
Image, from the moment of its appearance here on earth, and stamp- 
ing over it the image of the Devil. I saw, from those reeking and 
pernicious stews, the avenging consequences of such Sin issuing forth, 
and penetrating to the highest places. I saw the rich struck down 
in their strength, their darling children weakened and withered, their 
marriageable sons and daughters perish in their prime. I saw that 
not one miserable wretch breathed out his poisoned life in the deepest 
cellar of the most neglected town, but, from the surrounding atmo- 
sphere, some particles of his infection were borne away, charged with 
heavy retribution on the general guilt 
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“ Of what duration isjfouf Time?” 

The Minister of State replied, “ My ancient family has always been 
long-lived. My father died at eighty-four; my grandfather, at ninety- 
two. We have the gout, but bear it (like our honours) many years.” 

“ And you,” said the Spirit to the Priests and Teachers, “what mav 
time be?” . 

Some, believed they were so strong, as that they should number 
many more years than threescore and ten; others, were the sons of old 
incumbents who had long outlived youthful expectants. Others, for 
any means they had of calculating, might be long-lived or short-lived 
—generally (they had a strong persuasion) long. So, among the well- 
clothed lookers-on. So,, among the lawyers and laymen. 

“ But, every man, as I understand you, one and all,” said the Spirit, 
“has his time?” 

“Yes!” they exclaimed together. 

“ Yes,” said the Spirit ; “and it is — Eternity! Wliosoever is a con- 
senting party to a wrong, comforting himself with the base reflection 
that it will last his time, shall bear his portion of that wrong through- 
out ALL Time. And, in the hour when he and I stand face to face, 
he shall surely know it, as my name is Death!” 

It departed, turning its shaded face hither and thither as it passed 
along upon its ceaseless work, and blighting all on whom it looked. 

Then went among many trembling hearers the whisper, saying, 
“See, each of you, before you take your ease, O wicked, selfish, 
men, that what will ‘last your time*, be Just enough to last for 
ever ' ’ 
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This venerable gentleman, christened (in the Church of 
he names One Thousand Eight Hundred and Sy, who KS Led 
the great age of three hundred and sixty-live (days), breathed his* last 
at midnight, on the thirty-first of December, in th<' presence of Vik 
ronfidentia business-agents, the Chief of the Grave bL^ers and (he 

I’ or some weeks, it had been manifest that the veiK'rable wntlemati 
ho kept his'’th4\^the mo.ne'nt 

December^ he exclaimed* Novtnibti and 
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of Riiin'^'^'^i^rf”’ ohl gentleman, penitently, “a Yctir 
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the Chief of the Grave Diggers, ** that, before my decease, you would 
have finally adjusted the turf over the ashes of the Honourable Board 
of Commissioners of Sewers ; the most feeble and incompetent Body 
that ever did outrage to the common sense of any community, or was 
ever beheld by any member of my family. But, as this was not to be, 
I charge you, do your duty by them in the days of my successor!’^ 

The Chief of the Grave Diggers solemnly pledged himself to observe 
this request. The Abortion of Incapables referred to, had (he said) 
done much for him, in the way of preserving his business, endangered 
by the recommendations of the Board of Health; but, regardless of all 
personal obligations, he thereby undertook to lay them low. Deeper 
than they were already buried in the contempt of the public, (this he 
swore upon his spade) he would shovel the earth over their preposterous 
heads! 

The venerable gentleman, whose mind appeared to be relieved of an 
enormous load, by this promise, stretched out his hand, and tranquilly 
returned, ** Thank you I Bless you I” 

** I have been,’* he said, resuming his last discourse, after a short 
interval of silent satisfaction, “doomed to witness the sacrifice of many 
valuable and dear lives, in steamboats, because of the want of the 
commonest and easiest precautions for the prevention of those legal 
murders. In the days of my great grandfather, there yet existed an 
invention called Paddle-box Boats. Can either of you gild the few 
remaining sands fast running through my glass, with the hope that 
my great grandson may see its adoption made compulsory on the 
owners of passenger steam-ships?’’ 

After a despondent pause, the Head Registrar of Births gently 
observed that, in England, the recognition of any such invention by 
the legislature — particularly if simple, and of proved necessity — could 
scarcely be expected under a hundred years. In China, such a result 
might follow in fifty, but in England (he considered) in not less than 
a hundred. The venerable invalid replied, “True, true!” and for 
some minutes appeared faint, but afterwards rallied. 

**A stupendous material work;” these were his next words; “has 
been accomplished in my time. Do I, who have witnessed the opening 
of the Britannia Bridge across the Menai Straits, and who claim the 
man who made that bridge for one of my distinguished children, see 
through the Tube, as through a mighty telescope, the Education of 
the people coming nearer?” 

He sat up in his bed, as he spoke, and a great light seemed to shine 
from 'his eyes* 

Do I,” he said, “who have been deafened by a whirlwind of sound 
and fury, consequent on a demand for Secular Education, see any 
Education through the opening years, for those who need it most?” 

A film gradually came over his eyes^ and he sunk back on his pillow. 
Presently, directing his weakened glance towards the Head Registrar 
of Births, he asked that personage: 

“How many of those whom Nature brings within your province, 
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after' yearf?°^ earth called England, can neither read nor write, in 
The Registrar answered (referring to the last number of the present 

publication^), "about forty-five in every hundred.” 

"And in my History for the month of May,” said the old year with 
a heavy groan,-«I find it written: 'Two little children who^rhSs 
top of the dock, were charged at Bow Street on 
the seventh, with stealing a loaf out of a baker’s shop. They said 

tLf appearance sLwed 

that they spoke the truth. They were sentenced to be whipped in 

Correction.’ To be whipped! Woe. woe! can the 
State devise no better sentence for its little children! Will it never 
sentence them to be taug'htP’ 

The venerable gentleman became extremely discomposed in his mind 

« r„“ )is •>“ 

month,” he observed, when he became more calm, 
and within a week, an English Prince was born. Suppose him 
taken frorn Ins Princely home, (Heaven’s blessing on it!) cast like the.se 
the streets, and sentenced to be left in ignorance, 
what difference, soon, between him, and the little children sentenced 

Mother^SfXm alT!” 

h Registrar of Births and the Chief of the Grave Diggers, 

both of whom have great experience of infancy, predestini'd, (tbX do 
not blasphemously suppose, by God, but know, by man) to vice and 
frienT’ fi^*'®^tly overcome by the earnestne.s.s- of their departing 

"I have seen,” he presently said, "a project carried into execution 
for a great assemblage of the peaceful glories of the world. I have 
seen a wonderful structure, reared in glass, by the energy and skill 

T worthy descendant of nw 

^_on ancestors ; worthy type of industry and ingenuity triumphant 
Which of my children shall behold the Princes. Prehiles Xbles 

?rS d^Dl’afof Rxhibiti’on-for a 

^ % negligences, to be, by steady con- 

right? Come hither my Right Reverend Brother, to whom an Fntdish 
tragedy presented in the theatre is contamination, but who art a Bisdion 

irom aim of Latin Verses and Quantities, and study the Hunrinhif4 

through transparent windows ! Wake, ColIege.s of Oxford from 

«"i look in o„ tSi 

in the daylight, for the night cometh when no man can work ! Listen' 
my Lords and Gentlemen, to the roar within, so deep, so real so low 

fh7"i’ accumulative! Not all the reedy pipes of all 

the shepherds that eternally play one little tune-not MeeZ Iny 

mrd$, / 
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feet of Latin verses as would reach from this globe to the Moon and 
back— not all the Quantities that are, or ever were, or will be, in the 
world — Quantities of Prosody, or Law, or State, or Church, or Quan- 
tities of anything but work in the right spirit, will quiet it for a second, 
or clear an inch of space in this dark Exhibition of the bad results of 
our doings! Where shall we hold it? When shall we open it? What 
courtier speaks ? ” 

After the foregoing rhapsody, the venerable gentleman became, for 
a time, much enfeebled; and the Chief of the Grave Diggers took a 
few minutes’ repose. 

As the hands of the clock were now rapidly advancing towards the 
hour which the invalid had predicted would be his last, his attendants 
considered it expedient to sound him as to his arrangements in con- 
nexion with his worldly affairs; both, being in doubt whether these 
were completed, or, indeed, whether he had anything to leave. The 
Chief of the Grave Diggers, as the fittest person for such an office, 
undertook it. He delicately enquired, whether his friend and master 
had any testamentary wishes to express? If so, they should be faith- 
fully observed. 

“Thank you,” returned the old gentleman, with a smile, for he 
was once more composed; “I have Something to bequeath to my 
successor; but not so much (I am happy to say) as I might have had. 
The Sunday Postage question, thank God, I have got rid of; and the 
Nepaulese Ambassadors are gone home. May they stay there!” 

This pious aspiration was responded to, with great fervour, by both 
the attendants. 

“ I have seen you,” said the venerable Testator, addressing the Chief 
of the Grave Diggers, “lay beneath the ground, a great Statesman 
and a fallen King of France.” 

The Chief of the Grave Diggers replied, “ It is true.” 

“I desire,” said the Testator, in a distinct voice, “to entail the 
remembrance of them on my successors for ever. Of the statesman, 
as an Englishman who rejected an adventitious nobility, and com- 
posedly knew his own. Of the King, as a great example that the 
monarch who addresses himself to the meaner passions of Immanity, 
and governs by cunning and corruption, makes his bed of thorns, and 
sets his throne on shifting sand.” 

The Head Registrar of Births took a note of the bequest 

“ Is there any other wish,” enquired the Chief of the Grave Diggers, 
observing that his patron closed his eyes. 

“ I bequeath to my successor,” said the ancient gentleman, opening 
them again, “a vast inheritance of degradation and neglect in England; 
and I charge him, if he be wise, to get speedily through it. I do 
hereby give and bequeath to him, also, Ireland. And I admonish 
him to leave it to his successor in a better condition than he will find 
it He can hardly leave it in a worse,” 

The scratching of the pen used by the Head Registrar of Births, 
was the only sound that broke the ensuing silence. 

C0S47), ® 



102 ■: 


HOUSEHOLD WORDS 


“I do give and bequeath to him, likewise.” said the TosKfor 
rousing himself by a vigorous effort, “the Court of Clniu-erv 'ii ’ 

J^e|jstrar of Births wrote as expeditiously as possible for 
the dock showed that it was within five minutes of midnijrt^ ' 
Also, I do give and bequeath to him," said the Tesf^inr 

costly complications of the English law in general. Wi ii w’hicl I 
do hereby couple the same advice.” ^ in wiuth l 

“ The same 

WindiwTaf Testator, " the 

ture, revenues, and property, in Great Britain and its pt^ssions^” 
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and the Pope of Rome.” '’“'^"sing ettort, Nicholas Wiseman 
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With twelve great .shocks of souml, 

Was clash’d and hammer’d from a luiiidred lowers, 

One after one, * 

the coming of the New Year. He came on. joyfullv Tim llcfl 
Registrar, making, from mere force of habit, an entrv of 1 s' h-'.'i 
'Tided die *1^ Grave Diggers took charge of predecessor'’ 
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Everything that has a direct bearing- on the prosperity, happiness, 
and reputation of the working-men of England should be a Household 
Word. 

We offer a few remarks on a subject which has recently attracted 
their attention, and on which one particular and important branch of 
industry has made a demonstration, affecting, more or less, every other 
branch of industry, and the whole comniunity ; in the hope that there 
are few among the intelligent body of skilled mechanics who will 
suspect us of entertaining any other than friendly feelings towards 
them, or of regarding them with any sentiment but one of esteem and 
confidence. 

The Engine Drivers and Firemen on the North Western line of Rail- 
way — the great iron high-road of the Kingdom, by which communica- 
tion is maintained with Ireland, Scotland, Wales, the chief manufactur- 
ing towns of Great Britain, and the port which is the main artery of 
her commerce with the world — have threatened, for the second time, 
a simultaneous abandonment of their work, and relinquishment of their 
engagements with the Company they have contracted to serve. 

We dismiss from consideration, the merits of the case. It would 
be easy, we conceive, to show, that the complaints of the men, even 
assuming them to be beyond dispute, were not, from the beginning of 
the manifestation, of a grave character, or by any means hopeless of 
fair adjustment But, we purposely dismiss that question. We pur- 
posely dismiss, also, the character of the Company, for careful, busi- 
ness-like, generous, and honourable management. We are content to 
assume that it stands no higher than the level of the very worst public 
servant bearing the name of railway, that the public possesses. We 
will suppose Mr. Glyn*s communications with the men, to have been 
characterised by overbearing evasion, and not (as they undoubtedly 
have been) by courtesy, good temper, self-command, and the perfect 
spirit of a gentleman. We will suppose the case of the Company to 
be the worst that such a case could be, in this country, and in these 
times. Even with such a reduction of it to its lowest possible point, 
and a corresponding elevation of the case of the skilled Railway ser- 
vants to its highest, we must deny the moral right or justification of 

lOS 
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(always supposing this great power in the strikers) may be easily set 
a going. Once begun, there is aroused a chivalrous spirit — much to 
be respected, however mistaken its manifestation — which forbids all 
reasoning. “ I will stand by my order, and do as the rest do, I never 
flinch from my fellow-workmen. I should not have thought of this 
myself; but I wish to be true to the backbone, and here I put, my name 
among the others.” Perhaps in no class of society, in any country, is 
this principle of honour so strong, as among most great bodies of 
English artisans. 

But, there is a higher principle of honour yet; and it is that, we 
suggest to our friends the Engine Drivers and Firemen on the North 
Western Railway, which would lead to these greater considerations. 
First, what is my duty to the public, who are, after all, my chief 
employers? Secondly, what is my duty to my fellow workmen of 
all denominations: not only here, upon this Railway, but all over 
England? 

We will suppose Engine Driver, John Safe, entering upon these 
considerations with his Blreman, Thomas Sparks. Sparks is one of 
the best of men, but he has a great belief in Caleb Coke, of Wolver- 
hampton, and Coke says (because somebody else has said so, to 
him) “Sti'ike!” 

But, Sparks,” argues John Safe, sitting on the side of the tender, 
waiting for the Down Express, to look at it in these two ways, before 
we take any measures. — Here we are, a body of men with a great 
public charge; hundreds and thousands of lives every day. Individuals 
among us may, ot course, and of course do, every now and again give 
up their part of that charge, for one reason or another—and right too I 
But Pm not so sure that we can all turn our backs upon it at once, and 
do right” 

Thomas Sparks inquires Why not?” 

** Why, it seems to me, Sparks,” says John Safe, “rather a murder- 
ing mode of action.” 

Sparks, to whom the question has never presented itself in this light, 
turns pale. 

“You see,” John Safe pursues, *'whea I first came upon this line, 
I didn’t know-how could I ?— where there was a bridge and where a 
tunnel— where we took the turnpike road — where there was a cutting 
—where there was an embankment— where there was an incline — 
when full speed, when half, when slacken, when shut off*, when your 
whistle going, when not I got to know all such, by degrees; first, 
from them that was used to it ; then, from my own use, Sparks,” 

“ So you did, John,” says Sparks. 

“ Well, Sparks 1 When we and all the rest that are used to it, Engine 
Drivers and Firemen, all down the line and up again, lay our heads 
together, and say to the public, ‘if you don’t back us up in what we 
want, we’ll all go to the right-about, such a-day, so that Nobody shall 
know all such’— that’s rather a murdering mode of action, it appears 
to me.” 
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do it to the Company or Public, by conspiring together, to turn an 
accidental advantage against ’em. Look at other people I Gentlemen 
don’t strike. Union doctors are bad enough paid (which we are not), 
but don’t strike. Many dispensary and hospital-doctors are not 
over well treated, but they don’t strike, and leave the sick a groaning 
in their beds. So much for use of power. Then for taste. The respec- 
table young men and women that serve in the shops, they didn’t strike, 
when they wanted early closing.” 

** All the world wasn’t against them,^^ Thomas Sparks puts in. 

** No; if it had been, a man might have begun to doubt their being 
in the right,” returns John Safe. 

Why, you don’t doubt our being in the right, I hope?” says 
Sparks. 

^*If I do, I an’t alone in it. You know there are scores and scores 
of us that, of their own accord, don’t want no striking, nor anything 
of the kind.” 

** Suppose we all agreed that we was a prey to despotism, what 
then ? ” asks Sparks. 

‘‘Why, even then, I should recommend our doing our w^ork, true 
to the public, and appealing to the public feeling against the same,” 
replies John Safe. “ It would very soon act on the Company. As to 
the Company and the Public siding together against us, I don’t find 
the Public too apt to go along with the Company when it can help it.” 

“ Don’t we owe nothing to our order?” inquires Thomas Sparks. 

“A good deal. And when we enter on a strike like this, we don’t 
appear to me to pay it. We are rather of the upper sort of our order; 
and what we owe to other workmen, is, to set ’em a good example, 
and to represent them well. Now, there is, at present, a deal of 
general talk (here and there, with a good deal of truth in it) of com- 
binations of capital, and one power and another, against workmen. 
I leave you to judge how it serves the workman’s case, at such a 
time, to show a small body of his order, combined, in a misuse of 
power, against the whole community 1” 

It appears to us, not only that John Safe might reasonably urge 
these arguments and facts; but, that John Safe did actually present 
many of them, and not remotely suggest the rest, to the consideration 
of an aggregate meeting of the Engine Drivers and Firemen engaged 
on the Southern Division of the line, which was held at Camden Town 
on the day after Christmas Day. The sensible, moderate, and upright 
tone of some men who spoke at that meeting, as we find them reported 
in The Times, commands our admiration and respect, though it by no 
means surprises us. We would especially commend to the attention 
of our readers, the speech of an Engine Driver on the Great Western 
Railway, and the letter of the Enginemen and Firemen at the Bedford 
Station. Writing, in submission to the necessities of this publication, 
immediately after that meeting was held, we are, of course, in igno- 
rance of the issue of the question, though it will probably have trans- 
spired before the present number appears. It can, however, in no 
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Your public functionary who delights in Red Tape — the purpose of 
whose existence is to tie up public questions, great and small, in an 
abundance of this official article — to make the neatest possible parcels 
of them, ticket them, and carefully put them away on a top shelf out 
of human reach— is the peculiar curse and nuisance of England. Iron, 
steel, adamant, can make no such drag-chain as Red Tape. An in- 
vasion of Red Ants in innumerable millions, would not be half so 
prejudicial to Great Britain, as its intolerable Red Tape. 

Your Red Tapist is everywhere* He is always at hand, with a coil 
of Red Tape, prepared to make a small official parcel of the largest 
subject In the reception room of a Government "Office, he will wind 
Red Tape round and round the sternest deputation that the country 
can send to him. In either House of Parliament, he will pull more 
Red Tape out of his mouth, at a moment^s notice, than a conjuror at 
a Fair. In letters, memoranda, and dispatches, he will spin himself 
into Red Tape, by the thousand yards* He wdll bind you up vast 
colonies, in Red Tape, like cold roast chickens at a rout-supper; and 
when the most valuable of them break it (a mere question of time), he 
will be amazed to find that they were too expansive for his favourite 
commodity. He will put a girdle of Red Tape round the earth, in 
quicker time than Ariel. He will measure, from Downing Street to 
the North Pole, or the heart of New Zealand, or the highest summit 
of the Himalaya Mountains, by inches of Red Tape. He will rig all 
the ships in the British Navy with it, Aveave all the colours in the 
British Army from it, completely equip and fit out the officers and 
men of both services in it. He bound Nelson and Wellington hand 
and foot with it— ornamented them, all over, with bunches of it— and 
sent them forth to do impossibilities. He will stand over the side of 
the steam-ship of the state, sounding with Red Tape, for imaginary 
obstacles; and when the office-seal at the end of his pet line touches 
a fioating-weed, will cry majestically, “Back her! Stop her TV He 
hangs great social efforts, in Red Tape, about the public offices, to 
terrify like evil-minded reformers, as great highwaymen used to be 
hanged in chains on Hounslow Heath, He has but one answer to 
every demonstration of right, or exposition of wrong; and it is, “ My 
good Sir, this is a question of Tape 
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At this time of day, and when the labours of Sanitary Reformers 
and Boards of Health have educated the general mind in the know- 
ledge of such truths, we almost hesitate to recapitulate these simple 
facts: which are as palpable and certain as the growth of a tree, or 
the curling of a wave. But, within a few years, it was a main fault of 
practical Philosophy, to hold too much herself apart from the daily 
business and concerns of life. Consequently, within a few years, even 
these truths were imperfectly and narrowly known. Red Tape, as a 
great institution quite superior to Nature, positively refused to receive 
them-— strangled them, out of hand— labelled them Impositions, and 
shelved them with great resentment. 

This is so incredible, that our readers will naturally enquire, when, 
where, and how? Thus, In the Spring of 1844, there sat enthroned, 
in the office of the Chancellor of the Exchequer, Downing Street, 
London, the Incarnation of Red Tape. There waited upon this en- 
shrinement of Red Tape in the body and flesh of man, a Deputation 
from the Master Carpenters’ Society, and another from the Metro- 
politan Improvement Society: which latter, comprising among its 
members some distinguished students of Natural Philosophy, took 
the liberty of representing the before-mentioned fact tn connexion 
with Light, as a small result of Infinite Wisdom, eternally established 
before Tape was. And, forasmuch as the Window Tax excluded 
light from the dwellings of the poor in large towns, where the poor 
lived, crowded together in large old houses; by tempting the land- 
lords of those houses to block up windows and save themselves 
the payment of duty, which they notoriously did— and, forasmuch, as 
in every room and corner thus made dark and airless, the poor, for 
want of space, were fain to huddle beds — and, forasmuch, as a large 
and a most unnatural per-centage of them, were, in consequence, 
scrofulous, and consumptive, and always sliding downward into 
Pauperism — the Deputation prayed the Right Honourable Red Tape, 
M.P., at least so to modify this tax, as to modify that inhuman and 
expensive wrong. To which, the Right Honourable Red Tape, M.P., 
made reply, that he didn’t believe that the Tax had anything to do with 
scrofula; ** for,” said he, ** the window-duties don’t affect the cottager; 
and I have seen numerous instances of scrofula in my own neighbour- 
hood, among the families of the agricultural peasantry”. Now, this 'was 
the perfection of what may be called Red Tapeosophy. For, not to 
mention the fact, well known to every traveller about England, that 
the cottages of agricultural labourers, in general, are a perfect model 
of sanitary arrangement, and, are in particular remarkable for the 
capacious dimensions of their windows (which are usually of the bay 
or oriel form; never less than six feet high, commonly fitted with 
plate glass, and always capable of being opened freely), it is to be 
carefully noticed that such cottages always contain a superabundance 
of room, and especially of sleeping-rooms also, that nothing can be 
farther from the custom of a cottager than to let a sleeping-room to 
a single man, to diminish his rent; and to crowd himself and family 
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made which would not be chargeable as windows, and I cannot think 
it at all inconsistent with vSuch a statement to decline expressing, 
beforehand, a general opinion as to whether certain openings when 
made would or would not be considered as windows, and as such liable 
to charge.” 

To crown all, wdth a wreath of blushing Tape of the first official 
quality, it may be briefly mentioned, that no existing Act of Parlia- 
ment made any such exception, and that it had no existence out of 
Tape. For, a local act, for Liverpool only, was aftenmrds passed^ 
exempting from the Window Tax circular ventilating apertures, not 
exceeding seven inches in diameter; provided, that if they were made 
in a direct line, they should be protected by a grating of cast-iron, the 
interstices thereof not exceeding one quarter of an inch in width. 

One other choice sample of the best Red Tape presents itself in the 
nefarious history of the Window Tax. In July of the same year, Lord 
Althorp — whose name is ever to be respected, as having, perhaps, less 
association with Red Tape than that of any Minister whomsoever— 
made a short speech in the House of Commons, descriptive of an 
enactment he then introduced, for allaying something of tlie indigna- 
tion which this tax had raised. It was, he said, ‘‘a clause, enabling 
persons to open fresh windows in houses at present existing, without 
any additional charge. Its only effect is, to prevent an increase of the 
revenue, in the case of houses already existing.” On the faith of this 
statement, numbers of house-occupiers opened new windows. The 
instant the clause got into the Government offices, it was immeshed in 
a very net of Red Tape. The Stamp Office, in its construction of it, 
substituted existing occupiers, for existing houses ; into the clause 
itself were introduced, before it became law, words, confining this 
privilege to persons “duly assessed for the year ending 5th April, 
1835”. What followed? Red Tape made the discovery that no one 
who took advantage of that clause, and opened new windows, was 
duly assessed in i835*~the whole Government Assessment: made, be 
it remembered, by Government Assessors: having been loosely and 
carelessly made— and all those openers of new windows, upon the 
faith of that plain speech of a plain gentleman, were surcharged; to 
the increase of the revenue, the dishonour of the public character of 
the country, and the very canonisation of Red Tape. 

For the collection and dear statement of these facts, we are indebted 
to an excellent pamphlet reprinted, at the time, from the “ Westminster 
Review The facts and the subject are worthy of one another. 

O give your public functionary who delights in Red Tape, a good 
social improvement to deal with! Let him come back to his Tape- 
wits, after being frightened out of them, for a little while, by the 
ravages of a Plague; and count, if you can, the miles of Red Tape 
he will pile into barriers, against — a General Interment Bill, say, or a 
Law for the suppression of infectious and disgusting nuisances! O 
the cables of Red Tape he will coil away in dispatch boxes, the hand- 
cuffs he will make of Red Tape to fetter useful hands; the interminable 
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Mr. John B in the House of Commons.” If it were practicable 

to open such an Institution before the departure of All Nations (which 
can scarcely be hoped), it might be desirable to translate these abstracts 
into a variety ot languages, for the wider understanding of one of our 
most agreeable and improving sights. 
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Is stated in the printed Prospectus as a deduction of live per cent from 
all the premiums paid by Members of the Society to that particular 
office. It is needless to add, that if an author or an artist be already 
insured in another office, or if he have any peculiar liking:, in effecting 
a new insurance, for paying five per cent more than he need, he is 
at perfect liberty to insure where he pleases, and in right of any insur-^ 
ance whatever to become a Member of the Society if he will. 

But, there may be cases in which, on account of impaired health 
or of advanced age at the present time, individuals desirous of joining 
the Society, may be quite unable to obtain acceptance at any Life 
Office. In such instances the required qualification of Life Insurance 
will be dispensed with. In cases of proved tempoi'ary inability to meet 
a periodical payment due on an Insurance, the Society proposes to 
assist the insurer from its funds. 

** In connexion with this Society,” the Prospectus proceeds, ** by 
which it is intended to commend and enforce the duties of prudence 
and foresight, especially incumbent on those whose income is wholly, 
or mainly, derived from the precarious profit of a profession, it is 
proposed to establish and endow an Institute, having at its disposal 
certain salaries, to which certain duties will be attached; together 
with a limited number of free residences, which, though sufficiently 
small to be adapted to a very moderate incoxne, will be completed with 
due regard to the ordinary habits and necessary comforts of gentlemen. 
The offices of Endowment will consist : 

** First, — Of a Warden, with a house and a salary of two hundred 
pounds a year ; 

‘‘Second,— Of Members, with a house and one hundred and seventy 
pounds, or, without a house, two hundred pounds a year ; 

“Third, — Of Associates, with a salary of one hundred pounds a year. 

“For these offices all who are Insurers in the Society above men- 
tioned are qualified to offer themselves as Candidates. Such Insurance 
is to be considered an indispensable qualification, saving in exceptional 
cases (should any such arise) where an individual can prove that he has 
made every effort to insure his life, but cannot find acceptance at any 
Life Office, by reason of impaired health, or of advanced age, at the 
date of this prospectus. 

“ Each Member will be required to give, either personally or by a 
proxy selected from the Associates, with the approval of the Warden, 
three lectures in each year— one in London, the others at the Mechanics* 
Institutes, or some public building suited for the purpose, in the princi- 
pal provincial towns. Considering the many duties exacting time and 
attention that will devolve on the Warden, he will not be required to 
give more than one lecture annually (which, if delivered by a proxy, 
he will, health permitting, be expected to compose himself), and that 
in the Metropolis. 

“These lectures will be subject to the direction and control of the 
managing body of the Endowment. They will usually relate to Letters 
or Art, and will invariably avoid all debateable ground of Politics or 
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Tlieolog-y* It will be the endeavour of the Committee to address them 
to points on which the public may be presumed to be interested, and to 
require dispassionate and reliable information — to make them, in short, 
an educational and improving feature of the time. 

‘*The duties of Associates will be defined and fixed by the Council 
(consisting of the Warden, the Members, and a certain number of the 
Associates themselves), according to the previous studies and peculiar 
talent of each--whether in gratuitous assistance to any learned bodies, 
societies for the diffusion of knowledge, d^c., or, as funds increase, 
and the utilities of the Institution develope themselves, in co-operating 
towards works of national interest and importance, but on subjects 
of a nature more popular, and at a price more accessible, than those 
which usually emanate from professed academies. It is well to add, 
that while, on every account, it is deemed desirable to annex to the 
receipt of a salary the performance of a duty, it is not intended that 
such duty should make so great a demand upon the time and labour, 
either of Member or Associate, as to deprive the public of their services 
in those departments in which they have gained distinction, or to divert 
their own efforts for independence from their accustomed professional 
pursuits. 

**The design of the Institution proposed, is, to select for the appoint- 
ment of Members (who will be elected for life) those Writers and Artists 
of established reputation, and generally of mature years (or, if young, 
in failing health), to whom the income attached to the appointment 
may be an object of honourable desire; while the office of Associate 
is intended partly for those whose toils or merits are less known to 
the general public than their professional brethren, and partly for 
those, in earlier life, who give promise of future eminence, and to 
whom^ a temporary income of one hundred pounds a year may be of 
essential and permanent service. There are few men professionally 
engaged in Art or Letters, even though their labours may have raised 
them into comparative wealth, who cannot look back to some period 
of struggle in which an income so humble would have saved them 
from^ many a pang, and, perhaps, from the necessity of stooping their 
ambition to occupations at variance with the higher aims of their 
career. 

An Associate may, therefore, be chosen for life, or for one or more 
years, according to the nature of his claims, and the discretion of the 
Electors.” 

With the view of bringing this project into general notice, Sir Edward 
Bulwer Lytton (besides a gift of land) has written a new conKsdy, and 
presented it to the friends associated with him in the origination of 
the sc:^tne. They will act it, first, before Her Majesty at Devon- 
shire House, and afterwards publicly. Over and above the profits 
that may arise from these dramatic representations, the copyright of 
the comedy, both for_ acting and publishing, being unconditionally 
given to the Association, has already enabled it to realise a hand- 
some sum of money. 
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Many of our readers are aware that this company of amateur actors 
has been for some time in existence. Its public existence was accL 
dental. It was originally formed for the private amusement of a leisure 
hour. Yielding to urgent entreaty, it then had the good fortune to 
render service to the Sanatorium, one of the most useful and most 
necessary Institutions ever founded in this country. It was sub- 
sequently enabled to yield timely assistance to three distinguished 
literary men, all of whom Her Majesty has since placed on the 
Pension List, and entirely to support one of them for nearly three 
years* It is now about to renew its exertions for the cause we have 
set forth. To say that its members do not merely seek their own 
entertainment and display (easily attainable by far less troublesome 
and responsible means) is to award them the not very exalted praise 
of being neither fools nor impostors. 

The Guild of Literature and Art may be a good nsime or a bad 
name ; the details of this endowment — mere suggestions at present, 
and not to be proceeded with, until much work shall have been 
patiently done — may be perfect or most imperfect ; the retirement 
proposed, may be taken for granted to be everything that it is not 
intended to be; and still we conceive the real question to remain 
untouched. It is, whether Literature shall continue to ba an exc(q)- 
tion from all other professions and pursuits, in having no resource 
for its distressed and divided followers but in eleemosynary aid; or, 
whether it is good that they should be provident, united, helpful of 
one another, and independent. 

No child can suppose that the profits of the comedy alone will be 
sufficient for such an Endowment as is sought to be established. It 
is expressly stated in the Prospectus that ^*for farther support to the 
Endowment by subscription, and especially by annual subscription, it 
is intended to appeal to the Public”* If the Public will disembarrass 
the question of any little cobwebs that may be spun about it, and 
will confine it to this, it will be faithful to its ever generous and honest 
nature. 

There is no reason for affecting to conceal that the writer of these 
few remarks is active in the project, and is impelled by a a:ealous desire 
to advance what he knows to be a worthy object. He would be false 
to the trust placed in him by the friends with whom he is associated, 
and to the secret experience of his daily life, and of the calling to which 
he belongs, if he had any dainty reserve in such a matter. He is one 
of an order beyond which he aiTects to be nothing, and aspires to be 
nothing. He knows — few men can know, he thinks, with better 
reason—that he does his duty to it in taking this part ; and he wishes 
his personal testimony to tell for what it is worth. 
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It was recently supposed and feared that a vacancy had occurred in 
this great national office. One of the very few public Instructors— 
we had almost written the only one— as to whose moral lessons all 
sorts of Administrations and Cabinets are united in having no kind of 
doubt, was so much engaged in enlightening the people of England, 
that an occasion for his services arose, when it was dreaded they could 
not be rendered. It is scarcely necessary to say who this special public 
instructor is. Our administrative legislators cannot agree on the. teach- 
mg of The Lord’s Prayer, the Sermon on the Mount, the Christian 
History; but they are all quite dear as to the public teaching of the 
Hangman. The scaffold is the blessed neutral ground on which con* 
flicting Governments may all accord, and Mr. John Ketch is the great 
state Schoolmaster, 


Maria Clarke wa^s left for execution at Ipswich, Suffolk, on Tuesday 
the 22 nd of April, It was Easter Tuesday; and besides the decent com- 
phment to the Festival of Easter that may be supposed to be involved 
? Execution at that time, it was important that the woman 
should be hanged upon a holiday, as so many country people were then 
profit by the improving spectacle. It happened, how- 
ever, that the great finishing Schoolmaster was pre-engaged to lecture 
that morning, to other pupils in another part of the country, and 
V P^i'agraph found its way into the newspapers announcing 

the nonce to 

county, distinguislied for his truth and goodness, 
has placed in our hands copies of the letters addressed to the Sheriff 
by the various candidates for this post of instruction. We proceed to 
lay them before our readers, as we have received them, without names 
or addressee _ In all other respects they are exact copies from the 
originals. This is no jest, we beg it to be understood. The letters 

SheriroTsuffolk ‘r ‘he Ilfh 

01 Sutlolk, on the occasion m question. . 
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Xh 6 first, is in th© form of a polite note, and lias an air of g’enteel 
common-place— like an invitation, or an answer to one. 


Mr., residing- at Southwark will accept the office 

unavoidably declined by Calcraft on Wednesday next viz to execute Maria 
Clarke a speedy answer will oblige stating terms say not less than £20. 

To the High Sheriff of Suffolk, 

The second, has a Pecksniffian morality in it, which is very edifying. 

20 April 

This day i Was Reading the newspaper When i saw the advertise 
for A hangman for that unfortunate Woman if there is not A person come 
fored and and that you cannot Get no one by the time i Will come as A suB- 
stitute to finish that wich the law require 


for the Govener of the 
prepaid ipsWich Goal 

Suffolk 


Yours respect 
fully 


The third, is respectful towards the great finishing Schoolmaster, 
though — such is fame !— it mis-spells a name, with which (as we have 
elsewhere observed) the public has become familiarised. 

SI** Saturday April 19/51 

Seeing a statement in the Times of this day that you wanted a person 
to execute Maria Clarke & you could not get a substitute as Mr. Calcroft 
was engagd on Wednesday next if well Paid I am Redey to do it myself 
an early communication will oblige yours &c 

P S. You must pay all expences Down as I am in Desperate Circumstances 
hoping this is in secreecy I am 

In the fourth, the writer modestly recommends himself as a self- 
reliant trustworthy persoa 

Sir April thzijgi 

having understood you Want a Man on Wednesday Morning to 
Perform the Office Of hangman i beg most respectfully To Offer Myself to 
your Notice feeling Confident i Am Abel to undertake it 

From your obedient 
Servant No 

Street Square 

White Chappel 

The fifth, appears to know his value as Public Instructor, and Head 
of the National System of Education, if elected. 
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Southtvark Jj}ndon 

Mr. Sherriff April 20th 1851 

Clarke of W Hangman for the execution of Maria 

arke on Wednesday m consideration of sixty pounds for my services 

to the High Sheriff of Yours respectfully 

Suffolk 

on haste 
to the 

High Sheriff for the 
County of Suffolk 

p.paid 

The sixth, is workmanlike. 

Honoured Sir _ , 

^ Heal* April 

I remain your respected 
Servant 

The seventh, is also business-like, and is more oartiVnl'ir 
Sir 

Manchester April i^l^l 

I am youf maf i^yVurJrfml "wlSlJif ^ 

work and how am I to ^ 

I am yours See. 

P s. m^y^height is 5 feet 5 and my age is 3. years-and I am a married 

the eminent ‘‘ CakraPf^ConstenS^^^ respecting 

To the Sheriff of Ipswitch 
Sir 

execute Maria' aarkfloffl 7 !flseI “as a on Wednesday next to 

to fullfill his place on this occasion f competent 

think proper to engage me a note addressed“to*fiT y®" 

meet With immediate attention ressea to me will 

Your humble Servant 

The ,i„,h, i, e.„So„e .„d decisive, though i, eridently p^cerfs 
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from a Saxon, and is characteristically unjust toward the only part of 
the earth which is in no way responsible for its own doings. 

Honor d Sir April 2 othj$i 

Seeing that you ware at present in some difficulty to find an 
Executioner to perform your Duties on the person of Maria Clarke whose 
execution is fixed for Wednesday next I beg to offer to perform the office of 
hangsman on that occasion for the sum. of £$0 to be paid on the completion 
of the same. In order to prevent the public from Knowing my real name 
and address I shall request you to address to M. B. care of 

should you accede to my proposal an answer per 
return of Post will reach me on Tuesday morning which will afford me time 
to make the Journey per Rail 

I of course shall expect my expences paid in addition to the sum named 

This IS no idle offer as I shall most Certainly attend to perform the duties 
imposed on you, at the time required Should you accept this offer 

I have the Honor to be 

Honord Sir 

/he High Sheriff Your Obdt Servt 

of the Counfy oj Suffolk 

P. S I of course expect the name to be kept a secret should you not 
accept the offer And if the offer be accepted I shall assume the name of 
Patrick Keley of Kildare Ireland 

The tenth, as proceeding from an individual who is honoured with 
the acquaintance of the real finishing Schoolmaster, and who even 
aspires to succeed him, claims great respect If we selected any par- 
ticular beauty from the rest, it w^ould be his mention of the post as a 
‘‘birth” 

Gentlemen April i^th 1851 

Seeing a paragraph in the paper of this day that you are in want of 
an executioner in the place of Calcraft I have taken the liberty to inform you 
that you can have me the writer of this note I have been for some time after 
the birth and am well acquainted with calcraft and I wonder he did not 
mention my name when you dispatched a messenger to him I made applica- 
tion at horsemonger lane for the last job there but Calcraft attended himself 
Gentlemen if you should think fit to nominate me for the job, you will find me 
a fitt and proper person to fulfill it 

An Answer to this application 
will oblidge 

Your most Humble Servant 
And will meet with immediate attention 

Genten 

Should this meet your approbation you will oblidge by sending me 
instructions when and how to come down 

You will be Kind enough to communicate this to the High Sheriff as soon 
as Convenient 

To the Govemer 
of Ipswich Gaol 
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The connexion of "the sad office”, in the eleventh, with "the 
amount”, unites a heart of sentiment with an eye to business. 

Cockermouih Apt zi 1831 

Sir having seen in the paper that Calcraft cannot come up* I will under- 
take the sad Office if well remunerated and as time is short please to say the 
amount and I will come by return of Post you may depend on roe 

Yours. 

This is the twelfth and last — from a plain man accustomed to job- 
work. 

Wigan April 20 

Having seen in the Newspaper that you was in want of a Man to 
oficiate in the place of Calcraft at the execution of Maria Clarke if you will 
pay my expences from Wigan & Back & 5 pounds for the Job Please to send 
my expences from Wigan to Ipswich & direct to the 
& he will let me Know 

Your obedient Servant 

These letters, we repeat, are genuine. They may set out readers 
thinking. It may be well to think a little now and then, however 
distasteful it be to do so, of this public teaching by the finishing 
Schoolmaster, and to consider how often he has at once begun and 
ended—and how long he should continue to begin and end— the only 
State Education the State can adjust to the perlect satisfaction of its 
conscience. 
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Supposing a stipendiary magistrate, honourably distinguished for his 
careful, sensible, and upright decisions, were to have brought before 
him, a Socialist or Chartist, proved to have wilfully, and without any 
palliative circumstance whatsoever, assaulted the police in the execution 
of their duty : 

And supposing that stipendiary magistrate committed that Socialist 
or Chartist to prison for the offence, stedfastly refusing to adopt the 
alternative unjustly and partially allovired him by the law, of permitting 
the offender to purchase immunity by the payment of a fine: 

And supposing one of the great unpaid county magistrates were to 
take upon himself virtually to abrogate the rules observed, in all other 
cases, ^ in that prison, by introducing, say fourteen visitors, to that 
Socialist or Chartist during his one week^s imprisonment 

I wonder whether Sir George Grey, or any other Home Secretaiy for 
the time being, would then consider it his duty to take a very decided 
course of objection to the proceedings of that county magistrate. 

And supposing that the prisoner, instead of being a Socialist or 
Chartist, were a gentleman of good family, and that County Magis- 
trate did exactly this same thing, I wonder what Sir George Grey, or 
any other Home Secretary for the time being, would do then. 

Because, supposing he did nothing, I should strongly doubt his 
doing right 
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1 “', *' t?" "'y • e«U«»»n always said 

tn thf ■ ‘n the crown of his hat. We were reduced 

™ "'"™ ““ »• Kaa'a-S 

^ Having dismissed our young friend with a severe countenance fwhich 

».sr»LTfr^”Sor 

Our first hst had a Parliamentary reference. 

.. u s ‘xs isz t™' 

slaves; then why St h” IVwhL he 

fluous assertion of his freedom? Wh 1 ° say, without this super- 

tan. h Lr?S,y"d,TS’,‘S.f ■“ “ 

np» th. LJ2y7stiTZTfo.l‘n‘r 'r ■»“ 

hand upon his heart” Vnrf ,.™i • f ? P^^P^^ment to “lay his 
thing? The Home Secretary is noT in° the hab^rf • ®T'’ 1 

SI" «“ id":f’'S 

my Honourable friend the MemW f‘^®^'"^t>fication? What makes 
that he is required to ‘‘L hk acutely 

Majesty’s Gowmment’ Is h^ ^ “P°" measures of Her 
particuLr man„“ y. and are llT it in that 

buttons, wafers sealing- wax n^ct thread, hooks and eyes, 
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of every variety of tonnage and construction— when you behold your 
hag waving over the forts of a territory so vast that the Sun never 
sets upon it — when you consider that your storehouses are teeming 
with the valuable products of the earth — and when you reflect that 
millions of your poor are held in the bonds of pauperism and igno- 
rance,— can you, I ask, reconcile it to yourself; can you, I demand, 
justify it to your conscience; can you, I enquire, Sir, stifle the 
voice within you, by these selfish, these time-serving, these shallow, 
hollow, mockeries of legislation?” It is really dreadful to have an 
innocent and worthy gentleman bullied in this manner. Again, why 
do ^|I hold in my hand ” all sorts of things? Can I never lay them 
down, or carry them under my arm? There was a Fairy in the 
Arabian Nights who could hold in her hand a pavilion large enough 
to shelter the Sultan’s army, but she could never have held half the 
petitions, blue books, bills, reports, returns, volumes of Hansard, and 
other miscellaneous papers, that a very ordinary Member for a very 
ordinary place will hold in his hand now-a-days. Then, again, how 
did it come to be necessary to the Constitution that I should be such a 
very circuitous and prolix peer as to ** take leave to remind you, my 
Lords, of what fell from the noble and learned lord on the opposite 
side of your Lordships’ house, who preceded my noble and learned 
friend on the cross Benches when he addressed himself with so much 
ability to the observations of the Right Reverend Prelate near me, in 
reference to the measure now brought forward by the Noble Baron ’ — 
when, all this time, I mean, and only want to say, Lord Brougham? 
Is it impossible for my honourable friend the Member for Drowsyshire, 
to wander through his few dreary sentences immediately before the 
division, without premising that at this late hour of the night and in 
this stage of the debate”, &c.? Because if it be not impossible why 
does he never do it? And why, why, above all, in either house of 
Parliament must the English language be set to music — bad and con- 
ventional beyond any parallel on earth— and delivered, in a manner 
barely expressible to the eye as follows : 
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Is Parliament included in the Common Prayer-book under the denomi- 
nation of ^quires and places where they sing’7 And if so, wouldn’t 
it be worth a small grant to make some national arrangement for 

instruction m the art by Mr. HuIIah? 

Then, consider the theatrical and operatic questions that arise, like- 
wise admitting of no solution whatever. 

No man ever knew yet, no man ever will know, why a stage-noble- 
man is bound to go to execution with a stride and a stop alternately 
and cannot proceed to the scaffold on any other terms. It is not 
within the range of the loftiest intellect to explain why a stage-letter 
before^ It can be read by the recipient, must be smartly rapped back! 
after being opened, with the knuckles of one hand. It is utterly 
unknown why choleric old gentlemen always have a trick of carrying 
their canes behind them, between the waist-buttons of their coat 
Several persons are understood to be in Bedlam at the present time* 
who went distracted in endeavouring to reconcile the bran-new appear- 
ance of Mr. Cooper, in John Bull, bearing a highly polished surgical 
instrument-case under his arm, with the fact of his having been just 
hshed out of the deep deep sea, in company with the case in question 
Inexplicable phenomena continually arise at the Italian Opera, where 
we have ourself beheld (it was in the time of Robert of Normandy) 
Nuns buried m garments of that perplexing nature that the very last 
thing one could possibly suppose they had taken, was a veil of any 
order. Who knows how it came about that the young Swiss maiden 
in the ballet should, as an established custom, revolve, on her nuptial 
morning, so airily and often, that at length she stands before us for 
some seconds, like a beautiful white muslin pen-wiper? Why is* her 
bedchamber always immediately over the cottage-door? Why is she 
always awakened by three taps of her lover’s hands? Why does her 
mother airways spin? Why is her residence invariably near a bridc-e? 
In what Swiss canton do the hardy mountaineers pursue the chamois, 
m silk stockings, pumps, blue breeches, cherry-coloured bows, and 
their shirt-sleeves? When the Tenor Prince is made more tenor by 
the near approach of death from steel or poison ; when the Bass enemy 
pwls_ glutted vengeance, and the Heroine (who was so glad in the 
beginning of her stoiy to see the villagers that she had an irrepressible 
impulse to be always shaking hands with them) is rushing to^and fro 
among the living and disturbing the wig of the dead; why do w^ 
always murmur our Bra-a-avo! or our Bra-a-aval as the case may 

our J- same places, and execute 

our httle audience conventionalities with the punctuality and mecha- 

nism of the stage itself? Why does the Primo Buffo always r^b his 
hands and ap his nose? When did mankind enter into artides of 
uncompromising and uncomfortable box, with 
tv certain angle, should be called a mossy bank? Who first 
Mtablished an indissoluble connexion between the Demon and the 
^ass instruments? When the sailors become Bacchanalian how do 
hey do it out of such little mugs, replenished from pitchers that have 
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always been turned upside down? Granted that the Count must go 
a-hunting, why must he therefore wear fur round the tops of his boots, 
and never follow the chase with any other weapon than a spear with a 
large round knob at the blunt end? 

Then, at public dinners and meetings, why must Mr. Wilson refer 
to Mr. Jackson as my honourable friend, if he will permit me to call 
him so?” Has Wilson any doubt about it? Why does Mr. Smithers 
say that he is sensible he has already detained you too long, and why 
Ao you say, **No, no; go on!” when you know you are sorry for it 
directly afterwards? You are not taken by surprise when the Toast- 
master cries, in giving the Army and Navy, “Upstanding, gentlemen, 
and good fires” — then what do you laugh for? No man could ever 
say why he was greatly refreshed and fortified by forms of words, 
as “ Resolved. That this meeting respectfully but firmly views with 
sorrow and apprehension, not unmixed with abhorrence and dismay” 
— ^but they db invigorate the patient, in most cases, like a cordial. 
It is a strange thing that the chairman is obliged to refer to “the 
present occasion”;— that there is a horrible fascination in the phrase 
which he can’t elude. Also, that there should be an unctuous smack 
and relish in the enunciation of titles, as “And I may be permitted 
to inform this company that when I had the honour of waiting on His 
Royal Highness, to ask His Royal Highness to be pleased to bestow 
his gracious patronage on our excellent Institution, His Royal High- 
ness did me the honour to reply, with that condescension which is ever 
His Royal Highness’s most distinguishing characteristic and so 
forth. As to the singular circumstance that such and such a duty 
should not have been entrusted to abler hands than mine, everybody 
is familiar with that phenomenon, but it’s very strange that it must 
be so! 

Again, in social matters. It is all very well to wonder who invents 
slang phrases, referential to Mr. Ferguson or any such mythological 
personage, but the wonder does not stop there. It extends into 
Belgravia. Saint James’s has its slang, and a great deal of it. 
Nobody knows who first drawled, languidly, that so and so, or such 
and such a thing, was “good fun”, or “capital fun”, or “a— the 
best fun in the world, I’m told” — but some fine gentleman or lady 
did so, and accordingly a thousand do. They don’t know why. We 
have the same mysterious authority for enquiring, in our faint way, 
if Cawberry is a nice person — if he is a superior person— for a romance 
being so charmingly horrible, or a woman so charmingly ugly — for 
the Hippopotamus being quite charming in his bath, and the little 
Elephant so charmingly like its mother— for the glass palace being 
(do you know) so charming to me that I absolutely bore every creature 
with it— for those horrid sparrows not having built in the dear gutters, 
which are so charmingly ingenious— for a great deal more, to the same 
very charming purpose. 

When the old stage-coaches ran, and overturns took place in which 
all the passengers were killed or crippled, why was it invariably under- 
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stood^^that no _ blame whatever was attributable to the coachman? 
In railway accidents of the present day, why is the coroner always 
Mnyinced that a searching enquiry must be made, and that the 
Railway authorities are affording every possible facility in aid of the 
elucidation of this unhappy disaster? When a new building tumbles 
into a heap of ruin, why are architect, contractor, and materials, 
always the best that could_ be got for money, with additional prel 
cautions— as if that splendid termination were the triumph of con- 
struction, and all buildings that don’t tumble down were failures? 
When a boiler bursts, why was it the very best of boilers; and why, 
when somebody thinks that if the accident were not the boiler’s fault 
It IS likely to have been the engineer’s, is the engineer then morally 
certain to have been the steadiest and skilfullest of men? If a public 
servant be impeached, how does it happen that there never was such 
an excellent public servant as he will be shown to be by Red-Tape- 
abuse be brought to light, how does it come to pass 
that It IS sure to be, in fact, (if rightly viewed) a blessing? How 
can It be that we have gone on, for so many years, surrounding 
the grave with ghastly, ruinous, incongruous, and inexplicable mum- 
meries, and curtaining the cradle with a thousand ridiculous and 
prejudicial customs? 

All these things are conventionalities. It would be well for us 
It there were no more and no worse in common use. But, having 
run the gauntlet of so many, in a breath, we must yield to the 
unconventional necessity of taking breath, and stop here. 



A NARRATIVE OF EXTRA- 
ORDINARY SUFFERING 


A GENTLEMAN of Credit and of averagfe ability, whose name we have 
permission to publish — Mr. Lost, of the Maze, Ware— was recently 
desirous to make a certain journey in England. Previous to entering 
on this excursion, which we believe had a commercial object (though 
Mr.^ Lost has for some years retired from business as a Woolstapler, 
having been succeeded in 1831 by his son who now carries on the firm 
of Lost and Lost, in the old-established premises at Stratford on Avon, 
Warwickshire, where it may be interesting to our readers to know 
that he married, in 1834, a Miss Shakespeare, supposed to be a lineal 
descendant of the immortal bard,) it was necessary that Mr, Lost should 
come to London, to adjust some unsettled accounts with a merchant in 
the Borough, arising out of a transaction in Hops. His Diary origi- 
nating on the day previous to his leaving home is before us, and we 
shall present its rather voluminous information to our readers in a con- 
densed form : endeavouring to extract its essence only. 

It would appear that Mrs. Lost had a decided objection to her 
husband’s undertaking the journey in question. She observed, “that 
he had much better stay at home, and not go and make a fool of 
himself” — which she seems to have had a strong presentiment that 
he would ultimately do. A young person in their employ as confi- 
dential domestic, also protested against his intention, remarking “that 
Master warn’t the man as was fit for Railways, and Railways warn’t 
the Spearses as was fit for Master”. Mr. Lost, however, adhering to 
his purpose, in spite of these dissuasions, Mrs. Lost made no effort 
(as she might easily have done with perfect success) to restrain him 
by force. But, she stipulated with Mr. Lost, that he should purchase 
an Assurance Ticket of the Railway Passengers’ Assurance Company, 
entitling his representatives to three thousand pounds in case of the 
worst. It was also understood that in the event of his falling to write 
home by any single night’s post, he would be advertised in the Times, 
at full length, the next day. 

These satisfactory preliminaries concluded, Mr. Lost sent out the 
confidential domestic (Mary Anne Mag by name, and born of poor 
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but honest parents) to purchase a Railway Guide. This document was 
the first shock in connexion with his extraordinary journey which Mr. 
Lost and family received. For, on referring to the Index, to ascertain 
how Ware stood in reference to the Railways of the United Kingdom 
and the Principality of Wales, they encountered the following myste- 
rious characters : — ‘ o / 


Ware Tu 


No farther information could be obtained. They thought of page six, 
but there was no such page In the book, which had the sportive eccen- 
tricity of beginning at page eight. In desperate remembrance of the 
dark monosyllable Tu, they turned to the ‘‘classification of Railways 
but found nothing there, under the letter T, except “Taff Vale and 
Aberdare” — and who (as the confidential domestic said) could ever 
want them! Mr. Lost has placed it on record that his “ brain reeled ” 
when he glanced down the page, and found himseif, in search of 
Ware, wandering among such names as Ravenglass, Bootle, and 
Sprouston. 

Reduced to the necessity of proceeding to London by turnpike-road, 
Mr, Lost ^made the best of his way to the metropolis in his own one- 
horse chaise, which he then dismissed in charge of his man, George 
rlay, who had accompanied him for that purpose. Proceeding to 
Southwark, he had the satisfaction of finding that the total of his 
loss upon the Hop transaction did not exceed three hundred and forty- 
seven pounds, four shillings, and twopence halfpenny. This, he justly 
regarded as, on the whole, a success for an amateur in that promising 
branch of speculation ; in commemoration of his good fortune he gave 
a plain^ut substantial dinner to the Hop Merchant and two friends at 
Tom s Coffee House on Ludgate Hill, 

He did not sleep at that house of entertainment, but repaired in a 

i adjoining the terminus of 

the North-Western Railway. On the following morning his remark- 
able adventures may be considered to have commenced. 

It appears that with a view to the farther prosecution of his con- 
templated journey, ,t was,_ in the first place, necessary for Mr. Lost 
to make for the ancient city of Worcester. Knowing that place to 
be attainable by way of Binningham, he started by the train at eleven 
tn T forenoon, and proceeded, pleasantly and at an even pace, 

a amazement, a powerful 

tlie road, hopelessly impeding his progress! 

» during which, as he informs us, his ‘‘brain 

rpSi >^eturned to London. Having partaken of some 

endeavoured to compose his mind with sleep (from 
which, however, he descnbes himself to have derived but little comfort 
of brine by ,h. 

Tu 6), he awoke unrefreshed, and at five minutes past five in the after- 
noon once again set forth in quest of Birmingham. But now, he was 
even less fortunate than m the morning; for, on arriving at Tring, 
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some ten miles short of his former place of stoppage, he suddenly 
found the dreaded black barrier across the road, and was thus warned 
by an insane voice, which seemed to have something supernatural in its 
awful sound. “Rugby to Leicester, Nottingham, and Derby!” 

With the spirit of an Englishman, Mr. Lost absolutely refused to 
proceed to either of those towns. If such were the meaning of the 
voice, it fell powerless upon him. Why should he go to Leicester, 
Nottingham, and Derby; and what right had Rugby to interfere with 
him at Tring? He again returned to London, and, fearing that his 
mind was going, took the precaution of being bled. 

When he arose on the following morning, it was with a haggard 
countenance, on which the most indifferent observer might have seen 
the traces of a corroding anxiety, and where the practised eye might 
have easily detected what was really wrong within. Even conscience 
does not sear like mystery. Where now were the glowing cheek, the 
double chin, the mellow nose, the dancing eye? Fled. And in their 
place 

In the silent watches of the night, he had formed the resolution of 
endeavouring to reach the object of his pursuit, by Gloucester, on the 
Great Western Railway. Leaving London once more, this time at 
half-an-hour after twelve at noon, he proceeded to Swindon Junction. 
Not without difficulty. For, at Didcot, he again found the black bar- 
rier across the road, and was violently conducted to seven places, with 
none of which he had the least concern — in particular, to one dreadful 
spot with the savage appellation of Aynho. But, escaping from these 
hostile towns after undergoing a variety of hardships, he arrived (as 
has been said) at Swindon Junction. 

Here, all hope appeared to desert him. It was evident that the 
whole country was in a state of barricade, and that the insurgents 
(whoever they were) had taken their measures but too well. His 
imprisonment was of the severest kind. Tortures were applied, to 
induce him to go to Bath, to Bristol, Yatton, Clevedon Junction, 
Weston Super Mare Junction, Exeter, Torquay, Plymouth, Falmouth, 
and the remotest fastnesses of West Cornwall. No chance of Glou- 
cester was held out to him for a moment. Remaining firm, however, 
and watching his opportunity, he at length escaped — more by the aid 
of good fortune, he considers, than through his own exertions— and 
sliding underneath the dreaded barrier, departed by way of Chelten- 
ham for Gloucester. 

And now indeed he might have thought that after combating with so 
many obstacles, and undergoing perils so extreme, his way at length 
lay clear before him, and a ray of sunshine fell upon his dismal path. 
The delusive hope, if any such were entertained by the forlorn man, 
was soon dispelled. It was his horrible fate to depart from Cirencester 
exactly an hour before he arrived there, and to leave Gloucester ten 
minutes before he got to it! 

It were vain to endeavour to describe the condition to which Mr. 
Lost was reduced by this overwhelming culmination of his many hard- 
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been no light shock to find his native country in the 
'=°«’™>^>iication between ohe 
at aV nirior* barricade, little? if 

It had been to the fortification of Gibraltar 

him to fit m ® addressed by maniac voices urging 

him to fly to various remote parts of the kingdom. But this trem? f 
dous blow, the annihilation of time, the stupendous re’vSsal 
natural sequence and order of things, was too much for W? Sduranc? 
Ka perhaps, for the endurance of humanity. He quailed 

beneath It, and became insensible. “«nty. we quailed 

^ When consciousness returned, he found himself again on the North 
Western hne of Railway, listlessly travelling any whefe He rlmembL^ ' 

PenkridgI They w^e 

he wa^hem ornir Stn 

2 .“;'“ E? ~ 

shire Stftion called fh Jhh* ? ^ T® dropped at a North Stafford- 

ruIehe^Ld lhlttLtoetr'n^ ^ ^‘^"-’■al 

burgh. But, there were exceptions -fs'"whJrhrf‘'’ 
extreme verge of land at Holvhpod a - 

carried by way of Paris into tlfe ho-.’ t * Steamboat, and 

remarkabfe joL ey hrwas made r"' 

NorthamptonshireT 3^ 4 feS 

thence, through the wholJof ?he Nordi oSltH^ 

part of Scotland, to Liverpool- thence n ^ t considerable 

and back, by way of TrXnd wTl?!’ r Man; 

Stortford. to Windsor CasHe ’rhlo i ^*^™outh, and Bishop 

h. cw^^i "■•»“■' 

«l»ay« .topprf when he least eapmed it fJ 

against his will, and found a code^?f cth*'!- *■ ."”''®^"fibly travelled 

the country. ^ cabalistic signs in use all over 

HitfefwStlLX™?, 

the whole man expressive of fati.r„» ^ a j’ scanty and grey, 

instance of the inKl of .fS It is an affecting 

Mr. Lost, that hT 

journey in the strangest directinn« ai ^ j 

which he had undergone so mu?h Railroads on 
inquiry for it among^a host of boardiL^To " ‘"f a feverish 

breakfast, boots, and attendance twc i ^'^°“®®® 

and boots, seven shillings per ’we^k day.”- " Bed 

choicest quality.”— “Night Porter tn ^‘aes and spirits of the 

Omnibuses to and from 
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all parts of London, every minute”.— “Do not confound this house 
with any other of the same name.” Among such addresses to the 
public, did Mr. Lost now seek for a way to Worcester. As he might 
have anticipated — as he did anticipate in fact, for he was hopeless 
now— it was not to be found there. His intellect was greatly shaken. 

Mr. Lost has left, in his Diary, a record so minute of the gradual 
deadening of his intelligence and benumbing of his faculties, that 
he can be followed downward, as it were step by step. Thus, we 
find that when he had exhausted the boarding-houses and hotels, 
family, commercial and otherwise (in which he found his intellect 
much enfeebled by the constant recurrence of the hieroglyphic “i — 
6 — 51— W. J. A.”), he addressed himself, with the same dismal object, 
to Messrs. Moses and Son, and to Mr. Medwin, bootmaker to His 
Royal Highness Prince Albert. After them, even to inanimate things, as 
the Patent Compendium Portmanteau, the improved Chaff Machines 
and Corn Ci'ushers, the Norman Razor, the Bank of England Sealing 
Wax, Schweppe’s Soda Water, the Extract of Sarsaparilla, the Regis- 
tered Paletot, Rowlands’ Kalydor, the Cycloidal Parasol, the Cough 
Lozenges, the universal night-light, the poncho, Allsopp’s pale ale, 
and the patent knife-cleaner. Failing, naturally, in all these appeals, 
and in a final address to His Grace the Duke of Wellington in the 
gentlemanly summer garment, and to Mr. Burton of the General 
Furnishing Ironmongery Warehouse, he sank into a stupor, and aban- 
doned hope. 

Mr. Lost is now a ruin. He is at the Euston Square Hotel. When 
advised to return home he merely shakes his head and mutters “ Ware 
Tu . . 6 No Cabman can be found who will take charge of him on 
those instructions. He sits continually turning over the leaves of a 
small, dog’s-eared quarto volume with a yellow cover, and babbling 
in a plaintive voice, “ Bradshaw, Bradshaw.” 

A few days since, Mrs. Lost, having been cautiously made acquainted 
with his condition, arrived at the hotel, accompanied by the confidential 
domestic. The first words of the heroic woman were : 

“John Lost, don’t make a spectacle of yourself, don’t. Who am I?” 

He replied, “ Bradshaw.” 

“John Lost,” said Mrs, Lost, “I have no patience with you. Where 
have you been to?” 

Fluttering the leaves of the book, he answered “To Bradshaw.” 

“Stuff and nonsense, you tiresome man,” said Mrs. Lost, f^You 
put me out of patience. What on earth has brought you to this stupid 
state?” 

He feebly answered, “ Bradshaw.” 

No one knows what he means. 


V ^ 
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The public market has been of late more than usually remarkable for 
transactions on the American principle in Whole and indivisible Hogs. 
The market has been heavy— not the least approach to briskness 
having been observed in any part of it ; but, the transactions, such as 
they have been, have been exclusively for Whole Hogs. Those who 
may only have had a retail inclination for sides, ribs, limbs, cheeks, 
face, trotters, snout, ears, or tail, have been required to take the Whole 
Hog, sinking none of the offal, but consenting to it all— and a e-ood 
deal of it too. 

It 1ms been discovered that mankind at large can only be regenerated 
by a Tee-total Society, or by a Peace Society, or by always dining on 
Vegetables. It is to be particularly remarked that either of these 
certain means of regeneration is utterly defeated, if so much as a 
hair’s-breadth of the tip of either ear of that particular Pig be left out 
of the bargain. Qualify your water with a teaspoonful of wine or 
brandy-we beg pardon-alcohol— and there is no virtue in Temper- 
ance. Maintain a single sentry at the gate of the Queen’s Palace 
and It IS utterly impossible that you can be peaceful. Stew so much 
as the bone of a mutton chop in the pot with your vegetables, and 
you wil never make another Eden out of a Kitchen Garden. You 
must take the Whole Hog, Sir, and every bristle on him, or you and 
the rest of mankind will never be reg'enerated, 

_ Now, without enquiring at present whether 'means of regeneration 
that are so easily spoiled, may not a little resemble the pair of dancing- 
shoes m the stoiy, winch the lady destroyed by walking across a room 
of view ’ * consider the Whole Hog question from another point 

is T Tee-total Procession come by. It 

is called a Temperance Procession-which is not an honest use of a 
pain word but never mind that. Hurrah I hurrah! The flags are 
blue and the letters golden. HurmhI hurrah! Here are a grSt 
many excellent, straightforward, thoroughly well-meaning, and exem- 
plary people, four and four, or two and two. Hurrah I hwrah 1 He!re 
are a great many children, also four and four, or two and two. Who 
are they?— They, Sir, are the Juvenile Temperance Bands of Hope — 
Lord bless mel What are the Juvenile Temperance Bands of Hop^e?— 
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They are the Infantine Brigade of Regenerators of Mankind.-— Indeed? 
Hurrah! hurrah! These young citizens being pledged to total absti- 
nence, and being fully competent to pledge themselves to anything for 
life ; and it being the custom of such young citizens’ parents, in the 
existing state of unregenerated society, to bring them up on ardent 
spirits and strong beer (both of which are commonly kept in barrels, 
behind the door, on tap, in all large families, expressly for persons of 
tender years, of whom it is calculated that seven-eighths always go to 
bed drunk) ; this is a grand show. So, again, Hurrah ! hurrah ! 

Who are these gentlemen walking two and two, with medals on 
their stomachs and bows in their button-holes? — These, Sir, are the 
Committee. — Are they? Hurrah! hurrah! One cheer more for the 
Committee! Hoo-o-o-o-rah ! A cheer for the Reverend Jabez Fire- 
works — fond of speaking ; a cheer for the gentleman with the stand-up 
collar, Mr. Gloss — fond of speaking; a cheer for the gentleman with 
the massive watch-chain, who smiles so sweetly on the surrounding 
Fair, Mr. Glib— fond of speaking; a cheer for the rather dirty little 
gentleman who looks like a converted Hyaena, Mr. Scradger— fond 
of speaking; a cheer for the dark-eyed, brown gentleman, the Dove 
Delegate from America — fond of speaking ; a cheer for the swarm who 
follow, blackening the procession, — Regenerators from everywhere in 
general— all good men — all fond of speaking; and all going to speak. 

I have no right to object, I am sure. Hurrah, hurrah ! 

The Reverend Jabez Fireworks, and the great Mr. Gloss, and the 
popular Mr. Glib, and the eminent Mr. Scradger, and the Dove Dele- 
gate from America, and the distinguished swarm from everywhere, 
have ample opportunity (and profit by it, too,) for speaking to their 
heart’s content. For, is there not, to-day, a Grand Demonstration 
Meeting; and to-morrow, another Grand Demonstration Meeting; 
and, the day after to-morrow, a Grand United Regenerative Zoo- 
logical Visitation; and, the day after that, a Grand Aggregate 
.General Demonstration; and, the day after that, a Grand Associated 
Regenerative Breakfast; and, the day after that, a Grand Associated 
Regenerative Tea ; and, the day after that, a Final Grand Aggregate 
Compounded United and Associated Steam-boat River Demonstra- 
tion ; and do the Regenerators go anywhere without speaking, by the 
bushel? Still, what offence to me? None. Still, I am content to 
cry, Hurrah ! hurrah ! If the Regenerators, though estimable men, 
be the most tiresome men (as speakers) under Heaven; if their sih- 
cerest and best followers cannot, in the infirmity of human nature, 
bear the infliction of such oratory, but occupy themselves in preference 
with tea and rolls, or resort for comfort to the less terrible society of 
Lions, Elephants, and Bears, or drown the Regenerative eloquence in 
the clash of brazen Bands; I think it sensible and right, and still 
exclaim, Hurrah ! 

But how, if with the matter of such eloquence, when any of it 
happens to be heard, and also happens not to be a singular com- 
pound of references to the Bible, and selections from Joe Miller, I 
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fiiid, on drawing nearer, that I some business ? How, if I find 
that the distinguished swarm are not of that quiet class of gentlemen 
whom Mr. Carlyle describes as consuming their own smoke ; but that 
they emit a vast amount of smoke, and blacken their neighbours fery 
considerably? Then, as a neighbour myself, I have perhaps a right to 
speak? 

In Bedlam, and in all other madhouses, Society is denounced as 
being wrongfully combined against the patient In Newgate, and in 
all other prisons, Society is denounced as being wrongfully combined 
against the criminal. In the speeches of the Reverend Jabez, and the 
other Regenerators, Society is denounced as being wrongfully and 
wickedly combined against their own particular Whole Hog~who 
must be swallowed, every bristle, or there is no Pork in him. 

The proof? Society won’t come in ancT sign the pledge; Society 
won’t come in and recruit the Juvenile Temperance bands of hope. 
Therefore, Society is fond of drunkenness, sees no harm in it, favours 
it very much, ts sl drunkard — a base, worthless, sensual, profligate 
brute. Fathers and mothers,, sons and daughters, brothers and 
sisters, divines, physicians, lawyers, editors, authors, painters, poets, 
musicians. Queen, lords, ladies, and commons, are all in league 
against the Regenerators, are all violently attached to drunkenness, 
are all the more dangerous if by any chance they be personal 
examples of temperance, in the real meaning of the word!— which 
last powerful steam-hammer of logic has become a pet one, and is 
constantly to be observed in action. 

Against this sweeping misrepresentation, I take the liberty of enter- 
ing my feeble protest. With all respect for Jabez, for Gloss, for Glib, 
for Dove Delegate, and for Scradger, I must make so bold as to 
observe that when a Malay runs a-muck he cannot be considered in 
a temperate state of mind; also, that when a thermometer stands at 
Fever Heat, it cannot claim to indicate Temperate weather. A man, 
to^ be^ truly temperate, must be temperate in many respects — in the 
rejection of strong words no less than of strong drinks— and I crave 
leave to assert against my good friends the Regenerators, that, in 
such gross statements, they set a most intemperate example, I even 
doubt whether an equal number of drunkards, under the excitement 
of the strongest liquors, could set a worse example. 

And I would beg to put it seriously to the consideration of those 
who have sufficient powers of endurance to stand about the platform, 
listening, whether they think of this sufficiently? Whether they ever 
knew the like of this before? Whether they have any experience or 
knowledge of a good cause that was ever promoted by such bad 
means? Whether they ever heard of an association of people, deliber- 
ately, by their chosen vessels, throwing overboard every effort but their 
own, made for the amelioration of the condition of men; unscrupulously 
vilifying all other labourers in the vineyard; calumniously setting down 
as aiders and abettors of an odious vice which they know to be held in 
general abhorrence, and consigned to general shame, the great conv 
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pact mass of the community— o its intelligence, of its morality, of its 
earnest endeavour after better things? If, upon consideration, they 
know of no such other case, then the enquiry will perhaps occur to 
theha, whether, in supporting a so-conducted cause, they really be up- 
holders of Temperance, dealing with words, which should be the signs 
for Truth, according to the truth that is in them? 

Mankind can only be regenerated, proclaim the fatteners of the Whole 
Hog Number Two, by means of a Peace Society. Well! I call out of 
the nearest Peace Society my worthy friend John Bates— an excellent 
workman and a sound man, lineally descended from that sturdy soldier 
of the same name who spake with King Henry the Fifth, on the night 
before the battle of Agincourt. ** Bates, says I, ^Miow about this 
Regeneration? Why can^it only be effected by means of a Peace 
Society?’^ Says Bates in answer, ‘‘ Because War is frightful, ruinous, 
and unchristian. Because the details of one battle, because the horrors 
of one siege, would so appal you, if you knew them, that probably 
you never could be happy afterwards. Because man was not created 
in the image of his Maker to be blasted with gunpowder, or pierced 
with bayonets, or gashed with swords, or trampled under iron hoofs of 
horses, into a puddle of mire and blood. Because War is a wicked- 
ness that always costs us dear. Because it wastes our treasure, 
hardens our hearts, paralyses our industry, cripples our commerce, 
occasions losses, ills, and devilish crimes, unspeakable and out of num- 
ber.” Says I, sadly, “But have I not, O Bates, known all this for 
this many a year?” “ It may be so,” says Bates; “then, come into the 
Peace Society.” Says I, “Why come in there. Bates?” Says Bates, 
“ Because we declare we won’t have War or show of War. We won’t 
have armies, navies, camps, or ships. England shall be disarmed, w’’e 
say, and all these horrors ended.” Says I, “How ended, Bates?” 
Says Bates, “ By arbitration. We have a Dove Delegate from America, 
and a Mouse Delegate from France ; and we are establishing a Bond 
of brotherhood, and that’ll do it.” “Alas! It will not do it, Bates. 
I, too, have thought upon the horrors of war, of the blessings of peace, 
and of the fatal distraction of men’s minds from seeking them, by the 
roll of the drum and the thunder of the inexorable cannon. However, 
Bates, the world is not so far upon its course, yet, but that there are 
tyrants and oppressors left upon it, watchful to find Freedom weak 
that they may strike, and backed by great armies. O John Bates, 
look out towards Austria, look out towards Russia, look out towards 
Germany, look out towards the purple Sea, that lies so beautiful and 
calm beyond the filthy jails of Naples! Do you see nothing there?” 
Says Bates (like the sister in Blue Beard, but much more triumphantly) 
“I see nothing there, but dust;” — and this is one of the inconveni- 
ences of a fattened Whole and indivisible Hog, that it fills up the 
doorway, and its breeders cannot see beyond it. ‘ ‘ Dust ! ” says Bates. 
I tell Bates that it is because there are, behind that dust, oppressors 
and oppressed, arrayed against each other — that it is because there 
are, beyond his Dove Delegate and his Mouse Delegate, the wild 
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beasts of the Forest— that it is because I dread and hate the miseries 
of tyranny and war— that it is because I would not be soldier-ridden, 
nor have other men so — that I am not for the disarming of England, 
and cannot be a member of his Peace Society ; admitting all his pre- 
mises, but denying his conclusion. Whereupon Bates, otherwise just 
and sensible, insinuates that not being for his Whole and indivisible 
Hog, I can be for no part of his Hog ; and that I have never felt or 
thought what his Society now tells me it, and only it, feels and thinks 
as a new discovery; and that when I am told of the new discovery 
I don’t care for it! 


Mankind can only be regenerated by dining on Vegetables. Why? 
Certain worthy gentlemen have dined, it seems, on vegetables for ever 
so many years, and are none the worse for it. Straightway, these 
excellent men, excited to the highest pitch, announce themselves by 
public advertisement as Distinguished Vegetarians ”, vault upon a 
platform, hold a vegetable festival, and proceed to show, not without 
prolixity and weak jokes, that a vegetable diet is the only true faith, 
and that, in eating meat, mankind is wholly mistaken and partially 
corrupt. Distinguished Vegetarians. ^ As the men who wear Nankeen 
trousers might hold a similar meeting, and become distinguished 
Nankeenarians ! But am I to have no meat? If I take a pledge to 
eat three cauliflowers daily in the cauliflower season, a peck of peas 
daily in the pea time, a gallon of broad W^indsor beans daily when 
beans are in , and a young cabbage or so every morning before 
breakfast, with perhaps a little ginger between meals (as a vegetable 
substance, corrective of that windy diet), may I not be allowed half 
an ounce of gravy-beef to flavour my potatoes? Not a shred! Dis- 
tinguished Vegetarians can acknowledge no imperfect animal. Their 
Hog must be a Whole Hog, according to the fashion of the time. 

Now, we would so far renew the custom of sacrificing animals, as 
to recommend that an altar be erected to Our Country, at present 
sheltering so many of these very inconvenient and unwieldy Hogs on 
which their grosser portions should be '‘burnt and purged away”.' The 
Whole Hog of the Temperance Movement, divested of its intemperate 
assumption of infallibility and of its intemperate determination to run 
grunting at the legs of the general population of this empire, would be 
a far ess undean and a far more serviceable creature than at present 
The Whole Hog of tlie Peace Society, acquiring the recognition of a 
community of feeling between itselt and many who hold in no less 
abhorrence, but who yet believe, that, in the present era of the wmrld 
some preparation against it is a preservative of peace and a restraint 
upon despotenn, would become as much enlightened as its learned 
predecessor Toby of Immortal Memory. And if distinguished vege- 
terians, of all kinds, would only allow a little meat; and if distinguished 
eshmeatarians, of all kinds, would only yield a little vegetable ; if 
the former, quietly devouring the fruits of the earth to any extent 
would admit the possible morality of mashed potatoes with beeflS 
if the latter would concede a little spinach with gammon; and if both 
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could manage to get on with a little less platforming— there being at 

present rather an undue preponderance of cry over wool if all of us, 

in short, were to yield up something of our whole and entire animals* 
it might be very much the better in the end, both for us and for 
them. 

After all, my friends and brothers, even the best Whole and Indivi- 
sible Hog may be but a small fragment of the higher and greater 
work, called Education? 



SUPPOSING 


Supposing that among the news in a Weekly Newspaper*— say, ^''The 
Examiner’^ for Saturday the twenty-third of August in tlie present 
year— there were stated in succession two cases, presenting a monstrous 
contrast. 

Supposing that the first of these cases were the case of an indigent 
woman, the wife of a labouring man, who died in a most deplorable 
and abject condition, neglected and unassisted by the parish authorities? 

Supposing that the second of these cases were the case of an infamous 
woman, drunken and profligate, a convicted felon, a returned trans- 
port, an habitual inmate of Houses of Correction, destitute of the 
lowest attributes of decency, a Pet Prisoner in the Model Prison, 
where the interesting creature was presented with a large gratuity 
for her excellent conduct: o » / 

I wonder whether it would occur to any governing power in the 
country, that there might be something wrong herel 

Because I make bold to say, that such a shocking instance of Pet 
Prisoning and Pet Poor Law administering has prolbunder depths of 
mischief in it than Red Tape can fathom. ^ 
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As we both preach and practise Temperance according to the English 
signification of the word, and as we have lately observed with ashes 
on our head that one or two respected models of that virtue have been 
thrown into an ill-humour by our paper on Whole Hogs, we trust they 
will be soothed by our present reference to the milder and gentler class 
of swine : which may become Whole Hogs if they live, but which we 
fear are but a measly description of Pork, extremely likely to be cut 
off in their Bloom, 

The accidental use of the foregoing flowery expression, brings us 
to the subject of our present observations : namely, that last tender 
and innocent offspring of Whole Hogs, on which has been bestowed 
the name of BloomerisMo 

It is a confession of our ignorance which we make with feelings of 
humiliation, but when the existence of this little porker first became 
known to us, we supposed its name to have been conferred upon it 
in right of its fresh and gushing nature. We have since learnt, not 
without impressions of solemnity, that it is admiration’s tribute to 
‘‘Mrs. Colonel Bloomer”, of the United States of America. What 
visions rise upon our mind’s eye, as our fancy contemplates that 
eminent lady, and the Colonel in whose home she is a well-spring of 
joy, we will here make no ineffectual endeavour to describe. 

Neither will we enter upon the great question of the Rights of 
Women; whether Majors, Captains, Lieutenants, Ensigns, Non- 
commissioned Officers, or Privates, under Mrs. Colonel Bloomer; or 
members of any other corps. Personally, we admit that our mind 
would be disturbed, if our own domestic well-spring were to consider 
it necessary to entrench herself behind a small table ornamented with 
a water-bottle and tumbler, and from that fortified position to hold 
forth to the public. Similarly, we should doubt the expediency of her 
putting up for Marylebone, or being one of the Board of Guardians for 
St. Pancras, or serving on a Grand Jury for Middlesex, or acting as 
High Sheriff of any county, or taking the chair at a Meeting on the 
subject of the Income-Tax. We think it likely that we might be a 
little discomfited, if we found her appealing to her sex through the 
advertising columns of the Times, in such terms as, “ Women of the 
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Borough and of Tooley Street, it is for your good that I come among 
you!” or, “Hereditary bondswomen of Liverpool, know you not, who 
would be free, themselves must strike the blow!” Assuming (for the 
sake of argument) our name to be Bellows, we would rather that no 
original proceeding, however striking, on the part of Mrs- Bellows, 
led to the adoption, at the various minor theatres and in the Christmas 
pantomimes, of the Bellows Costume ; or to the holding at any public 
assembly-rooms of a Bellows Ball ; or to the composition of countless 
Bellows Polkas ; or to the publication of a ballad (though a pleasing 
melody with charming words, and certain to become a favourite) 
entitled, “I should like to be a Bellows”! In a word, if there were 
anything that we could dispense with in Mrs. Bellows above all other 
things, we believe it would be a Mission. We should put the question 
thus to Mrs. Bellows. “Apple of our eye, we will freely admit your 
inalienable right to step out of your domestic path into any phase of 
public appearance and palaver that pleases you best; but we doubt the 
wisdom of such a sally. Beloved one, does your sex seek influence in 
the civilised world? Surely it possesses influence therein to no mean 
extent, and has possessed it since the civilised world was. Should we 
love our Julia (assuming, for the sake of argument, the Christian 
name of Mrs. Bellows to be Julia), — should we love our Julia better, 
if she were a Member of Parliament, a Parochial Guardian, a High 
Sheriff, a Grand Juror, or a woman distinguished for her able conduct 
in the chair? Do we not, on the contrary, rather seek in the society 
of our Julia, a haven of refuge from Members of Parliament, Parochial 
Guardians, High Sheriffs, Grand Jurors, and able chairmen? Is not 
the home-voice of our Julia as the song of a bird, after considerable 
bow-wowing out of doors? And is our Julia certain that she has a 
small table and water-bottle Mission round the corner, when here are 
nine (say, for the sake of argument, nine) little Bellowses to mend, or 
mar, at home? Does our heart’s best treasure refer us to the land 
across the Atlantic for a precedent? Then let us remind our Julia, 
with all respect for the true greatness of that great country, that it is 
not generally renowned for its domestic rest, and that it may have yet 
to form itself for its best happiness on the domestic patterns of other 
lands.” Such would be, in a general way, the nature of our ground in 
reasoning the point with Mrs. Bellows ; but we freely admit all this to 
be a question of taste. 

To return to the sucking pig, Bloomerism. The porcine likeness is 
remarkable in many particulars. In the first place, it will not do for 
Mrs. Bellows to be a Budder or a Blower. She must come out of that 
altogether, and be a Bloomer. It is not enough for Mrs. Bellows to 
understand that the Bloomer costume is the perfection of delicacy. She 
must further distinctly comprehend that the ordinary evening dress of 
herself and her two eldest girls (as innocent and good girls as can 
be) is the perfection of mdelicacy. She must not content herself with 
defending the Bloomer modesty. She must run amuck, and slander in 
the new light of her advanced refinement, customs that to our coarse 
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minds are harmless and beautiful. What is not indicated (in some- 
thing of the fashion of a ship’s figure-head) through the tight medium 
of a Bloomer waistcoat, must be distinctly understood to be, under any 
Other circumstances, absolutely shocking to persons of true refinement. 

What is the next reason for which Mrs. Bellows is called upon, in 
a strong-minded way, to enrol herself a Bloomer? Tight lacing has 
done a deal of harm in the world; and Mrs. Bellows cannot by any 
possibility leave off her stays, or lace them loosely, without Blooming 
all over, from head to foot. In this will be observed the true Whole 
Hog philosophy. Admitting (what, of course, is obvious to every one) 
that there can be no kind of question as to the universality among us 
of this custom of tight lacing; admitting that there has been no im- 
provement since the days of the now venerable caricatures, in which 
a lady’s figure was always represented like an hour-glass or a wasp ; 
admitting that there has been no ray of enlightenment on this subject ; 
that marriageable Englishmen invariably choose their wives for the 
smallness of their waists, as Chinese husbands choose theirs for the 
smallness of their feet ; that portrait painters always represent their 
beauties in the old conventional stays ; and that the murderous custom 
of tight whaleboning and lacing is not confined to a few ignorant girls 
here and there, probably under the direction of some dense old woman 
in velvet, the weight of whose gorgeous turban would seem to have 
settled on her brain and addled her understanding; — admitting all this, 
which is so self-evident and clear, the next triumphant proposition is, 
that Mrs. Bellows cannot come out of a pair of stays, without instantly 
going into a waistcoat, and can by no human ingenuity be set right 
about the waist, without standing pledged to pantaloons gathered and 
tied about the ankles. 

It further appears, that when Mrs, Bellows goes out for a walk in 
dirty weather, she splashes her long dress and spoils it, or raises it 
with one hand and wounds the feelings of Mrs. Colonel Bloomer to an 
insupportable extent. Now, Mrs. Bellows may not, must not, cannot, 
will not, shall not, shorten her long dress, or adopt any other mode 
that her own ingenuity (and she is a very ingenious woman) may 
suggest to her of remedying the inconvenience; but she must be a 
Bloomer, a whole Bloomer, and nothing but a Bloomer, or remain for 
ever a Slave and a Pariah. 

And it is a similar feature in this little pig, that even if Mrs, Bellows 
chooses to become, of her owm free will and liking, a Bloomer, that 
won’t do. She must agitate, agitate, agitate. She must take to the 
little table and water-bottle. She must go in to be a public character. 
She must work away at a Mission. It is not enough to do right for 
right’s sake. There can be no satisfaction for Mrs. Bellows, in satis- 
fying her mind after due reflection that the thing she contemplates is 
right, and therefore ought to be done, and so in calmly and quietly 
doing it, conscious that therein she sets a righteous example which 
never can in the nature of things be lost and thrown away. Mrs* 
Bellows has no business to be self-dependent, and to preserve a quiet 
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little avenue of her own in the world, begirt with her own influences 
and duties. She must discharge herself of a vast amount of words, 
she must enlist into an Army composed entirely of Trumpeters, she 
must come (with the Misses Bellows) into a resounding Spartan Hall 
for the purpose. To be sure, however, it is to be remarked, that this 
is the noisy manner in which all great social deeds have been done, 
Mr. Howard, for example, put on a shovel hat turned up with sky- 
blue fringe, the moment he conceived the humane idea of his life, and 
(instead of calmly executing it) ever afterwards perpetually wandered 
about, calling upon all other men to put on shovel hats with sky-blue 
fringe, and declare themselves Howardians. Mrs. Fry, in like manner, 
did not tamely pass her time in Jails, devoted with unwavering steadi- 
ness to one good purpose, sustained by that good purpose, by her 
strong conscience, and her upright heart, but restlessly went up and 
down the earth, requiring all women to come forward and be Fryars. 
Grace Darling, her heroic action done, never retired (as the vulgar 
suppose) into the solitary Light-house which her father kept, content 
to pass her life there in the discharge of ordinary unexciting duties, 
unless the similar peril of a fellow-creature should rouse her to similar 
generous daring; but instantly got a Darling medal struck and made 
a tour through the Piwinces, accompanied by several bushels of the 
same, by a table, water-bottle, tumbler, and money-taker, and delivered 
lectures calling on her sex to mount the medal — pledge themselves, 
with three times three, never to behold a human being in danger of 
drowning without putting off in a boat to that human being’s aid— 
and enrol themselves Darlings, one and all. 

We had it in our contemplation, in beginning these remarks, to 
suggest to the troops under the command of Mrs. Colonel Bloomer, 
that their prowess might be usefully directed to the checking, rather 
than to the encouragement, of masquerade attire. As for example, 
we observe a certain sanctimonious waistcoat breaking out among the 
junior clergy of this realm, which we take the liberty to consider by 
far the most incensing garment ever cut : calculated to lead to breaches 
of the peace, as moving persons of a temperament open to aggravating 
influences, to seize the collar and shake off the buttons^ Again, we 
cannot be unmindful of the popularity, among others of the junior 
clergy, of a meek, spare, large -buttoned, long- skirted, black frock 
coat, curiously fastened at the neck round a smooth white band; two 
ordinaiy wearers of which cassock we beheld, but the other day, at a 
Marriage Ceremony whereunto we had the honour to be bidden, mys- 
teriously and gratuitously emerge during the proceedings from a stage- 
door near the altar, and grimly make motions at the marriage-party 
with certain of their right-hand fingers, resembling those which issued 
from the last live Guy Fawkes whom we saw carried in procession 
round a certain public place at Rome. Again, some clerical digni- 
taries are compelled (therefore they are to be sympathised with, and 
not condemned) to wear an apron : which few unaccustomed persons 
can behold with gravity. Further, Her Majesty’s Judges at law, than 
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whom a class more worthy of all respect and honour does not live, 
are required on most public occasions, but especially on the first day 
of term, to maintain an elevated position behind little desks, with the 
irksome consciousness of being grinned at in the Cheshire manner 
(on account of their extraordinary attire) by all comers. 

Hence it was that we intended to throw out that suggestion of 
possible usefulness to the Bloomer forces at which we have sufficiently 
hinted. But on second thoughts we feel no need to do so, being con- 
vinced that they already have, as all things in the world are said to 
have, their use. They serve 

To point the moral and adorn the tail 

of Whole Hogs. In the lineaments of the Sucking Pig, Bloomerism, 
we observe a kind of miniature, with a new and pleasant absurdity in 
it, of that family. The service it may help to do, is, to divest the family 
of what is unreasonable and groundlessly antagonistic in its character 
—which never can be profitable— and so to strengthen tlie good that is 
in it— which is very great. 



CHIPS 

HOMCEOPATHy 


We have never been subjects of the Homoeopathic mode of treatment, 
nor have we ever been concerned in making others so. But as we 
desire to state the Homoeopathic Doctrine fairly, like all other doc- 
trines to which we make any reference, and as it has been suggested 
to us that we may have scarcely done so in a passing allusion to it at 
page 592 of the last volume of this journal, we will here reprint the 
following extract from a work in explanation of Homoeopathic prin- 
ciples, by Dr. Epps. 

** It is not maintained that a millionth part of a grain or of a drop 
(to take a given, though a large quantity, in homoeopathic adminis- 
tration,) will produce any visible action on the man in health ; nor is 
it maintained that a millionth part of a grain or of a drop will act on 
the man in disease : but it is maintained that the millionth part of a 
grain or of a drop will act on the man in disease, if between the dis- 
eased state of the man and the medicine, infinitesimally administered, 
there is a homoeopathic relationship. In other words, the homoeo- 
pathists do not vaguely say that medicines in infinitesimal doses cure 
diseases; but they do say that medicines given for the cure of diseases 
to which they are homoeopathic, do cure these diseases when adminis- 
tered in infinitesimal quantities ; to repeat, the homoeopathist, in main- 
taining the efficacy of medicines in infinitesimal quantities, regards 
three requirements as necessary First, the development of virtues in 
medicines by the process of preparation ; second, the increased recep- 
tivity to impression produced by disease; and third, the selection of 
the right remedy.” 
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At the top of Farrlngdon Street in the City of London, once adorned 
by the Fleet Prison and by a diabolical jumble of nuisances in the 
middle of the road called Fleet Market, is a broad new thoroughfare 
in a state of transition. A few years hence, and we of the present 
generation will find it not an easy task to recall, in the thriving street 
which will arise upon this spot, the wooden barriers and hoardings — 
the passages that lead to nothing — the glimpses of obscene Field Lane 
and Saffron Hill — the mounds of earth, old bricks, and oyster-shells 
— the arched foundations of unbuilt houses — the backs of miserable 
tenements with patched windows — the odds and ends of fever-stricken 
courts and alleys — which are the present features of the place. Not 
less perplexing do I find it now, to reckon how many years have 
passed since I traversed these byeways one night before they were 
laid bare, to find out the first Ragged School. 

If I say it is ten years ago, I leave a handsome margin. The dis- 
covery was then newly made, that to talk soundingly in Parliament, 
and cheer for Church and State, or to consecrate and confirm without 
end, or to perorate to any extent in a thousand market-places about 
all the ordinary topics of patriotic songs and sentiments, was merely 
to embellish England on a great scale with whited sepulchres, while 
there was, in every corner of the land where its people were closely 
accumulated, profound ignorance and perfect barbarism. It was also 
newly discovered, that out of these noxious sinks where they were 
born to perish, and where the general ruin was hatching day and 
night, the people would not come to be improved. The gulf between 
them and all wholesome humanity had swollen to such a depth and 
breadth, that they were separated from it as by impassable seas or 
deserts; and so they lived, and so they died: an always-increasing 
band of outlaws in body and soul, against whom it were to suppose 
the reversal of all laws, human and divine, to believe that Society 
could at last prevail. 

In this condition of things, a few unaccredited messengers of Chris- 
tianity, whom no Bishop had ever heard of, and no Government-office 
Porter had ever seen, resolved to go to the miserable wretches who had 
lost the way to them ; and to set up places of instruction in their own 
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degraded haunts. I found my first Ragged School, in an obscure 
place called West Street, Satfron Hill, pitifully struggling for life, 
under every disadvantage. It had no means, it had no suitable 
rooms, it derived no power or protection froiTi being recognised by 
any authority, it attracted within its wretched walls a fluctuating 
swarm of faces — young in years but youthful in nothing else — that 
scowled Hope out of countenance. It was held in a low-roofed den, 
in a sickening atmosphere, in the midst of taint and dirt and pesti- 
lence: with all the deadly sins let loose, howling and shrieking at the 
doors. Zeal did not supply the place of method and training; the 
teachers knew little of their office ; the pupils, with an evil sharpness, 
found them out, got the better of them, derided them, made blas- 
phemous answers to scriptural questions, sang, fought, danced, robbed 
each other ; seemed possessed by legions of devils. The place was 
stormed and carried, over and over again; the lights were blown out, 
the books strewn in the gutters, and the female scholars carried off 
triumphantly to their old wickedness. With no strength in it but its 
purpose, the school stood it all out and made its way. Some two 
years since, I found it, one of many such, in a large convenient loft 
in this transition part of Farringdon Street-quiet and orderly, full, 
lighted with gas, well whitewashed, numerously attended, and thor- 
oughly established. 

The number of houseless creatures who resorted to it, and who 
were necessai-ily turned out when it closed, to hide where they could 
in heaps of moral and physical pollution, filled the managers with 
pity. To relieve some of the more constant and deserving scholars, 
they rented a wretched house, where a few common beds — a dozen or 
a dozen-and-a-half perhaps — ^were made upon the floors* This was 
the Ragged School Dormitory ; and when I found the School in Far- 
ringdon Street, I found the Dormitory in a court hard by, which in 
the time of the Cholera had acquired a dismal fame. The Dormitory 
was, in all respects, save as a small beginning, a very discouraging 
Institution. The air was bad; the dark and ruinous building, with 
its small close rooms, was quite unsuited to the purpose; and a 
general supervision of the scattered sleepers was impossible. I had 
great doubts at the time whether, excepting that they found a crazy 
shelter for their heads, they were better there than in the streets. 

Having heard, in the course of last month, that this Dormitory 
(there are others elsewhere) had grown as the School had grown, I 
went the other night to make another visit to it I found the School 
in the same place, still advancing. It was now an Industrial School 
too ; and besides the men and boys who were learning— some, aptly 
enough; some, with painful difficulty; some, sluggishly and wearily; 
some, not at all — to read and write and cipher; there were two groups, 
one of shoemakers, and one (in a gallery) of tailors, working with 
great industry and satisfaction. Each was taught and superintended 
by a regular workman engaged for the purpose, who delivered out 
the necessary means and implements. All were employed in mending, 



A SLEEP TO STARTLE US 


,,151 

either their own dilapidated clothes or shoes, or the dilapidated clothes 
or shoes of some of the other pupils. They were of all ages, from 
young boys to old men. They were quiet, and intent upon their work. 
Some of them were almost as unused to it as I should have shown 
myself to be if I had tried my hand, but all were deeply interested and 
profoundly anxious to do it somehow or other. They presented a very 
remarkable instance of the general desire there is, after all, even in 
the vagabond breast, to know something useful. One shock-headed 
man when he had mended his own scrap of a coat, drew it on with 
such an air of satisfaction, and put himself to so much inconvenience 
to look at the elbow he had darned, that I thought a new coat (and 
the mind could not imagine a period when that coat of his was new I) 
would not have pleased him better. In the other part of the School, 
where each class was partitioned off by screens adjusted like the boxes 
in a coffee-room, was some very good writing, and some singing of 
the multiplication table— the latter, on a principle much too juvenile 
and innocent for some of the singers. There was also a ciphering- 
class, where a young pupil teacher out of the streets, who refreshed 
himself by spitting every half-minute, had written a legible sum in 
compound addition, on a broken slate, and was walking backward 
and forward before it, as he worked it, for the instruction of his class, 
in this way : 

Now then! Look here, all on you! Seven and five, how many? 

(in no particular clothes). Twelve! 

Pupil Teacher. Twelve — and eight? 

Dull Young' Man (with water on the brain). Forty-^five! 

Sharp Boy. Twenty! 

Pupil Teacher. Twenty. You’re right. And nine? 

Dull Young Man (after great consideration). Twenty-nine ! 

Pupil Teacher. Twenty-nine it is. And nine? 

PecMess Guesser. Seventy-four! 

Pupil Teacher (drawing nine strokes). How can that be? Here’s 
nine on ’em! Look! Twenty-nine, and one’s thirty, and one’s thirty- 
one, and one’s thirty-two, and one’s thirty-three, and one’s thirty-four, 
and one’s thirty-five, and one’s thirty-six, and one’s thirty-seven, and 
one’s what? 

Reckless Guesser. Four-and-two-pence farden ! 

Dull Young Man (who has been absorbed in the demonstration). 
Thirt3^-eight ! 

Pupil Teacher (restraining sharp boy’s ardour). Of course it is! 
Thirty- eight pence. There they are! (writing 38 in slate-corner). 
Now what do you make of thirty-eight pence? Thirty-eight pence, 
how much? (Dull young man slowly considers and gives it up, 
under a week). How much, you? (to sleepy boy, who stares and 
says nothing). How much, ;»/<?«? 

Yhree-and-twopence ! 

Pupil Teacher. Three-and-twopence. How do I • put down three 
and-twopence? 



HOUSEHOLD WORDS 


152 

Sharp Boy, You puts down the two, and you carries the three. 

Pupil Teacher, Very good. Where do I carry the three? 

Peckless Guesser, T’other side the slate I 

Sharp Boy, You carries him to the next column on the left hand, 
and adds him on! 

Pupil Teacher, And adds him on! and eight and three’s eleven, and 
eight’s nineteen, and seven’s what? 

-And so on. 

The best and most spirited teacher was a young man, himself 
reclaimed through the agency of this School from the lowest depths 
of misery and debasement, whom the Committee were about to send 
out to Australia. He appeared quite to deserve the interest they took 
in him, and his appearance and manner were a strong testimony to 
the merits of the establishment. 

All this was not the Dormitory, but it was the preparation for it 
No man or boy is admitted to the Dormitory, unless he is a regular 
attendant at the school, and unless he has been in the school two 
hours before the time of opening the Dormitory. If there be reason 
to suppose that he can get any work to do and will not do it, he is 
admitted no more, and his place is assigned to some other candidate 
for the nightly refuge: of whom there are always plenty. There is 
very little to tempt the idle and profligate. A scanty supper and a 
scanty breakfast, each of six ounces of bread and nothing else (this 
quantity is less than the present penny-loaf), would scarcely be regarded 
by Mr. Chadwick himself as a festive or uproarious entertainment 

I found the Dormitory below the School: with its bare walls and 
rafters, and bare floor, the building looked rather like an extensive 
coach-house, well lighted with gas. A wooden gallery had been 
recently erected on three sides of it; and, abutting from the centre 
of the wall on the fourth side, was a kind of glazed meat-safe, acces- 
sible by a ladder; in which the presiding officer is posted every night, 
and all night. In the centre of the room, which was very cool, and 
perfectly sweet, stood a small fixed stove; on two sides, there were 
windows; on all sides, simple means of admitting fresh air, and 
releasing foul air. The ventilation of the place, devised by Doctor 
Arnott, and particularly the expedient for relieving the sleepers in the 
galleries from receiving the breath of the sleepers below, is a wonder 
of simplicity, cheapness, efficiency, and practical good sense. If it had 
cost five or ten thousand pounds, it would have bean famous. 

The whole floor of the building, with the exception of a few narrow 
pathways, was partitioned off into wooden troughs, or shallow boxes 
without lids— not unlike the fittings in the shop of a dealer in corn 
and flour, and seeds. The galleries were parcelled out in the same 
way. Some of these berths were very short— for boys; some, longer— 
for men. The largest were of very contracted limits; all were com- 
posed of the bare boards; each was furnished only with one coarse 
rug, roiled up. In the brick pathways were iron gratings communi- 
cating with trapped drains, enabling the entire surface of these sleep- 
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ing’-places to be soused and flooded with water every morning’. The 
floor of the galleries was cased with zinc, and fitted with gutters and 
escape-pipes, for the same reason. A supply of water, both for drink- 
ing and for washing, and some tin vessels for either purpose, were 
at hand. A little shed, used by one of the industrial classes, for the 
chopping up of firewood, did not occupy the whole of the spare space 
in that corner ; and the remainder was devoted to some excellent baths, 
available also as washing troughs, in order that those who have any 
rags of linen may clean them once a-week. In aid of this object, 
a drying-closet, charged with hot-air, was about to be erected in the 
wood-chopping shed. All these appliances were constructed in the 
simplest manner, with the commonest means, in the narrowest space, 
at the lowest cost ; but were perfectly adapted to their respective pur- 
poses. 

I had scarcely made the round of the Dormitory, and looked at all 
these things, when a moving of feet overhead announced that the 
School was breaking up for the night. It was succeeded by profound 
silence, and then by a hymn, sung in a subdued tone, and in very good 
time and tune, by the learners we had lately seen. Separated from 
their miserable bodies, the effect of their voices, united in this strain, 
was infinitely solemn. It was as if their souls were singing — as if 
the outward differences that parted us had fallen away, and the time 
was come when all the perverted good that was in them, or that ever 
might have been in them, arose imploringly to Heaven, 

The baker who had brought the bread, and who leaned against a 
pillar while the singing was in progress, meditating in his way, what- 
ever his way was, now shouldered his basket and retired. The two 
half-starved attendants (rewarded with a double portion for their pains) 
heaped the six-ounce loaves into other baskets, and made ready to 
distribute them. The night-officer arrived, mounted to his meat-safe, 
unlocked it, hung up his hat, and prepared to spend the evening. 
I found him to be a very respectable-looking person in black, with 
a wife and family; engaged in an office all day, and passing his 
spare time here, from half-past nine every night to six every morning, 
for a pound a-week. He had carried the post against two hundred 
competitors. 

The door was now opened, and the men and boys who were to pass 
that night in the Dormitory, in number one hundred and sixty-seven 
(including a man for whom there was no trough, but who was allowed 
to rest in the seat by the stove, once occupied by the night-officer 
before the meat-safe was), came in. They passed to their different 
sleeping-places, quietly and in good order. Every one sat down in 
his own crib, where he became presented in a curiously foreshortened 
manner; and those who had shoes took them off, and placed them 
in the adjoining path. There were, in the assembly, thieves, cadgers, 
trampers, vagrants, common outcasts of all sorts. In casual wards 
and many other Refuges, they would have been very difficult fo deal 
with; but they were restrained here by the law of kindness, and had 
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long since arrived at the knowledge that those who gave them that 
shelter could have no possible inducement save to do them good. 
Neighbours spoke little together— they were almost as uncompanion- 
able as mad people — but everybody took his small loaf when the 
baskets went round, with a thankfulness more or less cheerful, and 
immediately ate it up. 

There was some excitement in consequence of one man being miss- 
ing; “the lame old man”. Everybody had seen the lame old man 
up-stairs asleep, but he had unaccountably disappeared. What he 
had been doing with himself was a mystery, but, when the inquiry 
was at its height, he came shuffling and tumbling in, w'ith his palsied 
head hanging on his breast — -an emaciated drunkard, once a com- 
positor, dying of starvation and decay. He was so near death, that 
he could not be kept there, lest he should die in the night; and, while 
it was under deliberation what to do with him, and while his dull lips 
tried to shape out answers to what was said to him, he was held 
up by two men. Beside this wreck, but all unconnected with it and 
with the whole world, was an orphan boy wdth burning cheeks and 
great gaunt eager eyes, who was in pressing peril of death too, and 
who had no possession under the broad sky but a bottle of physic find 
a scrap of writing. He brought both from the house-surgeon of a 
Hospital that was too full to admit him, and stood, giddily staggering 
in one of the little pathways, while the Chief Samaritan read, in hasty 
characters underlined, how momentous his necessities were. He held 
the bottle of physic in his claw of a hand, and stood, apparently un- 
conscious of it, staggering, and staring with his bright glazed eyes; 
a creature, surely, as forlorn and desolate as Mother Earth can have 
supported on her breast that night. He was gently taken away, along 
with the dying man, to the workhouse; and he passed into the dark- 
ness with his physic-bottle as if he were going into his grave. 

The bread eaten to the last crumb; and some drinking of water and 
washing in water having taken place, with very little stir or noise 
indeed; preparations were made for passing the night Some, took 
off their rags of smock frocks; some, their rags of coats or jackets, 
and spread them out within their narrow bounds for beds: design- 
ing to lie upon them, and use their rugs as a covering. Some, sat 
up, pondering, on the edges of their troughs; others, who were very 
tired, rested their unkempt heads upon their hands and their elbows 
on their knees, and dozed. When there were no more who desired 
to drink or wash, and all were in their places, the night offlcer, 
standing below the meat-safe, read a short evening service, includ- 
ing perhaps as inappropriate a prayer as could possibly be read (as 
though the Lord’s Prayer stood in need of it by way of Rider), and 
a portion of a chapter from the New Testament. Then, they all sang 
the Evening Hymn, and then they all lay down to sleep. 

^ It was an awful thing, looking round upon those one hundred and 
sixty-seven representatives of many thousands, to reflect that a Govern- 
ment, unable, with the least regard to truth, to plead ignorance of the 
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existence of such a place, should proceed as if the sleepers never were 
to wake again, I do not hesitate to say — why should I, for I know it 
to be true!— that an annual suni of money, contemptible in amount as 
compared with any charges upon any list, freely granted in behalf of 
these Schools, and shackled with no preposterous Red Tape conditions, 
would relieve the prisons, diminish county rates, clear loads of shame 
and guilt out of the streets, recruit the army and navy, waft to new 
countries, Fleets full of useful labour, for which their inhabitants 
would be thankful and beholden to us. It is no depreciation of the 
devoted people whom I found presiding here, to add, that with such 
assistance as a trained knowledge of the business of instruction, and 
a sound system adjusted to the peculiar difficulties and conditions of 
this sphere of action, their usefulness could be increased fifty-fold in a 
few months. 

My Lords and Gentlemen, can you, at the present time, consider 
this at last, and agree to do some little easy thing! Dearly beloved 
brethren elsewhere, do you know that between Gorham controversies, 
and Pusey controversies, and Newman controversies, and twenty other 
edifying controversies, a certain large class of minds in the community 
is gradually being driven out of all religion? Would it be well, do 
you think, to come out of the controversies for a little while, and 
be simply Apostolic thus low down! 
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THE FINE ARTS IN AUSTRALIA 


There is a picture now lodged at the Amateur Gallery, 121 Pall Mall, 
which, apart from its own merits, is rendered interesting by being the 
first large picture ever painted, or (by many people) ever seen, in Aus- 
tralia. 

It is an illustration of the Scripture, “Suffer little children to come 
unto me”. The painter is Mr. Marshall Claxton. It was produced 
under the following circumstances. 

In the summer of the year 1850, a munificent lady residing in 
London, and distinguished everywhere for her gentle generosity and 
goodness, commissioned Mr. Claxton to paint this picture for the 
interior decoration of an Infant School. Mr. Claxton was then on the 
eve of emigrating to Sydney. If he might only consider the subject 
on the voyage, he said, and paint it in the land of his adoption, what a 
pride he would have in showing it to his new countrymen, and what a 
testimony it would be to them that he was not slighted in Old Eng- 
landl The commission was^ freely entrusted to him to be so dealt 
wim j and away he sailed, light of heart and strong of purpose. 

How he studied it, and sketched it, month after month, during' the 
long voyage; and how he found it a companion in whom there was 
always something new to be discovered, and of whom he never tired- 
needs not to be told. But when he came to Sydney, he could find no 
house suited to his requirements, with a room large enough to paint 
the picture in. So, he asked the Committee of the Sydney College 
for the loan of that building ; and, it being handsomely conceded, 
went to work there. ^ ’ 


It may be questioned whether any Australian models had ever sat 
before, to painting man. At all events, models or not models, the 
general population of Sydney became so excited about this picture, 
and were so eager to see it in every stage of its progress, that seven 
thousand persons, first and last, dropped in to look at it. And such an 
object was as new to many of them, as the travelling elephant was 
to the young men on the banks of the Mississippi, when he made a 
pilgrimage a while ago ”, with his caravan, to those far-off regions. 
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Thus, the Picture was imagined, painted, and sent home. Thus, it 
IS, at the present writing, lodged in Pall Mall— the dawn perhaps of 
the longest day for the fine arts, as for all the arts of life, that ever 
rose upon the world. As the bright eyes of the children in the Infant 
School will often, in these times, rest upon it with the awe and wonder 
of its having come so far over the deep sea; so, perhaps, Mr. Macaulay’s 
traveller, standing, in a distant age, upon the ruins of an old cathedral 
once called St. Paul’s, in the midst of a desert once called London, will 
look about him with similar emotions for any broken stones that may 
possibly be traces of the School, said in the Australian nursery-legend 
to have contained the first important picture painted in that ancient 
country. 



BETTING-SHOPS 


In one sporting newspaper for Sunday, June the fourteenth, there are 
nine-and-twenty advertisements from Prophets, who have wonderful 
mtormation to give— for a consideration ranging from one pound one, 
to two-aM-sixpence— concerning every “event” that is to come off 
upon the Turf. _Each of these Prophets has an unrivalled and unchal- 
lengeable Tip , founded on amazing intelligence communicated to 
him_ by illustnous unknowns (traitors of course, but that is nobody’s 
business) in all the racing stables. Each, is perfectly clear that his 
enlightened patrons and correspondents must win; and each, begs to 
1 -f worW against relying on the other. They are 

all philanthropists. One Sage announces “that when he casts his 
practised eye on the broad surface of struggling society, and witnesses 
tile slow and enduring perseverance of some, and the infatuous rush of 
the_ many who are grappling with a cloud, he is led with more intense 
desire tojiold up the lamp of light to all”. He is also much afflicted, 
because not a day passes, without his witnessing the public squan- 
dering away their money on worthless rubbish”. Another, heralds 
his re-appearance among the lesser stars of the firmament with the 
announcement, “Again the Conquering Prophet comes 1” Another 
moralist intermingles with his “Pick”, and “Tip”, the great Chris- 
tian precept of the New Testament. Another, confesses^ to a small 
mcent mistake which has made it “a disastrous meeting for us” 
but considers that excuses are unnecessary (after making them), for’ 
surely, after the unprecedented success of the proofs he has latelv 
afforded of his capabilities in fishing out the most carefully-hidden tur^ 
secrets, he may readily be excused one blunder”. All the Proohets 
rnd^nn? ^ *«anner, as receiving their inspiration on horseLck, 
and noting It down, hot and hot, in the saddle, for the enlightenment 
of mankind and the restoration of the golden age. 

ofIumrn“HT^l‘"® ^ melancholy index to the round numbers 

of human donkeys, who are everywhere browsing about. And it is 
worthy of remark that the great mass of disciplet were, atfflrst un! 
doubtedly to be found among those fast young gentlemen, who are 

in bv ShXsn?^ knowing that they are not by any means to be taken 
in by Shakespeare, or any sentimental gammon of that sort To us 

Stfflg Boot'ofT’?: t.y L whof; 

g OOK of Prophets, is one of the most ludicrous pictures the 
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mind can imagine; while there is a just and pleasant retribution an 
it which would awaken in us anything but animosity towards the 
Prophets, if the mischief ended here. 

But, the mischief has the drawback that it does not end here. When 
there are so many Picks and Tips to be had, which will, of a surety, 
pick and tip their happy owners into the lap of Fortune, it becomes the 
duty of every butcher’s boy and errand lad who is sensible of what is 
due to himself, immediately to secure a Pick and Tip of the cheaper 
sort, and to go in and wim Having purchased the talisman from the 
Conquering Prophet, it is necessary that the noble sportsman sliould 
have a handy place provided for him, where lists of the running horses 
and of the latest state of the odds, are kept, and where he can lay out 
his money (or somebody else’s) on the happy animals at whom the 
Prophetic eye has cast a knowing wink. Presto! Betting - shops 
spring up in every street! There is a demand at all the brokers’ 
shops for old, iiy-blown, coloured prints of race-horses, and for any 
odd folio volumes that have the appearance of Ledgers. Two such 
prints in any shop-window, and one such book on any shop-counter, 
will make a complete Betting-office, bank, and all. 

The Betting -shop may be a Tobacconist’s, thus suddenly trans- 
formed; or it may be nothing but a Betting-sbop. It may hi* gol up 
cheaply, for the purposes of Pick and Tip investment, by tlie nanoval 
of the legitimate counter, and the erection of an official partition and 
desk in one corner; or, it may be wealthy in mahogany fittings, Fnmch 
polish, and office furniture. The presiding officer, in an advanced stage 
of shabbiness, may be accidentally beheld through the little window 
— wffience from the inner mysteries of the Temple, he surveys tht‘ 
devotees before entering on business— drinking gin with an a<lmiring 
client; or he may be a serenely condescending gentleman of (Jovern- 
ment Office appearance, who keeps the books of the establishment 
with his glass in his eye. The Institution may stoop to la^ts of singles 
shillings, or may reject lower ventures than half-crowns, or may draw 
the line of demarcation between itself and the snobs at five shill ings, 
or seven -and- sixpence, or half- a -sovereign, or even (hut vinj rarely 
indeed), at a pound. Its note of the little transaction may a mista*- 
able scrap of limp pasteboard with a wretchedly printed form, worse 
filled up; or, it may be a genteelly tinted card, addressed **To the 
Cashier of the Aristocratic Club”, and authorising that important 
officer to pay the bearer two pounds fifteen shillings, if (meenhorn 
wins the Fortunatus’s Cup; and to be very particular to pay it the 
day after the race. But, whatever the Betting-shop be, it has only to 
be somewhere — anywhere, so people pawSs and repass — and the rapid 
youth of England, with its slang intelligence perpetually broad awake 
and its weather eye continually open, will walk in and deliver up its 
money, like the helpless Innocent that it is. 

Pleased to the last, it thinks its wager won, 

And licks the hand by which it 's surely Done I 
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We cannot represent the head quarters of Household Words as 
being situated peculiarly , in the midst of these establishments, for, 
they pervade the whole of London and its suburbs. But, our neigh- 
bourhood yields an abundant crop of Betting-shops, and we have not 
to go far to know something about them. Passing, the other day, 
through a dirty thoroughfares much frequented, near Drury Lane 
Theatre, we found that a new Betting-shop had suddenly been added 
to the number under the auspices of Mr. Cheerful. 

Mr. Cheerful’s small establishment was so very like that of the 
apothecary in Romeo and Juliet, unfurnished, and hastily adapted to 
the requirements of secure and profitable investment, that it attracted 
our particular notice. It burst into bloom, too, so very shortly before 
the Ascot Meeting, that we had our suspicions concerning the possi- 
bility of Mr. Cheerful having devised the ingenious speculation of 
getting what money he could, up to the day of the race, and then— 
if we may be allowed the harsh expression— bolting. We had no 
doubt that investments would be made with Mr, Cheerful, notwith- 
standing the very unpromising appearance of his establishment ; for, 
even as we were considering its exterior from the opposite side of the 
way (it may have been opened that very morning), we saw two news- 
boys, an incipient baker, a cleric;, and a young butcher, go in, and 
transact business with Mr- Cheerful in a most confiding manner. 

We resolved to lay a bet with Mr, Cheerful, and see what came of it. 
So, we stepped across the road into Mr. CheerfuFs Betting-shop, and, 
having glanced at the lists hanging up therein, while another noble 
sportsman (a boy with a blue bag) laid another bet with Mr. Cheerful, 
we expressed our desire to back Tophana for the Western Handicap, to 
the spirited amount of half-a-crown. In making this advance to Mr. 
Cheerful, we looked as knowing on the subject, both of Tophana and 
the Western Handicap, as it was in us to do: though, to confess 
the humiliating truth, we neither had, nor have, the least idea in 
connexion with those proper names, otherwise than as we suppose 
Tophana to be a horse, and the Western Handicap an aggregate of 
stakes. It being Mr. CheerfuFs business to be grave and ask no 
questions, he accepted our wager, booked it, and handed us over his 
railed desk the dirty scrap of pasteboard, in right of which we were 
to claim— the day after the race ; we were to be very particular about 
that — seven-and-sixpence sterling, if Tophana won. Some demon 
whispering us that here was an opportunity of discovering whether 
Mr. Cheerful had a good bank of silver in the cash-box, we handed 
in a sovereign. Mr. CheerfuFs head immediately slipped down behind 
the partition, investigating imaginary drawers; and Mr, CheerfuFs 
voice was presently heard to remark, in a stifled manner, that all 
the silver had been changed for gold that morning. After which, 
Mr, Cheerful reappeared in the twinkling of an eye, called in from a 
parlour the sharpest small boy ever beheld by human vision, and 
dispatched him for change. We remarked to Mr. Cheerful that if 
iie would obligingly produce half- a -sovereign (having so much gold 
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by him) we would increase our bet, and save him trouble. But, Mr. 
Cheerful, sliding down behind the partition again, answered that the 
boy was gone, now— trust him for that; he had vanished the instant he 
was spoken to— and it was no trouble at all. Therefore, we remained 
until the boy came back, in the society ot Mr. Cheerful, and of an 
inscrutable woman who stared out resolutely into the street, and was 
probably Mrs. Cheerful When the boy returned, we thought we once 
saw him faintly twitch his nose while we received our change, as if he 
exulted over a victim; but, he was so miraculously sharp, that it was 
impossible to be certain. 

The day after the race, arriving, we returned with our document 
to Mr. Cheerfurs establishment, and found it in great confusion. It 
was filled by a crowd of boys, mostly greasy, dirty, and dissipated; and 
all clamouring for Mr. Cheerful. Occupying Mr. Cheerful’s place, was 
the miraculous boy; all alone, and unsupported, but not at all discon- 
certed. Mr. Cheerful, he said, had gone out on ‘Hickler bizniz” at ten 
o’clock in the morning, and wouldn’t be back till late at night. Mrs. 
Cheerful was gone out of town for her health, till the winter. Would 
Mr. Cheerful be back to-morrow? cried the crowd. “He won’t be 
to-morrow,” said the miraculous boy. “Coz it’s Sunday, and 
he always goes to church, a’ Sunday.” At this, even the losers laughed, 
“Will he be here a’ Monday, then?” asked a desperate young green- 
grocer. “A’ Monday?” said the miracle, reflecting. “No, I don’t 
think he’ll be here, a’ Monday, coz he’s going to a sale a’ Monday.” At 
this, some of the boys taunted the unmoved miracle with meaning “ a 
sell instead of a sale”, and others swarmed over the whole place, and 
some laughed, and some swore, and one errand boy, discovering the 
book— the only thing Mr. Cheerful had left behind him— declared it 
to be a “stunning good ’un”. We took the liberty of looking over 
it, and found it so. Mr. Cheerful had received about seventeen pounds, 
and, even if he had paid his losses, would have made a profit of between 
eleven and twelve pounds. It is scarcely necessary to add that Mr. 
Cheerful has been so long detained at the sale, that he has never come 
back. The last time we loitered past his late establishment (over which 
is inscribed Boot and Shoe Manufactory), the dusk of evening was 
closing in, and a young gentleman from New Inn was making some 
rather particular enquiries after him of a dim and dusty man who held 
the door a very little way open, and knew nothing about anybody, and 
less than nothing (if possible) about Mr. Cheerful. The handle of the 
lower door-bell was most significantly pulled out to its utmost extent, 
and left so, like an Organ stop in full action. It is to be hoped that 
the poor gull who had so frantically rung for Mr. Cheerful, derived 
some gratification from that expenditure of emphasis. He will never 
get any other, for his money. 

But the public in general are not to be left a prey to such fellows as 
Cheerful. O, dear no! We have better neighbours than that^ in the 
Betting-shop way. Expressly for the correction of such evils, we have 
The Tradesmen’s Moral Associative Betting Club; the Prospectus 
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of which Institution for the benefit of tradesmen (headed in the original, 
with a racing woodcut), we here faithfully present without the altera- 
tion of a word. 

“ The Projectors of the Tradesmen’s Moral Associative Betting Club, 
in announcing an addition to the number of Betting Houses in the 
Metropolis, beg most distinctly to state that they are not actuated by 
a feeling of rivalry towards old established and honourably conducted 
places of a similar nature, but in a spirit of fair competition, ask for 
the support of the public, guaranteeing to them more solid security for 
the investment of their monies, than has hitherto been offered. 

“ The Tradesmen’s Moral Associative Betting Club is really what its 
name imports, viz., an Association of Tradesmen, persons in business, 
who witnessing the robberies hourly inflicted upon the humbler portion 
of the sporting public, by parties bankrupts alike in character and 
property, have come to the conclusion that the establishment of a club 
wherein their fellow-tradesmen, and the speculator of a few shillings, 
may invest their money with assured consciousness of a fair and honour- 
able dealing, will be deemed worthy of public support. 

“ The Directors of this establishment feel that much of the odium 
attached to Betting Houses, (acting to the prejudice of those which 
have striven hard by honourable means to secure public confidence) has 
arisen from the circumstance, that many offices have been fitted up in 
a style of gaudy imitative magnificence, accompanied by an expense, 
which, if defrayed, is obviously out of keeping with the profits of a 
legitimate concern. Whilst, in singular contrast, others have pre- 
sented such a poverty stricken appearance, that it is evident the design 
of the occupant was only to receive money of all^ and terminate in pay- 
ing none. 

“Avoiding these extremes of appearance, and with a determination 
never to be induced to speculate to an extent, that may render it even 
probable that we shall be unable * to pay the day after the race 

“ The business of the club will be carried on at the house ol a highly 
respectable and well-known tradesman, situate in a central locality, 
the existence of an agreement with whom, on the part of the director, 
forms the strongest possible guarantee of our intention to keep faith 
with the public. 

“The market odds will be laid on all events, and every ticket issued 
be signed by the director only, the monies being invested,” &c. &c. 

After this, Tradesmen are quite safe in laying out their money on 
their favourite horses. And their families, like the people in old fire- 
side stories, will no doubt live happy ever afterwards 1 

Now, it is unquestionable that this evil has risen to a great height, 
and that it involves some very serious social considerations. But, with 
all respect for opinions which we do not hold, we think it a mistake to 
cry for legislative interference in such a case. In the first place, we do 
not think it wise to exhibit a legislature which has always cared so 
little for the amusements of the people, in repressive action only. If 
it had been an educational legislature, considerate of the popular 
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enjoyments, and sincerely desirous to advance and extend them during 
as long a period as it has been exactly the reverse, the question might 
assume a different shape ; though, even then, we should greatly doubt 
whether the same notion were not a shifting of the real responsibility. 
In the second place, although it is very edifying to have honourable 
members, and right honourable members, and honourable and learned 
members, and what not, holding forth in their places upon what is 
right, and what is wrong, and what is true, and what is false — among 
the people— we have that audacity in us that we do not admire the 
present Parliamentary standard and balance of such questions; and 
we believe that if those be not scrupulously just. Parliament cannot 
invest itself with much moral authority. Surely the whole country 
knows that certain chivalrous public Prophets have been, for a pretty 
long time past, advertising their Pick and Tip in all directions, point- 
ing out the horse which was to ruin all backers, and swearing by the 
horse which was to make everybody’s fortune! Surely we all know, 
howsoever our political opinions may differ, that more than one of them 

casting his practised eye”, exactly like the Prophet in the sporting 
paper^ on the broad surface of struggling society”, has been possessed 
by the same ‘‘intense desire to hold up the lamp of light to all”, and 
has solemnly known by the lamp of light that Black was the winning 
horse — until his Pick and Tip was purchased ; when he suddenly began 
to think it might be White, or even Brown, or very possibly Grey. 
Surely, we all know, however reluctant we may be to admit it, that 
this laas tainted and confused political honesty ; that the Elections 
before us, and the whole Government of the country, are at present a 
great reckless Betting-shop, where the Prophets have pocketed their 
own predictions after playing fast and loose with their patrons as long 
as they could; and where, casting their practised eyes over things in 
general, they are now backing anything and everything for a chance 
of winning 1 

No. If the legislature took the subject in hand it would make a 
virtuous demonstration, we have no doubt, but it would not present an 
edifying spectacle. Parents and employers must do more for them- 
selves. Every man should know something of the habits and frequent- 
ings of those who are placed under him; and should know much, when 
a new class of temptation thus presents itself. Apprentices are, by the 
terms of their indentures, punishable for gaming ; it would do a world 
of good, to get a few score of that class of noble sportsmen convicted 
before magistrates, and shut up in the House of Correction, to Pick a 
little oakum, and Tip a little gruel into their silly stomachs. Betting 
clerks, and betting servants of all grades, once detected after a grave 
warning, should be firmly dismissed. There are plenty of industrious 
and steady young men to supply their places. The police should receive 
instructions by no means to overlook any gentleman of established bad 
reputation— whether “ wanted” or not— who is to be found connected 
with a Betting-shop* It is our belief that several eminent characters 
sould be so discovered. These precautions; always supposing parents 
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and employers resolute to discharge their own duties instead of vaguely 
delegating them to a legislature they have no reliance on ; would prob- 
ably be sufficient. Some fools who are under no control, will always 
be found wandering away to ruin; but, the greater part of that exten- 
sive department of the commonalty are under some control, and the 
great need is, that it be better exercised* 



TRADING IN DEATH 


Several years have now elapsed since it began to be clear to the com- 
prehension of most rational men, that the English people had fallen 
into a condition much to be regretted, in respect of their Funeral 
customs. A system of barbarous show and expense was found to have 
gradually erected itself above the grave, which, while it could possibly 
do no honour to the memory of the dead, did great dishonour to the 
living, as inducing them to associate the most solemn of human occa- 
sions with unmeaning mummeries, dishonest debt, profuse waste, and 
bad example in an utter oblivion of responsibility. The more the sub- 
ject was examined, and the lower the investigation was carried, the 
more monstrous (as was natural) these usages appeared to be, both 
in themselves and in their consequences. No class of society escaped. 
The competition among the middle classes for superior gentility in 
Funerals— the gentility being estimated by the amount of ghastly folly 
in which the undertaker was permitted to run riot— descended even to 
the very poor: to whom the cost of funeral customs was so ruinous 
and so disproportionate to their means, that they formed Clubs among 
themselves to defray such charges. Many of these Clubs, conducted by 
designing villains who preyed upon the general infirmity, cheated and 
wronged the poor, rnost cruelly ; others, by presenting a new class of 
temptations to the wickedest natures among them, led to a new class 
of mercenary murders, so abominable in their iniquity, that language 
cannot stigmatise them with sufficient severity. That nothing might 
be wanting to complete the general depravity, hollowness, and false- 
hood, of this state of things, the absurd fact came to light, that 
innumerable harpies assumed the titles of furnishers of Funerals, who 
possessed no Funeral furniture whatever, but who formed a long file 
of middlemen between the chief mourner and the real tradesman, and 
who hired out the trappings from one to another— passing them on 
like water-buckets at a fire— every one of them charging his enormous 
percentage on his share of the "'black job”. Add to all this, the 
demonstration, by the simplest and plainest practical science, of the 
terrible consequences to the living, inevitably resulting from the practice 
of burying the dead in the midst of crowded towns ; and the exposition 
of a system of indecent horror, revolting to our nature and disgraceful 
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to our age ^nd nation, arising out of the confined limits of such burial- 
grounds, and the avarice of their proprietors; and the culminating 
point of this gigantic mockery is at last arrived at. 

Out of such almost incredible degradation, saving that the proof of 
it is too easy, we are still very slowly and feebly emerging. There 
are now, we confidently* hope, among the middle classes, many, who 
having made themselves acquainted with these evils through the parlia- 
mentary papers in which they are described, would be moved by n6 
human consideration to perpetuate the old bad example; but who will 
leave it as their solemn injunction on their nearest and dearest sur- 
vivors, that they shall not, in their death, be made the instruments of 
infecting, either the minds or the bodies of their fellow-creatures. 
Among persons of note, such examples have not been wanting. The 
late Dukb of Sussex did a national service when he desired to be laid, 
in the equality of death, in the cemetery of Kensal Green, and not 
with the pageantry of a State Funeral in the Royal vault at Windsor. 
Sir Robert Peel requested to be buried at Drayton. The late Queen 
Dowager left a pattern to every rank in these touching and admirable 
words. I die in all humility, knowing well that we are all alike before 
the Throne of God ; and I request, therefore, that my mortal remains 
be conveyed to the grave without any pomp or state. They are to be 
removed to St. George’s Chapel, Windsor, whei"e I request to have as 
private and quiet a funeral as possible. I particular^ desire not to be 
laid out in state. I die in peace and wish to be carried to the tomb in 
peace, and free from the vanities and pomp of this world. I request 
not to be dissected or embalmed, and desire to give as little trouble as 
possible.” 

With such precedents and such facts fresh in the general knowledge, 
and at this transition-time in so serious a chapter of our social history, 
the obsolete custom of a State Funeral has been revived, in miscalled 
** honour” of the late Duke of Wellington. To whose glorious memory 
be all true honour while England lasts ! 

We earnestly submit to our readers that there is, and that there can 
be, no kind of honour in such a revival ; that the more truly great the 
man, the more truly little the ceremony; and that it has been, from first 
to last, a pernicious instance and encouragement of the demoralising 
practice of trading in Death. 

It is within the knowledge of the whole public, of all diversities of 
political opinion, whether or no any of the Powers that be, have traded 
in this Death — have saved it up, and petted it, and made the most of it, 
and reluctantly let it go. On that aspect of the question we offer no 
further remark. 

But, of the general trading spirit which, in its inherent emptiness 
and want of consistency and reality, the long-deferred State Funeral 
has appropriately awakened, we will proceed to furnish a few in- 
stances all faithfully copied from the advertising columns of The 
Times. 

First, of seats and refreshments. Passing over that desirable first- 
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floor where a party could be accommodated with ^‘the use of a piano ”* 
and merely glancing at the decorous daily announcement of “The 
Duke of Wellington Funeral Wine”, which was in such high demand 
that immediate orders were necessary; and also “The Duke of Wel- 
lington Funeral Cake”, which “delicious article” could only be had 
of such a baker; and likewise “The Funeral Life Preserver”, which 
could only be had of such a tailor; and further “ the celebrated lemon 
Biscuits”, at one and fourpence per pound, which were considered by 
the manufacturer as the only infallible assuagers of the national grief; 
let us pass in review some dozen of the more eligible opportunities the 
public had of profiting by the occasion. 

L UDGATE hill. — T he fittings and arrangements for viewing this grand 
and solemnly imposing procession are now completed at this establish- 
ment, and those who are desirous of obtaining a fine and extensive view, 
combined with every personal convenience and comfort, will do well to make 
immediate inspection of the SEATS now remaining on hand. 

F uneral, including Beds the night previous.-— To be LET, a SECOND 
FLOOR, of three rooms, two windows, having a good view of the pro- 
cession. Terms, including refreshment, 10 guineas. Single places, including 
bed and breakfast, from 15^. 

T he DUKE’S FUNERAL.—A first-rate VIEW for 15 persons, also 
good clean beds and a sitting-room on reasonable terms. 

S EATS and WINDOWS to be LET, in the best part of the Strand, a few 
doors from Coutts’s banking-house. First floor windows, each; 
second floor, 10s. each; third floor, £^f los, each; two plate-glass shop 
windows, £'j each. 

S eats to view the duke of Wellington’s funeral.— B est 

position of all the route, no obstruction to the view. Apply Old Bailey. 
N.B. From the above position you can nearly see to St. Paul’s and to 
Temple-bar. 

F uneral of the Late duke of Wellington.— T o be let, a 

SECOND FLOOR, two windows, firing and every convenience. 
Terms moderate for a party. Also a few seats in front, one guinea each. 
Commanding a view from Piccadilly to Pall-mall. 

F uneral of the duke of Wellington.— T he first and 

SECOND FLOORS to be LET, either by the room or window, suited 
to gentlemen’s families, for whom every comfort and accommodation will be 
provided, and commanding the very best view of this imposing spectacle. 
The ground floor is also fitted up with commodious seats, ranging in price 
from one guinea. Apply on the premises, 

T he DUKE’S FUNERAL. — Terms very moderate. — TWO FIRST 
FLOOR ROOMS, with balcony and private entrance out of the 
Strand. The larger room capable of holding 15 persons. The small room 
to be let for eight guineas. 
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T he DUKE’S FUNERAL.--TO be LET, a SHOP WINDOW, with 
seats erected for about 30, for 25 guineas. Also a Furnished First 
Floor, with two large windows. One of the best views in the whole range 
from Temple-bar to St. Paul’s. Price 35 guineas. A few single seats one 
guinea each. 

T he funeral procession of the DUKE of WELLINGTON.— 

Cockspur-street, Charing-cross, decidedly the best position in the whole 
route, a few SEATS still DISENGAGED, which will be offered at reason- 
able prices. An early application is requisite, as they are fast filling up. 
Also a few places on the roof. A most excellent view. 

F uneral of the Late duke of Wellington.— To be let, in the 

best part of the Strand, a SECOND FLOOR, for ;£io; a Third Floor, 
105 ., containing two windows in each; front seats in shop, at one guinea.* 

T he DUKE’S FUNERAL. — ^To be LET, for 25 guineas to a genteel 
family, in one of the most commanding situations in the line of route, 
a FIRST FLOOR, with safe balcony, and ante-room. Will accommodate 
20 persons, with an uninterrupted and extensive view for all. For a family 
of less number a reduction will be made. Every accommodation will be 
afforded. 

But above all let us not forget the 

N otice to clergymen.— T. C. Fleet-street, has reserved for 

clergymen exclusively, 7 ipo?i condiiion only that they appear in their 
surplices, FOUR FRONT SEATS, at each; four second tier, at 155. 
each; four third tier, at 125. 6c?.; four fourth tier, at 105.; four fifth tier, at 
75. 6c?.; and four sixth tier, at 55, All the other seats are respectively 405., 

305., 205., 155., 105. 

The anxiety of this enterprising tradesman to get up a reverend 
tableau in his shop-window of four-and-twenty clergymen all on six 
rows, is particularly commendable, and appears to us to shed a re- 
markable grace on the solemnity. 

These few specimens are collected at random from scores upon scores 
of such advertisements, mingled with descriptions of non-existent 
ranges of view, and with invitations to a few agreeable gentlemen 
who are wanted to complete a little assembly of kindred souls, who 
have laid in abundance of '' refreshments, wines, spirits, provisions, 
fruit, plate, glass, china”, and other light matters too numerous to 
mention, and who keep "good fires”. On looking over them we are 
constantly startled by the words in large capitals, "Wouu> to God 
Night or Blucher were come!” which, referring to a work of art, 
are relieved by a legend setting forth how the lamented hero observed 
of it, "in his characteristic manner, 'Very good; very good indeed*”. 
O Art! You too trading in Death! 

Then, autographs fall into their place in the State Funeral train. 
The sanctity of a seal, or the confidence of a letter, is a meaningless 
phrase that has no place in the vocabulary of the Traders in Death. 
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Stop, trumpets, in the Dead March, and blow to the world how 
characteristic we autographs are! 

W ELLINGTON AUTOGRAPHS.— TWO consecutive LETTERS of 
the DUKE’S (1843) highly characteristic and authentic, with the 
Correspondence, &c. that elicited them, the whole forming quite a literary 
curiosity, for ;£i5. 

W ELLINGTON AUTOGRAPHS.— To be DISPOSED OF, TWO 
AUTOGRAPH LETTERS of the DUKE of WELLINGTON, one 
dated Walmer Castle, 9th October, 1834, ^he other London, 17th May, 1843, 
with their post-marks and seals. 

W ELLINGTON.—THREE original NOTES, averaging 2 J pages each, 
(not lithographs,) seal, and envelopes, to be SOLD. Supposed to be 
the most characteristic of his Grace yet published. The highest sum above 
;£30 for the two, or £20 for the one, which is distinct, will be accepted. 

T O BE DISPOSED OF, by a retired officer, FIVE LETTERS and 
NOTES of the late HERO— three when Sir A. Wellesley. Also a large 
Envelope. All with seals. Apply personally, or by letter. 

T HE DUKE’S LETTERS.— TWO highly interesting LETTERS, 
authentic, and relating to a most amusing and characteristic circum- 
stance, to be SOLD. 

T he duke of WELLINGTON.-AUTOGRAPH letter to a lady, 
with seal and envelope. This is quite in the Duke’s peculiar style, and 

will be parted with for the highest offer. Apply where the letter can 

be seen. 

F M. the DUKE of WELLINGTON.— To be SOLD, by a member of 
• the family, to whom it was written, an ORIGINAL AUTOGRAPH 
LETTER of the late Duke of Wellington, on military affairs, six pages long, 
in the best preservation. Price £30. 

F IELD-MARSHAL the DUKE of WELLINGTON’S AUTOGRAPH— 
A highly characteristic LETTER of the DUKE’S for DISPOSAL, 
wherein he alludes to his living 100 years, date 1847, with envelope. Seal, 
with crest perfect. £10 will be taken. 

D uke of Wellington.— A n autograph letter of the 

DUKE, written immediately after the death of the Duchess in 1831, 
is for SALE; also Two Autograph Envelopes franked and sealed. 

D uke of Wellington.— autograph business letter, 

envelope, seal, post-mark, &c, complete. Style courteous and highly 
characteristic. Will be shown by the party and at the place addressed. 
Price 1 5. 

F ield-marshal the duke of Wellington.— two auto- 
graph LETTERS of His Grace, one written in his 6ist, the other 
in his 72d year, both first-rate specimens of his characteristic graphic style, 
and on an important subject, to be SOLD. Their genuineness can be fully 
proved. 
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T he duke of Wellington— a very curious document, partly 

printed, and the rest written by His Grace to a lady. This is well 
worthy of a place in the cabinet of the curious. There is nothing like it. 
Highest offer will be taken. 

T O be SOLD, SIX AUTOGRAPH LETTERS from F.M. the Duke of 
WELLINGTON, with envelopes and seals, which have been most 
generously given to aid a lady in distressed circumstances. 

T he duke of Wellington.— a lady has in her possession a 
LETTER, written by his Grace on the iSth of June, in the present 
year, and will be happy to DISPOSE OF the same. The letter is rendered 
more valuable by its being written on the last anniversary which his Grace 
was spared to celebrate. The letter bears date from Apsley House, with 
perfect envelope and seal. 

A CLERGYMAN has TWO LETTERS, with Envelopes, addressed to 
him by the late DUKE, and bearing striking testimony to the extent 
of his Grace’s private charities, to be DISPOSED OF at the highest offer 
(for one or both), received by the i8th instant. The offers may be contingent 
on further particulars being satisfactory. 

T he duke of Wellington.— a widow, in deep distress, has in her 
possession an AUTOGRAPH LETTER of his Grace the Duke of 
WELLINGTON, written in 1830, enclosed and directed in an envelope, and 
sealed with his ducal coronet, which she would be happy to PART WITH 
for a trifle. 

V ALUABLE AUTOGRAPH NOTE of the late Duke of WELLING- 
TON, dated March 27, 1850, to be SOLD, for £ 20 ^ by the gentleman 
to whom it was addressed, together with envelope, perfect impression of 
Ducal seal, and Knightsbridge post-mark distinct. The whole in excellent 
preservation. A better specimen of the noble Duke’s handwriting and highly 
characteristic style cannot be seen. 

O NE of the last LETTERS of the DUKE of WELLINGTON for 
DISPOSAL, dated from Walmer Castle within a day or two of his 
death, highly characteristic, with seal and post-marks distinct. This being 
probably the last letter written by the late Duke its interest as a relic must 
be greatly enhanced. The highest offer accepted. May be seen on appli- 
cation. 

T he GREAT DUKE.— A LETTER of the GREAT HERO, dated 
March 27, 1851, to be SOLD. Also a beautiful Letter from Jenny Lind, 
dated June 20, 1852. The highest offer will be accepted. Address with 
offers of price. 

Miss Lind’s autograph would appear to have lingered in the shade 
until the Funeral Train came by, when it modestly stepped into the 
procession and took a conspicuous place. We are in doubt which to 
admire most; the ingenuity of this little stroke of business; or the 
affecting delicacy that sells “ probably the last letter written by the 
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late Duke” before the aged hand that wrote it under some manly sense 
of duty, is yet withered in its grave; or the piety ot that excellent 
clergyman — did he appear in his surplice in the front row of T.C.’s 
shop-window?— who is so anxious to sell ^‘striking testimony to the 
extent of His Grace’s private charities”; or the generosity of that Good 
Samaritan who poured ^ * six letters with envelopes and seals” into the 
wounds of the lady in distressed circumstances. 

Lastly come the relics — precious remembrances worn next to the 
bereaved heart, like Hardy’s miniature of Nelson, and never to be 
wrested from the advertisers but with ready money, 

M emento of the late duke of Wellington,— T o be dis- 
POSED OF, a LOCK of the late illustrious DUKE’S HAIR. Can 
be guaranteed. The highest offer will be accepted. Apply by letter pre- 
paid. 

T he DUKE of WELLINGTON.— A LOCK of HAIR of the late Duke 
of WELLINGTON to be DISPOSED OF, now in the possession of 
a widow lady. Cut off the morning the Queen was crowned. Apply by 
letter, post paid. 

V ALUABLE RELIC of the late DUKE of WELLINGTON.— A lady, 
having in her possession a quantity of the late illustrious DUKE’S 
HAIR, cut in 1841, is willing to PART WITH a portion of the same for 
£ 2 $^ Satisfactory proof will be given of its identity, and of how it came into 
the owner’s possession, on application by letter, prepaid. 

R elic of the duke of Wellington for sale.— T he son of the 

late well-known haircutter to his Grace the late Duke of Wellington, 
at Strathfieldsaye, has a small quantity of HAIR, that his father cut from 
the Duke’s head, which he is willing to DISPOSE OF. Any one desirous 
of possessing such a relic of England’s hero are requested to make their offer 
for the same, by letter. 

R elics of the late duke of Wellington.— F or sale, a waist- 
coat, in good preservation, worn by his Grace some years back, 
which can be well authenticated as such. 

Next, a very choice article — quite unique — the value of which may 
be presumed to be considerably enhanced by the conclusive impossi- 
bility of its being doubted in the least degree by the most suspicious 
mind. 

A MEMENTO of the DUKE of WELLINGTON.— La Mort de Napoleon, 
Ode d’Alexandre Manzoni, avec la Traduction en Franqais, par Edmond 
Angelini, de Venise. — A book, of which the above is the title, was torn up by 
the Duke and thrown by him from the carriage, in which he was riding, as 
he was passing through Kent : the pieces of the book were collected and put 
together by a person who saw the Duke tear it and throw the same away. 
Any person desirous of obtaining the above memento will be communicated 
with. 
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Finally, a literary production of astonishing brilliancy and spirit; 
without which, we are authorised to state, no nobleman’s or gentle™ 
man’s library can be considered complete. 

D uke of Wellington and sir R. peel.— a talented, interesting, 

and valuable WORK, on Political Economy and Free Trade, was pub- 
lished in 1830, and immediately bought up by the above statesmen, except 
one copy, which is now for DISPOSAL. Apply by letter only. 

Here, for the reader’s sake, we terminate our quotations. They 
might easily have been extended through the whole of the present 
number of this Journal. 

We believe that a State Funeral at this time of day— apart from the 
mischievously confusing etfect it has on the general mind, as to the 
necessary union of funeral expense and pomp with funeral respect, and 
the consequent injury it may do to the cause of a great reform most 
necessary for the benefit of all classes of society— is, in itself, so plainly 
a pretence of being what it is not: is so unreal, such a substitution of 
the form for the substance : is so cut and dried, and stale : is such a 
palpably got up theatrical trick; that it puts the dread solemnity of 
death to flight, and encourages these shameless traders in their deal- 
ings on the very coffin-Hd of departed greatness. That private letters 
and other memorials of the great Duke of Wellington would still have 
been advertised and sold, though he had been laid in his grave amid 
the silent respect of the whole country with the simple honours of a 
military commander, we do not doubt; but that, in that case, the 
traders would have been discouraged from holding anything like this 
Public Fair and Great Undertakers’ Jubilee over his remains, we doubt 
as little. It is idle to attempt to connect the frippery of the Lord 
Chamberlain’s Office and the Herald’s College, with the aw^ful pass- 
ing away of that vain shadow in which man walketh and disquieteth 
himself in vain. There is a great gulf set between the two which is 
set there by no mortal hands, and cannot by mortal hands be bridged 
across. Does any one believe that, otherwise^ ‘*the Senate” would 
have been “mourning its hero” (in the likeness of a French Field- 
Marshal) on Tuesday evening, and that the same Senate would have 
been in fits of laughter with Mr. Hume on Wednesday afternoon when 
the same hero was still in question and unbuiied? 

The mechanical exigencies of this journal render it necessary for 
these remarks to be written on the evening of the State FuneraL 
We have already indicated in these pages that we consider the State 
Funeral a mistake, and we hope temperately to leave the question 
here for temperate consideration. It is easy to imagine how it may 
have done much harm, and it is hard to imagine how it can have done 
any good. It is only harder to suppose that it can have afforded a 
grain of satisfaction to the immediate descendants of the great Duke 
of Wellington, or that it can reflect the faintest ray of lustre on so 
bright 8 name. If it were assumed that such a ceremonial was the 
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general desire of the English people, we would reply that that assump- 
tion was founded on a misconception of the popular character, and on 
a low estimate of the general sense; and that the sooner both were 
better appreciated in high places, the better it could not fail to be for 
us all Taking for granted at this writing, what we hope may be 
assumed without any violence to the truth; namely, that the cere- 
monial was in all respects well conducted, and that the English 
people sustained throughout, the high character they have nobly 
earned, to the shame of their silly detractors among their own country- 
men; we must yet express our hope that State Funerals in this land 
went down to their tomb, most fitly, in the tasteless and tawdry Car 
that nodded and shook through the streets of London on the eigh- 
teenth inf November, eighteen hundred and fifty-two. And sure we 
are, with large consideration for opposite opinions, that when History 
shall rescue that very ugly machine — worthy to pass under decorated 
Temple Bar, as decorated Temple Bar was worthy to receive it — from 
the merciful shadows of obscurity, she will reflect with amazement — 
remembering his true, manly, modest, self-contained, and genuine 
character— that the man who, in making it the last monster of its 
race, rendered his last, enduring service to the country he had loved 
and served so faithfully, was Arthur Duke of Wellington. 




WHERE WE STOPPED 
GROWING 


Few people who have been much in the society of children, are likely 
to be ignorant of the sorrowful feeling sometimes awakened in the 
mind by the idea of a favourite child’s growing up This is intelli- 
gible enough. Childhood is usually so beautiful and engaging, that, 
setting aside the many subjects of profound interest which it offers 
to an ordinarily thoughtful observer; and even setting aside, too, the 
natural caprices of strong affection and prepossession; there is a 
mournful shadow of the common lot, in the notion of its changing and 
fading into anything else. The sentiment is unreasoning and vague, 
and does not shape itself into a wish. To consider what the depen- 
dent little creature w^ould do without us, or in the course of how few 
years it would be in as bad a condition as those terrible mimortals upon 
earth, engendered in the gloom of Swift’s wise fancy, is not within 
the range of so fleeting a thought. Neither does the imagination 
then enter into such details as the picturing of childhood come to old 
age, or of old age carried back to childhood, or of the pretty baby boy 
arrived at that perplexing state of immaturity when Mr. Carlyle, in 
mercy to society, would put him under a barrel for six years. The 
regret is transitory, natural to a short-lived creature in a world of 
change, has no hold in the judgment, and so comes and passes away. 

But we, the writer, having been conscious of the sensation the other 
night— for, at this present season most of us are much in childish com- 
pany, and we among the rest— were led to consider whether there were 
any things as to which this individual We actually did stop growing 
when we were a child. We had a fear that the list would he very 
short; but, on writing it out as follows, were glad to find it longer 
than we had expected. 

We have never grown the thousandth part of an inch out of Robinson 
Crusoe. He fits us just as well, and in exactly the same way, as when 
we were among the smallest of the small. We have never grown 
out of his parrot, or his dog, or his fowling-piece, or the horrible old 
staring goat he came upon in the cave, or his rusty money, or his cap, 
or umbrella. There has been no change in the manufiicture of tele- 
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scopes, since that blessed ship*s spy-glass was made, through which, 
lying on his breast at the top of his fortification, with the ladder drawn 
up after him and all made safe, he saw the black figures of those 
Cannibals moving round the fire on the sea-sand, as the monsters 
danced themselves into dh appetite for dinner. We have never grown 
out of Friday, or the excellent old father he was so glad to see, or the 
grave and gentlemanly Spaniard, or the reprobate Will Atkins, or the 
knQwing way in which he and those other mutineers were lured up 
into the Island when they came ashore there, and their boat was stove. 
W^ haCve got no nearer Heaven by the altitude of an atom, in respect 
of thd* tragi-comic bear whom Friday caused to dance upon a tree, or 
the awful array of howling wolves in the dismal weather, who were 
mad t^ make good entertainment of man and beast, and who were 
received with trains of gunpowder laid on fallen trees, and fired by 
the snapping of pistols; and who ran blazing into the forest darkness, 
or were blown up famously. Never sail we, idle, in a little boat, and 
hear the rippling water at the prow, and look upon the land, but we 
know that our boat-growth stopped for ever, when Robinson Crusoe 
sailed round the Island, and, having been nearly lost, was so affec- 
tionately awakened out of his sleep at home again by that immortal 
parrot, great progenitor of all the parrots we have ever known. 

Our growth stopped, when the great Haroun Alraschid spelt his 
name so, and when nobody had ever heard of a Jin. When the 
Sultan of the Indies was a mighty personage, to be approached 
respectfully even on the stage; and when all the dazzling wonders of 
those many nights held far too high a place in the imagination to be 
burlesqued and parodied. When Blue Beard, condescending to come 
out of book at all, came over mountains, to the music of his own 
march, on an elephant, and knew no more of slang than of Sanscrit. 
Our growth stopped, when Don Quixote might have been right after 
all in going about to succour the distressed, and when the priest and 
the barber were no more justified in burning his books than they 
would have been in making a bonfire of our own two bed -room 
shelves. When Gil Bias had a heart, and was, somehow or other, 
not at all worldly that we knew of: and when it was a wonderful 
accident that the end of that interesting story in the Sentimental 
Journey, commencing with the windy night, and the notary, and the 
Pont Neuf, and the hat blown off, was not to be found in our Edition 
though we looked for it a thousand times. 

We have never grown out of the real original roaring giants. We 
have seen modern giants, for various considerations ranging from a 
penny to half-a-crown; but, they have only had a head a-piece, and 
have been merely large men, and not always that. We have never 
outgrown the putting to ourselves of this supposititious case ; Whether, 
if we, with a large company of brothers and sisters, had been put in 
his (by which we mean, of course, in Jack’s) trying situation, we 
should have had at once the courage and the presence of mind to 
take the golden crowns (which it seems they always wore as night- 
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caps) off the heads of the giant’s children as they lay a-bed, and put 
them on our family; thus causing our treacherous host to batter his 
own offspring, and spare us. We have never outgrown a want of 
confidence in ourselves, in this particular* 

There are real people and places that we have never outgrown, 
though they themselves may have passed away long since : which we 
always regard with the eye and mind of childhood. We miss a tea- 
tray shop, for many years at the corner of Bedford Street and King 
Street, Covent Garden, London, where there was a tea-tray in the 
window representing, with an exquisite Art that we have not out- 
grown either, the departure from home for school, at breakfast time, 
of two boys — one boy used to it; the other, not. There was a charm- 
ing mother in a bygone fashion, evidently much affected though trying 
to hide it; and a little sister, bearing, as we remember, a basket of 
fruit for the consolation of the unused brother ; what time the used 
one, receiving advice we opine from his grandmother, drew on his 
glove in a manner we once considered unfeeling, but which we were 
afterwards inclined to hope might be only his brag. There were some 
corded boxes, and faithful servants ; and there was a breakfast-table, 
with accessories (an urn and plate of toast particularly) our admiration 
of which, as perfect illusions, we never have outgrown and never shall 
outgrow. 

We never have outgrown the whole region of Covent Garden. 
We preserve it as a fine, dissipated, insoluble mystery. We believe 
that the gentleman mentioned in Colman’s Broad GriUsS still lives 
in King Street We have a general idea that tlie passages at the 
Old Hunimums lead to groves of gorgeous bed -rooms, eating out 
the whole of the adjacent houses: where Chamberlains who have 
never been in bed themselves for fifty yeai'S, show any country gentle- 
man who rings at the bell, at any hour of the night, to luxurious 
repose in palatial apartments fitted up after the Eastern manner. 
(We have slept there in our time, but that makes no difference.) There 
is a fine secrecy and mystery about the Piazza;— how you get up to 
those rooms above it, and what reckless deeds are done there, (We 
know some of those apartments very well, but that does not signify in 
thfe least.) We have not outgrown the two great Theatres. Ghosts 
of great names are always getting up the most extraordinary panto- 
mimes in them, with scenery and machinery on a tremendous scale. 
We have no doubt that the critics sit in the pit of both houses, every 
night. Even as we write in our common-place office, we behold from 
the window, four young ladies with peculiarly limp bonnets, and of a 
yellow or drab style of beauty, making for the stage-door of the Lyceum 
Theatre, in the dirty little fog-choked street over the way. Grown up 
wisdom whispers that these are beautiful fairies by night, and that 
they will find Fairy Land dirty even to their splashed skirts, and rather 
cold and dull (notwithstanding its mixed gas and daylight), this 
easterly morning. But, we don’t believe it. 

There was a poor demented woman who used to roam about the 
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City, dressed all in black with cheeks staringly painted, and thence 
popularly known as et Notre; whom w-e have never outgrown 

by the height of a grain of mustard seed. The story went that her 
only brother, a Bank-clerk, was left for death for forgery; and that 
she, broken-hearted creature, lost her wits on the morning of his 
execution, and ever afterwards, while her confused dream of life lasted, 
flitted thus among the busy money-changers. A story, alas! all likely 
enough; but, likely or unlikely, true or untrue, never to take other 
shape in our mind. Evermore she wanders, as to our stopped growth, 
among the crowd, and takes her daily loaf out of the shop-window 
of the same charitable baker, and bet ween whiles sits in the old Bank 
office awaiting her brother. “ Is he come yet?” Not yet, poor soul. 
“I will go walk for an hour and come back.” It is then she passes 
our boyish figure in the street, with that strange air of vanity upon 
her, in which the comfortable self-sustainment of sane vanity (God 
help us all!) is wanting, and with her wildly-seeking, never resting, 
eyes. So she returns to his old Bank office, asking “Is he come 
yet?” Not yet, poor soul! So she goes home, leaving word that 
indeed she wonders he has been away from her so long, and that 
he must come to her however late at night he may arrive. He will 
come to thee, O stricken sister, with thy best friend — ^foe to the pros- 
perous and happy — not to such as thou! 

Another very different person who stopped our growth, we associate 
with Berners Street, Oxford Street; whether she was constantly on 
parade in that street only, or was ever to be seen elsewhere, we are 
unable to say. The White Woman is her name. She is dressed 
entirely in white, with a ghastly white plaiting round her head and 
face, inside her white bonnet She even carries (we hope) a white 
umbrella. With white boots, we know she picks her way through 
the winter dirt. She is a conceited old creature, cold and formal 
in manner, and evidently went simpering mad on personal grounds 
alone — no doubt because a wealthy Quaker wouldn’t marry her. This 
is her bridal dress. She is always walking up here, on her way to 
church to marry the false Quaker. We observe in her mincing step 
and fishy eye that she intends to lead him a sharp life. We stopped 
growing when we got at the conclusion that the Quaker had had 
a happy escape of the White Woman. 

We have never outgrown the rugged walls of Newgate, or any 
other prison on the outside. All within, is still the same blank of 
remorse and misery. We have never outgrown Baron Trenck. Among 
foreign fortifications, trenches, counterscarps, bastions, sentries, and 
what not, we always have him, filing at his chains down in some 
arched darkness far below, or taming the spiders to keep him com- 
pany. We have never outgrowif the wicked old Bastille. Here, in 
our mind at this present childish moment, is a distinct groundplan 
(wholly imaginative and resting on no sort of authority), of a maze 
of low vaulted passages with small black doors; and here, inside of 
this remote door on the left, where the black cobwebs hang like a 
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vail from the arch, and the jailer’s lamp will scarcely burn, was shut 
up, in black silence through so many years, that old man of the 
affecting anecdote, who was at last set free. But, who brought his 
white face, and his white hair, and his phantom figure, back again, 
to tell them what they had made him— how he had no wife, no child, 
no friend, no recognition of the light and air — and prayed to be shut 
up in his old dungeon till he died. 

We received our earliest and most enduring impressions among 
barracks and soldiers, and ships and sailors. We have outgrown no 
story of voyage and travel, no love of adventure, no ardent interest in 
voyagers and travellers. We have outgrown no country inn — road- 
side, in the market-place, or on a solitary heath; no country land- 
scape, no windy hill side, no old manor-house, no haunted place of 
any degree, not a drop in the sounding sea. Though we are equal 
(on strong provocation) to the Lancers, and may be heard of in the 
Polka, we have not outgrown Sir Roger de Coverley, or any country 
dance in the music-book. We hope we have not outgrown the capa- 
city of being easily pleased with what is meant to please us, or the 
simple folly of being gay upon occasion without the least regard to 
being grand. 

Right thankful we are to have stopped in our growth at so many 
points—for each of these has a train of its own belonging to it — and 
particularly with the Old Year going out and the New Year coming 
in. Let none of us be ashamed to feel this gratitude. If we can only 
preserve ourselves from growing up, we shall never grow old, and 
the young may love us to the last. Not to be too wise-, not to be too 
stately, not to be too rough with innocent hincies, or to treat them 
with too much lightness — which is as bad— are points to be remem- 
bered that may do us all good in our years to coma And the good 
they do us, may even stretch forth into the vast expanse beyond those 
years; for, this is the spirit inculcated by One on whose knees children 
sat confidingly, and from whom all our years dated. 
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THE GHOST OF THE COCK LANE GHOST 
WRONG AGAIN 


The exhibitor of the spirit-rapping at the small charge of one guinea 
per head, or five guineas for a party of ten; the Mr. Stone who ^‘begs 
leave to inform the nobility and gentry that he has just returned from 
the United States, accompanied by Mrs, M. B. Hayden, for the pur- 
pose of Demonstrating the wonderful Phenomena known in that 
country as Spiritual Manifestations, and which have created the most 
intense excitement among all classes of society,”— as described at 
page 217 of our present volume^— has been exhibiting Electro-Biology 
in London to certain dismal little audiences; and has attempted to 
enliven the very dreary performances by pressing the name of Mr. 
Charles Dickens into his service, and delivering himself of accounts 
of a personal interview held by himself and his Medium with that 
gentleman at the house in Upper Seymour Street, Portman Square, 
where all classes of society are intensely excited every day at from 
eleven to two, and from four to six. 

As a further warning to the gullible who may be disposed to put their 
trust in this exhibitor’s “ facts ”, we may inform them that he, and his 
Medium, with their troops of spirits and their electro-biological pene- 
tration to boot, are as wide of the truth in this as in everything else. 
Mr. Dickens was never at the intensely exciting house and never 
beheld any of its intensely exciting inhabitants. Two trustworthy 
gentlemen attached to this Journal tested the spirit rappers at his 
request, and found them to b'e the egregious absurdity described. 
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PROPOSALS FOR AMUSING 
POSTERITY 


Posterity, that ancient personage yet unborn, is at times a topic of 
much speculation with me. I consider him in a variety of lights, and 
represent him to myself in many odd humours, but principally in those 
with which he is likely to regard the present age. I am particularly 
fond of inquiring whether we contribute our share towards the entertain- 
ment and diversion of the old gentleman. It is important that we 
should, for all work and no play would make even Posterity a dull boy. 

And, good Heaven, to think of the amount of work he will have to 
get through 1 Only to read all those books, to contemplate all those 
pictures and statues, and to listen to all that music, so generously 
bequeathed to him by crowds of admiring legatees through many 
generations, will be no slight labour. I doubt if even the poetiy 
written expressly for his perusal would not be sufficient to addle any 
other head. The prodigious spaces of time that his levees will occupy, 
are overwhelming to think of: for how else can he ever receive those 
hosts of ladies and gentlemen who have been resolved and determined 
to go down to him I Then the numbers of ingenious inventions he 
will have to test, prove, and adopt, from the perpetual motion to the 
long range, will necessarily consume some of the best years of his life. 
In hearing Appeals, though the claims of the Appellants will be in 
every case as clear as crystal, it will be necessary for him to sit as long 
as twenty Chancellors, though each sat on the woolsack twenty years. 
The mere rejection of those swindlers in the various arts and sciences 
who basely witnessed any appreciation of their works, and the folding 
to his bosom of those worthies whom mankind were in a combination 
to discard, will take time. It is clear that it is reserved for Posterity 
to be, in respect of his labours, immeasurably more than the Hercules 
of the future. 

Hence, it is but moderately considerate to have an eye to the amuse- 
ment of this industrious person. If he must be so overworked, let us 
at least do something to entertain him— something even over and above 
those books of poetry and prose, those pictures and statues, and that 
music, for which he will have an unbounded relish, but perhaps a relish 
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(so I venture to conceive) of a pensive rather than an exhilarating' kind. 

These are my reflections when I consider the present time with a 
reference to Posterity. I am sorry to say that I don’t think we do 
enough to make him smile. It appears to me that we might tickle 
him a little more. I will suggest one or two odd notions — somewhat 
far-fetched and fantastic, I allow, but they may serve the purpose— -of 
the kind of practical humour that might seem droll to Posterity. 

If we had had, in this time of ours, two great commanders — say one 
by land and one by sea; one dying in battle (or what was left of him, 
for we will suppose him to have lost an arm and an eye or so before), 
and one living to old age — it might be a jest for Posterity if we choked 
our towns with bad Statues to one of the two, and utterly abandoned 
and deserted the memory of the other. We might improve on this 
conceit. If we laid those two imaginary great men side by side in 
Saint Paul’s cathedral, and then laid side by side in the advertising 
columns of our public newspapers, two appeals respecting two Me- 
morials, one to each of them; and if we so carried on the joke as 
that the Memorial to the one should be enormously rich, and the 
Memorial to the other, miserably poor — as that the subscriptions to 
the one should include the names of three-fourths of the grandees of 
the land, and the subscriptions to the other but a beggarly account of 
rank and file — as that the one should leap with ease into a magnificent 
endowment, and the other crawl and stagger as a pauper provision for 
the dead Admiral’s daughter— if we could only bring the joke, as Othello 
says, ■ ■■ 

« ^to this extent, no more"; 

I think it might amuse Posterity a good deal. 

The mention of grandees brings me to my next proposal. It would 
involve a change in the present mode of bestowing public honours and 
titles in England; but, encouraged by the many examples we have 
before us of disinterested magnanimity in favour of Posterity, we might 
perhaps be animated to try it. 

I will assume that among the books in that very large library (for 
the most part quite unknown at the present benighted time) which will 
infallibly become the rich inheritance of Posterity, there will be found 
a history of England. From that record, Posterity will learn the origin 
of many noble families and noble titles. Now the jest I have in my 
mind, is this. If we could so arrange matters as that that privileged 
class should be always with great jealousy preserved, and hedged 
round by a barrier of buckram and a board of green cloth, which only 
a few generals, a few great capitalists, and a few lawyers, should be 
allowed to scale — the latter not in a very creditable manner until 
within the last few generations: as our amiable friend Posterity will 
find when he looks back for the date at which Chief Justices and 
Puisne Judges began to be men of undoubted freedom, honour, and 
independence — if such privileged class were always watched and warded 
and limited, and fended off, in the manner of hundreds of years ago, 
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and never adapted to the altered circumstances of the time; and if it 
were in practice set up and maintained as having been, from Genesis 
thenceforward, endowed with a superior natural instinct for noble 
ruling and governing and Cabinet-making, as triumphantly shown in 
the excellent condition of the whole machinery of Government, of every 
public office, every dockyard, every ship, every diplomatic relation, and 
particularly every colony — I think there would be a self-evident pleas- 
antry in this that would make Posterity chuckle. The present British 
practice being, as we all know, widely different, we should have many 
changes to make before we could hand down this amusing state of 
things. For example, it would be necessary to limit the great Jenner 
or Vaccination Dukedom and endowment, at present so worthily 
represented in the House of Lords, by the noble and scientific Duke 
who will no doubt be called upon (some day or other) to advise Her 
Majesty in the formation of a Ministry. The Watt or Steam-Engine 
peerage would also require to be gradually abolished. So would the 
Iron - Road Earldom, the Tubular Bridge Baronetcy, the Faraday 
Order of Merit, the Electric Telegraph Garter, the titles at present 
held by distinguished writers on literary grounds alone, and the similar 
titles held by painters;— though it might point the joke to make a few 
Academicians equal in rank to an alderman. But, the great practical 
joke once played off, of entirely separating the ennobled class from the 
various orders of men who attain to social distinction by making their 
country happier, better, and more illustrious among nations, we might 
be comfortably sure, as it seems to me — and as I now humbly submit 
—■of having done something to amuse Posterity. 

Another thing strikes me. Our venerable friend will find in that 
English history of his, that, in comparatively barbarous times, when 
the Crown was poor, it did anything for money— commuted murder, 
or anything else— and that, partly of this desperate itching for gold, 
and partly of partial laws in favour of the feudal rich, a most absurd 
obsolete punishment, called punishment by fine, had Its birth. Now, 
it appears to me, always having an eye on the entertainment of 
Posterity, that if while we proclaimed the laws to be equal against 
all offenders, we would only preserve this obsolete punishment by fine 
— of course no punishment whatever to those who have money— say in 
a very bad class of cases such as gross assaults, we should certainly 
put Posterity on the broad grin. Why, we might then even come to 
this. A ** captain” might be brought up to a Police Office, charged 
with caning a young woman for an absolutely diabolical reason ; and 
the offence being proved, the “captain” might, as a great example of 
the equality of the law, (but by no fault in the magistrate, he having 
no alternative) be fined fifty shillings, and might take a full purse 
from his pocket and offer, if that were all, to make it pounds. And 
what a joke would be for Posterity I To be done in the face 
of day, in the first city upon earth, in the year one thousand eight 
hundred and fifty-three! 

Or, we might have our laws regarding this same offence of assault 
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in such a facetious state as to empower a workhouse nurse within two 
hours’ walk of the capital, slowly to torture a child with fire, and after- 
wards to walk off from the law’s presence scot free of all pains and 
penalties, but a fortnight’s imprisonment! And we might so carry out 
this joke to the uttermost as that the forlorn child should happily die 
and rot, and the barbarous nurse be then committed for trial; her 
horrible offence being legally measured by that one result or its absence, 
and not by the agony it caused, and the awful cruelty it showed. And 
all this time, (to make the pleasantry the greater) we might have all 
manner of watch-towers, in measurement as near as possible of the 
altitude of the Tower of Babel when it was overthrown, erected in all 
parts of the kingdom, with all sorts and conditions of men and women 
perched on platforms thereupon, looking out for any grievance afar 
off, East, West, North, and South, night and day. So should that 
tender nurse return, gin-solaced, to her ministration upon babies, 
(imagine the dear matron’s antecedents, all ye mothers!) and so should 
Posterity be made to laugh, though bitterly! 

Indeed, I think Posterity would have such an indifferent apprecia- 
tion of this last joke, on account of its Intensely practical character, 
that it might require another to relieve it. And I would suggest that 
if a body of gentlemen possessing their full phrenological share of the 
combative and antagonistic organs, could only be induced to form 
themselves into a society for declaiming about Peace, with a very con- 
siderable War-Whoop against all non-declaimers; and if they could 
only be prevailed upon to sum up eloquently the many unspeakable 
miseries and horrors of War, and to present them to their own country 
as a conclusive reason for its being undefended against War, and 
becoming the prey of the first despot who might choose to inflict those 
miseries and horrors upon it, — why then I really believe we should 
have got to the very best joke we could hope to have in our whole 
Complete Jest-Book for Posterity, and might fold our arms and rest 
convinced that we had done enough for that discerning patriarch’s 
amusement. 





HOME FOR HOMELESS 
WOMEN 


Five years and a half ago, certain ladies, grieved to think that num- 
bers of their own sex were wandering about the streets in degrada- 
tion, passing through and through the prisons all their lives, or hope- 
lessly perishing in other ways, resolved to try the experiment on a 
limited scale of a Home for the reclamation and emigration of women. 
As it was clear to them that there could be little or no hope in this 
country for the greater part of those who might become the objects of 
their charity, they determined to receive into their Home, only those 
who distinctly accepted this condition : That they came there to be 
ultimately sent abroad, (whither, was at the discretion of the ladies); 
and that they also came there, to remain for such length of time as 
might, according to the circumstances of each individual case, be con- 
sidered necessary as a term of probation, and for instruction in the 
means of obtaining an honest livelihood. The object of the Home was 
twofold. First, to replace young women who had already lost their 
characters and lapsed into guilt, in a situation of hope. Secondly, to 
save other young women who were in danger of falling Into the like 
condition, and give them an opportunity of flying from crime when 
they and it stood face to face. 

The projectors of this establishment, in undertaking it, were sus- 
tained by nothing but the high object of making some unhappy women 
a blessing to themselves and others instead of a curse, and raising up 
among the solitudes of a new world some virtuous homes, much 
needed there, from the sorrow and ruin of the old. They had no 
romantic visions or extravagant expectations. They were prepared 
for many failures and disappointments, and to consider their enterprise 
rewarded, if they in time succeeded with one third or one half of the 
cases they received. 

As the experience of this small Institution, even under the many 
disadvantages of a beginning, may be useful and interesting, this 
paper will contain an exact account of its progress and results^ 

It was (and is) established in a detached house with a garden. Hie 
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house was never designed for any such purpose, and is only adapted 
to it, in being retired and not immediately overlooked. It is capable 
ot containing thirteen inmates besides two Superintendents. Exclud- 
ing from consideration ten young women now in the house, there have 
been received in all, since November eighteen hundred and forty-seven, 
fifty-six inmates. They have belonged to no particular class, but have 
been starving needlewomen of good character, poor needlewomen who 
have robbed their furnished lodgings, violent girls committed to prison 
for disturbances in ill-conducted workhouses, poor girls from Ragged 
Schools, destitute girls who have applied at Police offices for relief, 
young women from the streets: young women of the same class taken 
from the prisons after undergoing punishment there as disorderly 
characters, or for shoplifting, or for thefts from the person; domestic 
servants who have been seduced, and two young women held to bail 
for attempting suicide. No class has been favoured more than another; 
and misfortune and distress are a sufficient introduction. It is not 
usual to receive women of more than five or six-and-twenty; the average 
age in the fifty-six cases would probably be about twenty. In some 
instances there have been great personal attractions; in others, the 
girls have been very homely and plain. The reception has been wholly 
irrespective of such sources of interest. Nearly all have been extremely 
ignorant. 

Of these fifty-six cases, seven went away by their own desire during 
their probation; ten W’ere sent away for misconduct in the Home; 
seven ran away; three emigrated and relapsed on the passage out; 
thirty (of whom seven are now married) on their arrival in Australia or 
elsewhere, entered into good service, acquired a good character, and 
have done so well ever since as to establish a strong prepossession in 
favour of others sent out from the same quarter. It will be seen from 
these figures that the failures are generally discovered in the Home 
itself, and that the amount of misconduct after the training and emi- 
gration, is remarkably small. And it is to be taken into consideration 
that many cases are admitted into the Home, of which there is, in the 
outset, very little hope, but which it is not deemed right to exclude 
from the experiment. 

The Home is managed by two Superintendents. The second in 
order acts under the first, who has from day to day the supreme direc- 
tion of the family. On the cheerfulness, quickness, good-temper, firm- 
ness, and vigilance of these ladies, and on their never bickering, the 
successful working of the establishment in a great degree depends. 
Their position is one of high trust and responsibility, and requires not 
only an always accumulating experience, but an accurate observation 
of evety character about them. The ladies who established the Home, 
hold little confidential communication with the inmates, thinking the 
system better administered when it is undisturbed by individuals. A 
committee, composed of a few gentlemen of experience, meets once 
a month to audit the accounts, receive the principal Superintendent’s 
reports, investigate any unusual occurrence, and see all the inmates 


i86 


HOUSEHOLD WORDS 


separately. None but the committee are present as they enter one by 
one, in order that they may be under no restraint in anything they 
wish to say. A complaint from any of them is exceedingly uncommon. 
The history of every inmate, taken down from her own mouth— usually 
after she has been some little time in the Home— is preserved in a 
book. She is shown that what she relates of herself she relates in 
confidence, and does not even communicate to the Superintendents. 
She is particularly admonished by no means to communicate her 
history to any of the other inmates: all of whom have in their turns 
received a similar admonition. And she is encouraged to tell the 
truth, by having it explained to her that nothing in her story but 
falsehood, can possibly affect her position in the Home after she has 
been once admitted. 

- The work of the Home is thus divided. They rise, both in summer 
and winter, at six o’clock. Morning prayers and scripture reading 
take place at a quarter before eight. Breakfast is had immediately 
afterwards. Dinner at one. Tea at six. Evening prayers are said 
at half-past eight. The hour of going to bed is nine. Supposing the 
Home to be full, ten are employed upon the household work; two in 
the bed-rooms; two in the general living room; two in the Superin- 
tendents’ rooms; two in the kitchen (who cook); two in the scullery; 
three at needlework. Straw -plaiting has been occasionally taught 
besides. On washing-days, five are employed in the laundry, tliree 
of whom are taken from the needlework, and two are told off from 
the household work. The nature and order of each girl’s work is 
changed every week, so that she may become practically acquainted 
with the whole routine of household duties. They take it in turns 
to bake the bread which is eaten in the house. In every room, every 
Monday morning, there is hung up, framed and glazed, the names 
of the girls who are in charge there for the week and who are, conse- 
quently, responsible for its neat condition and the proper execution of 
the work belonging to it. This is found to inspire them with a greater 
pride in good housewifery, and a greater sense of shame in the reverse. 

The book-education is of a very plain kind, as they have generally 
much to learn in the commonest domestic duties, and are often singu- 
larly inexpert in acquiring them. They read and write, and cypher. 
School is held every morning at half-past ten (Saturday excepted) for 
two hours. The Superintendents are the teachers. The times for 
recreation are half an hour between school-time and dinner, and an 
hour after dinner; half an hour before tea, and an hour after tea* In 
the winter, these intervals are usually employed in light fancy work, 
the making of little presents for their friends, &c. In the fine summer 
weather they are passed in the garden, where they take exercise, and 
have their little flower-beds. In the afternoon and evening, they sit 
all together at needlework, and some one reads aloud. The books are 
carefully chosen, but are always interesting. 

Saturday is devoted to an extraordinary cleaning up and polishing 
of the whole establishment, and to the distribution of clean clothes; 
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every inmate arranging and preparing her own. Each girl also takes 
a bath on Saturday, 

On Sundays they go to church in the neighbourhood, some to mor- 
ning service, some to afternoon service, some to both. They are invari- 
ably accompanied by one of the Superintendents. Wearing no uniform 
and not being dressed alike, they attract little notice out of doors. 
Their attire is that of respectable plain servants. On Sunday evenings 
they receive religious instruction from the principal Superintended:. 
They also receive regular religious instruction from a clergyman on 
one day in every week, and on two days in every alternate week. , 
They are constantly employed, and always overlooked. 

They are allowed to be visited under the following restrictions: if 
by their parents, once in a month ; if by other relatives or friends, once 
in three months. The principal Superintendent is present at all such 
interviews, and hears the conversation. It is not often found that the 
girls and their friends have much to say to one another; any display 
of feeling on these occasions is rare. It is generally observed that the 
inmates seem rather relieved than otherwise when the interviews are 
over. 

They can write to relatives, or old teachers, or persons known to 
have been kind to them, once a month on application to the committee. 
It seldom happens that a girl who has any person in the world to 
correspond with, fails to take advantage of this opportunity. All letters 
dispatched from the Home are read and posted by the principal Super- 
intendent. All letters received, are likewise read by the Superinten- 
dent; but she does not open them. Every such letter is opened by the 
girl to whom it is addressed, who reads it first, in the Superintendent’s 
presence. It never happens that they wish to reserve the contents; 
they are always anxious to impart them to her immediately. This 
seems to be one of their chief pleasures in receiving letters. 

They make and mend their own clothes, but do not keep them. In 
many cases they are not for some time to be trusted with such a 
charge; in other cases, when temper is awakened, the possession of 
a shawl and bonnet would often lead to an abrupt departure which 
the unfortunate creature would ever afterwards regret. To distinguish 
between these cases and others of a more promising nature, would be 
to make invidious distinctions, than which nothing could be more 
prejudicial to the Home, as the objects of its care are invariably sensi- 
tive and jealous. For these various reasons their clothes are kept 
under lock and key in a wardrobe room. They have a great pride 
in the state of their clothes, and the neatness of their persons. Those 
who have no such pride on their admission, are sure to acquire it. 

Formerly, when a girl accepted for admission had clothes of her own 
to wear, she was allowed to be admitted in them, and they were put 
by for her; though within the Institution she always wore the clothing 
it provides. It was found, however, that a girl with a hankering 
after old companions rather relied on these reserved clothes, and 
that she put them on with an air, if she went away or were dis- 
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missed. They now invariably come, therefore, in clothes belonging 
to the Home, and bring no other clothing with them. A suit of the 
commonest apparel has been provided for the next inmate who may 
leave during her probation, or be sent away; and it is thought that 
the sight of a girl departing so disgraced, will have a good effect 
on those who remain. Gases of dismissal or departure are becoming 
more rare, however, as the Home increases in experience, and no 
occasion for making the experiment has yet arisen. 

When the Home had been opened for some time, it was resolved to 
.adopt a modification of Captain Macconnochie’s mark system: so 
arranging the mark table as to render it difficult for a girl to lose 
marks under any one of its heads, without also losing under nearly all 
the others. The mark table is divided into the nine following heads. 
Truthfulness, Industry, Temper, Propriety of Conduct and Conversa- 
tion, Temperance, Order, Punctuality, Economy, Cleanliness. The 
word Temperance is not used in the modern slang acceptation, but in its 
enlarged meaning as defined by Johnson, from the English of Spenser : 

Moderation, patience, calmness, sedateness, moderation of passion”. 
A separate account for every day is kept with every girl as to each 
of these items. If her conduct be without objection, she is marked 
in each column, three — excepting the truthfulness and temperance 
columns in which, saving under extraordinary circumstances, she is 
only marked two : the temptation to err in those particulars, being con- 
sidered low under the circumstances of the life she leads in the Home* 
If she be particularly deserving under any of the other heads, she is 
marked the highest number — four. If her deserts be low, she is 
marked only one, or not marked at all. If her conduct under any 
head have been, during the day, particularly objectionable, she receives 
a bad mark (marked in red ink, to distinguish it at a glance from the 
others) which destroys forty good marks. The value of the good 
marks is six shillings and sixpence per thousand; the earnings of 
each girl are withheld until she emigrates, in order to form a little 
fund for her first subsistence on her disembarkation. The inmates are 
found, without an exception, to value their marks highly. A bad 
mark is very infrequent, and occasions great distress in the recipient 
and great excitement in the community. In case of dismissal or pre- 
mature departure from the Home, all the previous gain in marks is 
forfeited. If a girl be ill through no fault of her own, she is marked, 
during her illness, according to her average marking. But, if she 
be ill through her own act (as in a recent case, where a girl set herself 
on fire, through carelessness and a violation of the rules of the house) 
she is credited with no marks until she is again in a condition to earn 
them. The usual earnings in a year are about equal to the average 
wages of the commoner class of domestic servant 

They are usually brought to the Horae by the principal Superin- 
tendent in a coach. From wheresoever they come, they generally 
weep on the road, and are silent and depressed. The average term 
of probation is about a year; longer when the girl is very slow to 
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learn what she is taught. When the time of her emigration arrives, 
the same lady accompanies her on board ship. They usually go out, 
three or four together, with a letter of recommendation to some influ- 
ential person at their destination ; sometimes they are placed under 
the charge of a respectable family of emigrants; sometimes they act 
as nurses or as servants to individual ladies with children, on board. 
In these capacities they have given great satisfaction. Their grief at 
parting from the Superintendent is always strong, and frequently of a 
heart-rending kind. They are also exceedingly affected by their sepa- 
ration from the Home; usually going round and round the garden 
first, as if they clung to every tree and shrub in it. Nevertheless, 
individual attachments among them are rare, though strong affections 
have arisen when they have afterwards encountered in distant soli- 
tudes. Some touching circumstances have occurred, where unex- 
pected recognitions of this kind have taken place on Sundays in lontely 
churches to which the various members of the little congregations 
have repaired from great distances. Some of the girls now married 
have chosen old companions thus encountered for their bridesmaids, 
and in their letters have described their delight very pathetically. 

A considerable part of the needlework done in the Home is neces- 
sary to its own internal neatness, and the preparation of outfits for 
the emigrants; especially as many of the inmates know little or nothing 
of such work, and have it all to learn. But, as they become more 
dexterous, plain work is taken in, and the proceeds are applied as a 
fund to defray the cost of outfits. The outfits are always of the 
simplest kind. Nothing is allowed to be wasted or thrown away in 
the Home. From the bones, and remnants of food, the girls are 
taught to make soup for the poor and sick. This at once extends 
their domestic knowledge, and preserves their sympathy for the dis- 
tressed. 

Some of the experiences, not already mentioned, that have been 
acquired in the management of the Home are curious, and perhaps 
deserving of consideration in prisons and other institutions. It has 
been observed, in taking the histories— especially of the more artful 
cases— that nothing is so likely to elicit the truth as a perfectly imper- 
turbable face, and an avoidance of any leading question or expression 
of opinion. Give the narrator the least idea what tone will make her 
an object of interest, and she will take it directly. Give her none, 
and she will be driven on the truth, and in most cases will tell it 
For similar reasons it is found desirable always to repress stock 
religious professions and religious phrases; to discourage shows of 
sentiment, and to make their lives practical and active. Don’t talk 
about it— do it I” is the motto of the place. The inmates find every- 
where about them the same kind discriminating firmness, and the 
same determination to have no favourite subjects, or favourite objects, 
of interest. Girls from Ragged Schools are not generally so impres- 
sible as reduced girls who have failed to support themselves by hard 
work, or as women from the streets — probably, because they have 
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suffered less. The poorest of the Ragged School condition, who are 
odious to approach when first picked up, invariably affect afterwards 
that their friends are well off”. This psychological curiosity is 
considered inexplicable. Most of the inmates are depressed at first. 
At holiday times the more doubtful part of them usually become rest- 
less and uncertain; there would also appear to be, usually, a time of 
considerable restlessness after six or eight months. In any little diffi- 
culty, the general feeling is invariably with the establishment and 
never with the offender. When a girl is discharged for misconduct, 
she is generally in deep distress, and goes away miserably. The rest 
will sometimes intercede for her with tears; but it is found that firm- 
ness on this and every point, when a decision is once taken, is the 
most humane course as having a wholesome influence on the greatest 
number. For this reason, a mere threat of discharge is never on any 
account resorted to. Two points of management are extremely im- 
portant; the first, to refer very sparingly to the past; the second, never 
to treat the inmates as children. They must never be allowed to sup- 
pose it possible that they can get the better of the management. 
Judicious commendation, when it is deserved, has a very salutary 
influence. It is also found that a serious and urgent entreaty to a 
girl, to exercise her self-restraint on some point (generally temper) on 
which her mark-table shows her to be deficient, often has an excellent 
effect when it is accompanied with such encouragement as, ^^You 
know how changed you are since you have been here; you know we 
have begun to entertain great hopes of you. For God^s sake consider 1 
Do not throw away this great*chance of your life, by making yourself 
and everybody around you unhappy — which will oblige us to send you 
away — but conquer this. Now, try hard for a month, and pray let us 
have no fault to find with you at the end of that time.’^ Many will 
make great and successful efforts to control themselves, after such 
remonstrance. In all cases, the fewest and plainest words are the 
best When new to the place, they are found to break and spoil 
through great carelessness. Patience, and the strictest attention to 
order and punctuality, will in most cases overcome these discourage- 
ments. Nothing else will. They are often rather disposed to quarrel 
among themselves, particularly in bad weather when their lives are 
necessarily monotonous and confined; but, on the whole, allowing for 
their different breeding, they perhaps quarrel less than the average 
of passengers in the state cabin on a voyage out to India, 

As some of the inmates of the Home have to be saved and guarded 
from themselves more than from any other people, they can scarcely 
be defended by too many precautions. These precautions are not 
obtruded upon them, but are strictly observed. Keys are never left 
about. The garden gate is always kept locked; but the girls take it 
in turn to act as porteress, overlooked by the second Superintendent. 
They are proud of this trust. Any inmate missing from her usual 
place for ten minutes would be looked after. Any suspicious circum- 
stance would be quickly and quietly investigated. As no girl makes 
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her own bed, no girl has the opportunity of safely hiding any secret 
correspondence, or anything else, in it Each inmate has a separate 
bed, but there are several beds in a room. The occupants of each 
room are always arranged with a reference to their several characters 
and counteracting influences. A girl declaring that she wishes to 
leave, is not allowed to do so hastily, but is locked in a chamber by 
herself, to consider of it until next day: when, if she still persist, she 
is formally discharged. It has never once happened that a girl, how- 
ever excited, has refused to submit to this restraint. 

One of the most remarkable effects of the Home, even in many of 
the cases where it does not ultimately succeed, is the extraordinary 
change it produces in the appearance of its inmates. Putting out of 
the question their look of cleanliness and health (which may be 
regarded as a physical consequence of their treatment) a refining and 
humanising alteration is wrought in the expression of the features, 
and in the whole air of the person, which can scarcely be imagined. 
Teachers in Ragged Schools have made the observation in reference 
to young women whom they had previously known well, and for a 
long time. A veiy sagacious and observant police magistrate, visiting 
a girl before her emigration who had been taken from his bar, could 
detect no likeness in her to the girl he remembered. It is considered 
doubtful whether, in the majority of the worst cases, the subject would 
easily be known again at a year’s end, among a dozen, by an old 
companion. 

The moral influence of the Home, still applying the remark even to 
cases of failure, is illustrated in a no less remarkable manner. It has 
never had any violence done to a chair or a stool. It has never been 
asked to render any aid to the one lady and her assistant* who are 
shut Up with the thirteen the year round. Bad language is so uncom- 
mon, that its utterance is an event The committee have never heard 
the least approach to it, or seen anything but submission; though it 
has often been their task to reprove and dismiss w^omen who have been 
violently agitated, and unquestionably (for the time) incensed against 
them. Four of the fugitives have robbed the Institution of some 
clothes. The rest had no reason on earth for running away in pre- 
ference to asking to be dismissed, but shame in not remaining. 

A specimen or two of cases of success may be interesting. 

Case number twenty -seven, was a girl supposed to be of about 
eighteen, but who had none but supposititious knowledge of her 
age, and no knowledge at all of her birthday. Both her parents 
had died in her infancy. She had been brought up in the establish- 
ment of that amiable victim of popular pi^ejudice, the late Mr. Drouet, 
of Tooting. It did not appear that she was naturally stupid, but her 
intellect had been so dulled by neglect that she was in the Home many 
months before she could be imbued with a thorough understanding 
that Christmas Day was so called as the birthday of Jesus Christ. 
But when she acquired this piece of learning, she was amazingly 
proud of it. She had been apprenticed to a small artificial fiower 
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maker with three others. They were all ill-treated, and all seemed 
to have run away at different times: this girl last: who absconded 
with an old man, a hawker, who brought combs and things ” to the 
door for sale. She took what she called “some old clothes” of her 
mistress with her, and was apprehended with the old man, and they 
were tried together. He was acquitted; she was found guilty. Her 
sentence was six months’ imprisonment, and, on its expiration, she 
was received into the Home. She was appallingly ignorant, but most 
anxious to learn, and contended against her blunted faculties with 
a consciously slow perseverance. She showed a remarkable capacity 
for copying writing by the eye alone, without having the least idea 
of its sound, or what it meant. There seemed to be some analogy 
between her making letters and her making artificial flowers. She 
remained in the Home, bearing an excellent character, about a year. 
On her passage out, she made artificial flowers for tlie ladies on board, 
earned money, and was much liked. She obtained a comfortable 
service as soon as she landed, and is happy and respected. This girl 
had not a friend in the world, and had never known a natural affec- 
tion, or formed a natural tie, upon the face of this earth. 

Case number thirteen was a half-starved girl of eighteen whose 
father had died soon after her birth, and who had long eked out a 
miserable subsistence for herself and a sick mother by doing plain 
needlework. At last her mother died in a workhouse, and the needle- 
work “falling off bit by bit”, this girl suffered, for nine months, every 
extremity of dire distress. Being one night without any food or 
shelter from the weather, she went to the lodging of a woman who 
had once lived in the same house with herself and her mother, and 
asked to be allowed to lie down on the stairs. She was refused, and 
stole a shawl which she sold for a penny. A fortnight afterwards, 
being still in a starving and houseless state, she went back to the 
same woman’s, and preferred the same request. Again refused she 
stole a bible from her, which she sold for twopence. The theft was 
immediately discovered, and she was taken as she lay asleep in the 
casual ward of a workhouse. These facts were distinctly proved upon 
her trial. She was sentenced to three months imprisonment, and was 
then admitted into the Home. She had never been corrupted. She 
remained in the Home, bearing an excellent character, a little more 
than a year; emigrated; conducted herself uniformly well in a good 
situation; and is now married. 

Case number forty-one was a pretty girl of a quiet and good manner, 
aged nineteen. She came from a watering place where she had lived 
with her mother until within a couple of years, when her mother 
married again and she was considered an incumbrance at a very bad 
home. She became apprenticed to a dressmaker, who, on account of 
her staying out beyond the prescribed hours one night when she went 
with some other young people to a Circus, positively refused to admit 
her or give her any shelter from the streets. The natural consequences 
of this unjustifiable behaviour followed. She came to the Home on the 
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recommendation of a clergyman to whom she fortunately applied 
when in a state of sickness and misery too deplorable to be even 
suggested to the reader’s imagination. She remained in the Home 
(with an interval of hospital treatment) upwards of a year and a half 
when she was sent abroad. Her character is irreproachable, and she 
is industrious, happy and full of gratitude. ’ 

Case number fifty was a very homely, clumsy, ignorant girl, sup- 
posed to be about nineteen, but who again had no knowledge of liL 
birthday. She was taken from a Ragged School ; her mother had 
died when she was a little girl; and her father, marrying again, had 
turned her out of doors, though her mother-in-law had been kind to 
her. She had been once in prison for breaking some windows near the 
Mansion House, /‘having nowheres as you can think of, to go to”. 
She had never gone wrong otherwise, and particularly wished that “ to 
be wrote down . SM was in as dirty and unwholesome a condition, 
on her admission,' as she could well be, but was inconsolable at the 
idea of losing her hair, until the fortunate suggestion was made that it 
would grow more luxuriantly after shaving. She then consented, with 
many tears, to that (in her case) indispensable operation. This deserted 
and unfortunate creature, after a short period of depression began to 
brighten, uniformly showed a very honest and truthful nature, and after 
remaining in the Home a year, has recently emigrated ; a thoroughly 
good plain servant, with every susceptibility for forming a faithful and 
affectionate attachment to her employers. 

Case number fifty-eight was a girl of nineteen, all but starved 
through inability to live by needlework. She had never gone 
wrong, was gradually brought into a good bodily condition, in- 
variably conducted herself well, and went abroad, rescued and 
happy. 

Case number fifty-one, was a little ragged girl of sixteen or seven- 
teen, as she said ; but of very juvenile appearance. She was put to the 
bar at a Police Office, with two much older women, regular vagrants, 
for making a disturbance at the workhouse gate on the previous night 
on being refused relief. She had been a professed tramp for six or 
seven years, knew of no relation, and had had no friends but one old 
woman, whose very name she did not appear to be sure of. Her 
father, a scaffold builder, she had “lost” on London Bridge when she 
was ten or eleven years old. There appeared little doubt that he had 
purposely abandoned her, but she had no suspicion of it. She had long 
been hop-picking in the hop season, and wandering about the country 
at all seasons, and was unaccustomed to shoes, and had seldom slept 
in a bed. She answered some searching questions without the least 
reserve, and not at all in her own favour. Her appearance of destitu- 
tion was in perfect keeping with her story. This girl was received into 
the Home. Within a year, there was clinging round the principal 
Superintendent’s neck, on board a ship bound for Australia — in a state 
of grief at parting that moved the bystanders to tears — a pretty little 
neat modest useful girl, against whom not a moment’s complaint had 
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been made, and who had diligently learnt everything that had been set 
before her. ’ . 

Case number fifty-four, a good-looking young woman of two-and- 
twenty, was first seen in prison under remand on a^charge of attempting 
to commit suicide. Her mother had died before she was two years old, 
and her father had married again ; but she spoke in high and affec- 
tionate terms both of her father and her mother-in-law. She had been 
a travelling maid with an elderly lady, and, oii her% mistress going to 
Russia, had returned home to her father’s. * She had stayed out late 
one night, in company with a commissioner ” whom she had known 
abroad, was afraid or ashamed to go home, and so went wrong. 
Falling lower, and becoming poorer, she became at last acquainted 
with a ticket-taker at a railway-station, who tired of the acquaintance. 
One night when he had made an appointment (as he had often done 
before) and, on the plea of inability to leave has dqties, had put this 
girl in a cab, that she might be taken safely home (she seemed to have 
inspired him with that much enduring regard), she pulled up the 
window, and swallowed two shillings’ worth of the essential oil of 
, almonds which she had bought at a chemist’s an hour before. The 
driver happened to look round when she still had the bottle to her lips, 
immediately made out the whole story, and had the presence of mind 
to drive her straight to a hospital, where she remained a month before 
she was cured. She was in that state of depression in the prison, that 
it was a matter for grave consideration whether it would be safe to 
take her into the Home, where, if she were bent upon committing 
suicide, it would be almost impossible to prevent her. After some talk 
with her, however, it was decided to receive her. She proved one of 
the best inmates it has ever had, and remained in it seven months 
before she emigrated. Her father, who had never seen her since the 
night of her staying out late, came to see her in the Home, and con- 
firmed these particulars. It is doubtful whether any treatment 
but that pursued in such an institution would have restored this 
girl. 

Case number fourteen was an extremely pretty girl of twenty, whose 
mother was married to a second husband— a drunken man who ill- 
treated his step-daughter. She had been engaged to be married, but 
had been deceived, and had run away from home in shame, and had 
been away three years. Within that period, however, she had twice 
returned home ; the first time for six months ; the second time for a few 
days. She had also been in a London hospital. She had also been in 
the Magdalen : which institution her father-in-law, with a drunkard’s 
inconsistency, had induced her to leave, to attend her mother’s funeial 
—and then ill-treated her as before. She had been once in prison as a 
disorderly character, and was received from the prison into the Home. 
Her health was impaired, and her experiences had been of a bad kind 
in a bad quarter of London, but she was still a girl of remarkably 
engaging and delicate appearance. She remained in the Home, 
improving rapidly, thirteen months. She was never complained of, 
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and her general deportment was unusually quiet and modest. She 
emigrated, and is a good, industrious, happy wife. 

This paper can scarcely be better closed than by the following pretty 
passage from a letter of one of the married young women, 

Honnoured Ladies, 

I have again taken the liberty of writing to you to let you 
know how I am going on since I last wrote Home for I can never forget 
that name that still comes fresh to my mind, Honnoured Ladies I received 
your most kind letter on Tuesday the 21st of May my Mistress was kind 
enough to bring it over to me she told me that she also had a letter from 
you and that she should write Home and give you a good account of us. 
Honnoured Ladies I cannot describe the feelings which I felt on receiving 
your most kind letter, I first read my letter then I cried but it was with tears 
of joy, to think you was so kind to write to us Honnoured Ladies I have 
seen Jane and! showed my letter and she is going write Home, she is living 
about 36 miles from where I live and her and her husband are very happy 
together she has been down to our Town this week and it is the first that 
we have seen of her since a week after they were married. My Husband is 
very kind to me and we live very happy and comfortable together we have 
a nice garden where we grow all that we want we have sown some peas 
turnips and I helped to do some we have three such nice pigs and we killed 
one last week he was so fat that he could not see out of his eyes he used to 
have to sit down to eat and I have got such a nice cat — she peeps over me 
while I am writing this. My Husband was going out one day, and he 
beard that cat cry and he fetched her in she was so thin. My tow little 
birds are gone—one dide and the other flew away now I have got none, get 
down Cat do. My Husband has built a shed at the side of the house to do 
any thing for hisself when he corns home from work of a night he tells me 
that I shall every 9 years com Home if we live so long please God, but I 
think that he is only making game of me. Honnoured Ladies I can never 
feel grateful enough for your kindness to me and the kind indulgences which 
I received at my happy Home, I often wish that I could come Home and see 
that happy place again once more and all my kind friends which I hope I 
may one day please God. , 

No comments or arguments shall be added to swell the length this 
account has already attained. Our readers will judge for themselves 
what some of these cases must have soon become, but for the timely 
interposition of the Home established by the Ladies whose charity is so 
discreet and so impartial. 
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Persons of quality, and others, who visit the various “gifted media” 
now in London, or receive those supernaturally endowed ladies at their 
own houses, may be glad to hear how the spirit business has been 
doing in America. Two numbers of The Spiritual Telegraph, a 
newspaper published in New York, and “devoted to the illustration 
of spiritual intercourse”, having fallen into our hands, we are happy 
to have some means from head-quarters of gratifying the laudable 
curiosity of these philosophical inquirers. 

In the first place, it is gratifying to know that the second volume of 
that admirable publication, The Shekinah, was advertised last Fall, 
containing Psychometrical sketches of living characters given by 
a lady while in the waking state, who derives her impressions by 
holding a letter from the unknown person against her forehead To 
this remarkable journal, “several distinguished minds in Europe are 
expected to contribute occasionally It appears, however, scarcely to 
meet with sufficient terrestrial circulation ; the editor being under the 
necessity of inquiring in capitals, “Shall it have a patronage 
WORTHY OF ITS OBJECTS AND ITS CHARACTER?” We alsO observe With 
pleasure the publication of a fourth edition of “The Pilgrimage of 
Thomas Paine and others, to the sixth circle in the Spirit World, by 
the Reverend Charles Hammond, Medium, written by the spirit of 
Thomas Paine without Volition on the part of the medium”. 

Also the following publications: “A Chart exhibiting an outline of 
progressive history, and approaching destiny of the race. A, J, D. Can 
be sent by mail.” “The Philosophy of Spiritual Intercourse. Light 
from the Spirit World, comprising a Series of Articles on the Condition 
of Spirits and the development of mind in the Rudimental and Second 
Spheres; being written by the controul of Spirits.” We are further 
indebted to a gentleman — we presume a mortal — of the name of 
Cog'g^shall, for “The Signs of the Times, comprising a History of the 
Spirit Rappings in Cincinnati and other places ”, The Reverend Adin 
Ballou has been so obliging as to favour the world with his “ Spirit 
Manifestation^ ” ; and a Medium, of the gentle name of Ambler, has 
produced the “ Spiritual Teacher ”, from the dictation of a little knot 
of choice spirits of the sixth circle. 
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As a counterpoise to the satisfaction these spiritual literaryannounce- 
ments are calculated to inspire, we regret to perceive that some men 
have been at their old work of blinking at the light. This melancholy 
fact is made known to us through the “medium” of a parag-raoli 
headed “Behind the Door”; from which we learn with indigLtion 
that “a good Presbyterian brother in Newtown, Conn.”: with that 
want of moral courage which is unhappily characteristic of the man 
is accustomed to read the Telegraph in that furtive situation, bringing 
down upon himself the terrible apostrophe, “ Read on, brother until 
thy spirit shall receive strength sufficient to enable thee to crawl from 
thy hiding-place ”. On the other hand it is a consolation to know that 
“ we have, out in Ohio, a little girl who writes fonography inter- 
spersed with celestial characters”. We have also “Mrs. S., a gifted 
friend ”, who writes, “ I may at some future time draw upon the store- 
house of memory for some Spiritual facts which have long slumbered 
there; fearing the scoff of the skeptic has hitherto kept me silent, but 
I believe there is a time now dawning upon us when we shall no 
longer hide the light given us, under a bushel ”. This gifted lady is 
supplied with a number of papers, but has none that she greets so 
cordially as the Telegraph, which is “loaned” her by a friend. “It 
ministers”, says she, modestly, “to my spiritual and higher nature 
which craves a kindred aliment, and which, in past years, has nearly 
starved on the husks and verbiage dressed up by the sensuous and 
unbelieving in spiritual illumination.” Mrs. Fish and the Misses Fox 
were, at the date of these advices, to be heard of, we rejoice to state, at 
number seventy-eight. West Twenty-Sixth street, where those estimable 
ladies “ entertain strangers ” on three evenings in the week from eight 
to ten. The enlarged liberality of Mr. Partridge, who addressed The 
New York Conference for the Investigation of Spiritual Pheno- 
mena, is worthy of all imitation, and proves him to be game indeed. 
Mr. P. was of opinion, when last heard of, that “the Devil should 
have his due”, and that if he (the Devil) were found engaged in 
the spirit-business, then let them “stretch forth the right hand of 
fellowship, and let joy resound through earth and heaven at the con- 
version of the Prince of Evil ”. 

The following explicit and important communications had been 
received from spirits — the exalted and improving character of the 
announcements, evidently being a long way beyond mortality, and 
requiring special spiritual revelation. 

From a Spirit, by name John Collinsworth 

“ Who can say it, ‘ I am free as God made’? My dear friends, it is 
sometimes very difficult to express our sentiments in words. What 
matter who speak so long as you feel a witness in your own souls, that 
what is said, is said to benefit mankind and advance the truth. Why, 
my dear friends, my soul is filled with love towards you. I daily lift 
my desires to the Divine Giver of every good thing for your welfare 
(C347) IT 
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and eternal happiness in the life to come. I will strive to watch over 
you as a circle.’^ 

From A Spirit, by name Ann Billings 

“ I have long taken a deep interest in the progress of this circle. I 
have called a circle together, and now imagine your guardian spirits 
assembled in a circle encircling your circle, willing and anxious to 
gratify your every wish; you must suspend your judgment and wait 
patiently for further developments, which will set believers right.’’ 

From an Anonymous Spirit, presumed to be of the Quaker 
Persuasion 

‘‘ Dear John, it is a pleasure to address thee now and then, after 
a lapse of many years. This new mode of conversing is no less 
interesting to thy mother than to thee. It greatly adds to the enjoy- 
ment and happiness of thy friends here to see thee happy, looking 
forward with composure to the change from one sphere to another,” 

From a Spirit, by name Lorenzo Dow 

“ I will add a little to what has already been said. Keep calm — let 
skeptics scoff— bigots rave — the press ridicule— keep an eye on the 
pulpit, there will be a mighty onslaught by the clergy soon; hew 
straight, keep cool, and welcome them into your ranks.” 

Upon the general question we observe that an eminent man with the 
singular title of Bro Hewitt attended a meeting at Boston, where there 
was some speaking from, or through, the mediums, which, “although 
not according to the common rules or order of speaking, was neverthe- 
less of an interesting character in its thought, as well as in the novelty 
of its method. Two young men were the speaking mediums alluded 
to, who have never spoken in public before they were thus moved to do 
it.” Bro Hewitt does not mention, that the spirits began this parti- 
cular revelation with the startling and novel declaration that they were 
unaccustomed to public speaking ; but it appears probable. The spirits 
were assailed (as was only to be expected), by the Boston press, and 
Bro Hewitt is of opinion that “such a tissue of falsehood, slang, and 
abuse, was never before expressed in so eminently laconic and classic 
a style since Protestant Methodism began with S. F. Norris At the 
Boston Melodeon, a large audience had assembled to hear Theodore 
Parker; but in lieu of that inspired person, “ the desk was supplied by 
the celebrated Andrew Jackson Davis One lady was much surprised 
to find this illustrious individual so young ; he being only twenty-five 
and having a higher forehead than Mr. Sunderland, the mesmeriser ; 
but wearing “ a similarly savage-looking beard and moustache ”. His 
text was “All the World’s a Stage”; and he merely “wished to pro- 
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pose a new philosophy, which, unlike the theology of the Testaments, 
should be free from inconsistencies, and tend to perfect harmony”' 
Our game friend Partridge had remarked in solemn conference that 
**some seek to protect themselves from conflicting communications, by 
refusing to hearken to any spirit unless he claims to hail from the sixth 
or seventh sphere Mr. Thomas Hutching, “ a venerable Peracher ”, 
whatever that may be, of forty years standing”, had been “over- 
whelmed” by the rapping medium, Mrs, Fish; and the venerable 
Peracher had not recovered when last heard of. The Reverend Charles 
Hammond, medium, had communicated the following important facts : 
“ L All spirits ax-e good and not evil. There is no evil spirit on earth or 
in this sphere. God nor nature never made an evil spirit I L There 
is no condition of spirit lower than the rudimental. Earth has the 
lowest order, and the darkest sphere. Hell is not a correct word to 
convey the proper idea of the comparative condition of spirits in 
different circles. And III, A circle is not a space but a development,” 
—which piece of information we particularly recommend to the reader’s 
consideration as likely to do him good. 

We find that our American friends, with that familiar nomenclature 
which is not uncommon among them, have agreed to designate one 
branch of the spiritual proceedings as “Tippings”. We did at first 
suppose this expressive word to be of English growth, and to refer to 
the preliminary “tipping” of the medium, which is found to be indis- 
pensable to the entertainments on this side of the Atlantic. We have 
discovered, however, that it denotes the spiritual movements of the 
tables and chairs, and of a mysterious piece of furniture called a 
“stand”, which appears to be in every apartment* The word has 
passed into current use, insomuch that one correspondent writes: 
“The other evening, as myself and a party of friends were entertaining 
ourselves with the tippings,”— and so on. 

And now for a few individual cases of spiritual manifestation:— 

There was a horrible medium down in Philadelphia, who recorded 
of herself, “ Whenever I am passive, day or night, my hand writes ”. 
This appalling author came out under the following circumstances :— 
“A pencil and paper were lying on the table. The pencil came into 
my hand; my fingers were clenched on itl An unseen iron grasp 
compressed the tendons of my arm — my hand was flung violently 
forward on the paper, and I wrote meaning sentences without any 
intention, or knowing what they were to be.” The same prolific 
person presently inquires, “ Is this Insanity?” To which we take the 
liberty of replying, that we rather think it is. 

R. B. Barker had been subject to a good deal of “ telegraphing by 
the spirits”. The death of U. J, had been predicted to him, and a 
fluttering of ethereal creatures, resembling pigeons, had taken place 
in his bedroom. After this supernatural poultiy took flight, U. J. 
died. Other circumstances had occurred to R. B. Barker, “which 
he might relate”, but which were “of such a nature as to preclude 
exposure ” at that present writing* 
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D. J, Mandell had had the following experience. I was invited 
to conduct a sitting at a neighbour’s, with reference to affording an 
opportunity to a young clergyman to witness something of the mani- 
festations. A name was here spelled out which none of the family 
recognised, and of which the said young clergyman at first denied any 
knowledge. , I called for a message, and this was given: ‘ Believe 
this is spiritual Thinking it singular that no relative of the family, 
and especially that no one whom the young minister could remember, 
should announce himself, I inquired if the spirit of any of his friends 
were present* Almost before the response could be given, he spoke 
sharply, and said, ‘ I wish not to hear from any of my friends through 
any such means*. I found there was considerable pride and prejudice 
aboard the little man, and pretty strongly suspected that there was 
more in the announcement of that name than he was willing to 
acknowledge. After considerable conversation, direct and indirect, he 
confessed to a knowledge of the person whose name had been given 
as aforesaid: it was that of a black barber who had died some time 
before, and who, during his life-time, had resided in the clergyman’s 
native village. The latter had been well acquainted with him, but 
despised him; and, from what I could make out of the manifestation, 
take it all in all, I judged that his spiritual friends were present to 
communicate with him; but perceiving his strong repugnance to hear 
from his friends through the tippings, they had resolved to shock his 
self-complacency by putting forward the very one whom he detested 
most” 

The following state, described by a gentleman who withholds his 
name, appears to us to indicate a condition, as to spirits, which is 
within the experience of many persons. To point our meaning we 
italicise a few words: 

“On the evening of the fifteenth instant, at the residence of Dr. 
Hallock, I was directed through the raps (a medium being present,) 
to go to the residence of Dr. Gray, and sit in a circle to be convened 
for the purpose of seeing an exhibition of spirit lights. As I had no 
other invitation I felt exceeding delicate about complying. I men- 
tioned this to the power that was giving the direction, and added, as 
an additional excuse, that my attendance there on an occasion long' gone 
hy had left an u7ifavourahle impression. Still I was directed to go. 
On arriving at Dr. Gray’s, I explained the occasion of my presence, 
and was admitted to the circle. Being desirous that my influence 
should not mar the harmony of the company, I put forth a strong 
effort of the will to induce a passiveness in my nervous system ; and, 
in order that I might not be deceived as to my snccess, resigned myself 
to sleep. . . . / suppose I was unconscious for thirty minutes?^ 

After this, the seer had a vision of stalks and leaves, “ a large species 
of fruit, somewhat resembling a pine-apple”, and “a nebulous column, 
somewhat resembling the milky way”, which nothing but spirits could 
account for, and from which nothing but soda-water, or time, is likely 
to have recovered hirm We believe this kind of manifestation is usu- 
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ally followed by a severe headache next morning, attended by some 
degree of thirst * 

A spiritualist residing at Troy, communicates the case of a lady, 
which appears to us to be of a nature closely resembling the last 
** A lady— the wife of a certain officer in a Presbyterian church—who 
is a partial believer in spiritual manifestations, was so far under the 
influence of spirits, that her hands were moved, and made to perform 
some very singular gestures. This new mode of doing ^business was 
not very pleasing to the lady, and caused her to be a little frightened. 
One day, seeing their clergyman, Dr. — - passing, the latter was 
invited in to witness the phenomena, and to render assistance, if pos- 
sible. As the Doctor entered the room, the lady shook hands with 
him cordially, but found it easier to commence than to leave off. 
After shaking hands for some time, the hands commenced patting the 
Doctor on the shoulders, head, and ears, to the confusion of both 
parties. The Doctor then advised that the hands be immersed in cold 
water, with a view to disengage the electricity, of which he said the 
lady was overcharged. When the water was procured the motion 
of the hands became more violent, and manifested a repugnance to the 
water-cure. With a little assistance, however, the hands were finally 
immersed, when they at once commenced throwing the water so 
plentifully over the Doctor’s head and shoulders, that he was compelled 
to beat a hasty retreat, carrying with him the marks of water-baptism 
at spirit hands. It is hoped that the Doctor, after this experience in 
the Spiritual electrical-fountain-bath will have a little more charity for 
his rapping sisters, as he terms them, and not again assail them from 
the pulpit as void of common sense.” 

It certainly is very extraordinary that, with such lights as these, 
any men can assail their rapping and tipping brothers and sisters, 
from any sort of pulpit, as void of common sense. The spirit business 
cannot fail to be regarded by all dispassionate persons as the last great 
triumph of common sense. 

These extracts, which we might extend through several pages, will 
quite dispose of the objection that there is any folly or stupidity among 
the patrons of the spirit business. As a proof that they are equally 
free from self-conceit, and that that little weakness in human nature 
has nothing to do with the success of the trade, and is not at all con- 
sulted by the dealers, we will come home to England for a concluding 
testimony borne by Mr. Robert Owen. This gentleman, in a con- 
versation with the spirits of his deceased wife and youngest daughter, 
inquired what object they had in view in favouring him with their 
company? ** Answer. To reform the world. Question. Can I 
materially promote this object? Answer. You can assist in pro- 
moting it Question. Shall I be aided by the spirits to enable me 
to succeed? Answer. Yes. Question. Shall / devote the remainder 
of my life to this mission? Answer. Yes. Question. Shall / hold 
a public meeting to announce to the world these proceedings; or shall 
they be made known through the British Parliament? Answer, 


202 


HOUSEHOLD WORDS 


Through the British Parliament. Question. Shall / also apply for 
an investigation of this subject to the Congress of the United States? 
Answer. Yes.” This naturally brought up the spirit of Benjamin 
Franklin, of whom Mr. Owen inquired, “ Have / been assisted in 
my writings for the public, by any particular spirit? Answer. Yes. 
Question. What spirit? Answer. God. (This reply was made in such 
a manner as to create a peculiarly awful impression on tliose present.) 
Question. Shall / continue to be assisted by the same spirit? Answer. 
Yes.” 

We have inquired of Dr. Conolly, and are informed that there are 
several philosophers now resident at Hanwell, Middlesex, and also in 
Saint George’s Fields, Southwark, who, without any tippings or rap- 
pings, find themselves similarly inspired. But those learned prophets 
cry aloud in their wards, and no man regardeth them; which brings 
us to the painful conclusion, that in the Spirit business, as in most 
other trades, there are some bankruptcies. 



A HAUNTED HOUSE 


That there are on record many circumstantial and minute accounts 
of haunted houses, is well known to most people. But, all such narra- 
tives must be received with the greatest circumspection, and sifted 
with the utmost care; nothing in them must be taken for granted, 
and every detail proved by direct and clear evidence, before it can be 
received. For, if this course be necessary to the establishment of a 
philosophical experiment in accordance with the known laws of nature, 
how much more is it necessary in a case where the alleged truth is 
opposed to those laws (so far as they are understood), and to the 
experience of educated mankind. How much more so, yet, when it 
is in the nature of the mass of this class of supernatural stories to 
resolve themselves into natural and commonplace affairs on the sub- 
traction or addition of some slight circumstance equally easy to have 
been dropped off, or to have been joined on, in the course of repetition 
from mouth to mouth ! 

We offer this preliminary remark as in fairness due to the difficulty 
of the general subject. But, in reference to the particular case of 
which, in all its terrors, we are about to give a short account, we must 
observe that every circumstance we shall relate is accurately known 
to us, is fully guaranteed by us, and can be proved by a cloud of 
witnesses taken at random from the whole country. 

The proprietor of the haunted house in question, is a gentleman 
of the name of Bull. Mr. Bull is a person of large property — a long 
way past the Middle Age, though some maudlin young people would 
have persuaded him to the contrary a little while ago — and possessed 
of a strong constitution and great common sense. Which, it is need- 
less to add, is the most uncommon sense in the world. 

The house belonging to Mr. Bull, which has acquired an unenviable 
notoriety, is situated in the city of Westminster, and abuts on the 
river Thames. Mr. Bull was induced to commence this edifice for the 
reception of a family already enlarged by the addition of several new 
Members, some years ago, on the destruction of his ancient family 
mansion by fire. A variety of remarkable facts have been observed, 
from the first, in connexion with this building. Merely as a building, 
it is supposed to be impossible that it can ever be finished; it is predicted 
and generally believed that the owl will hoot from the aged ivy clinging 
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to the bases of its towers, many centuries before the summits of those 
towers are reared. When it was originally projected, the sum-total of 
its cost was plainly written on the plans, in figures of a reasonable size. 
Those figures have since swelled in a most astonishing manner, and 
may now be seen in a colossal state. It was yet mere beams and walls, 
when extraordinary voices of the prosiest description arose from its 
foundations, and resounded through the city, night and day, unmean- 
ingly demanding whether Cromwell should have a statue. The voices 
being at length hushed by a body of Royal commissioners (among 
whom was the member for the University of Oxford, ex officio powerful, 
in the Red Sea),^ new phenomena succeeded. It was found impossible 
to warm the edifice; it was found impossible to cool it; and it was 
found impossible to light it. The Members of Mr. BuIFs family were 
blown off their seats by blasts of icy air, and in the same moment 
fainted from excess of sickly heat. Ophthalmia raged among them 
in consequence of the powerful glare to which their right eyes were 
exposed, while their left organs of vision were shrouded in the darkness 
of Caverns of amazing dimensions yawned under their feet 

whence odours arose, of which the only consolatory feature was, that 
no savour of brimstone could be detected in them. Pale human forms 
but for the most part of exaggerated and unearthly proportions— 
arose in the Hall, and (under the name of Cartoons) haunted it a long 
time. Among these phantoms, several portentous shades of ancient 
Britons were observed, with beards in the latest German style. Un- 
daunted by these accumulated horrors, Mr. Bull took possession of 
his haunted house— and then the dismal work began indeed. 

The first supernatural persecution endured by Mr. Bull, was the 
sound of a tremendous quantity of oaths. This was succeeded by the 
dragging of great weights about the house at untimely hours, accom- 
panied with fearful noises, such as shrieking, yelling, barking, bray- 
mg, crowing, coughing, fiendish laughter, and the like. Mr. Bull 
describes this outcry as calculated to appal the stoutest heart. But, 
a gush of words incessantly pouring forth within the haunted pre- 
mises, was even more distressing still. In the dead of the night, 
words, words, words — words of laudation, words of vituperation, 
words of indignation, words of peroration, words of order, words of 
disorder ; words, words, words— the same words in the same w^eary 
array, of little or no meaning, over and over again— resounded in the 
unhappy gentleman’s ears. The Irish accent was very frequently 
detectible in these dreadful sounds, and Mr. Bull considered it an 
^§'grravation of his misery. 

All this time, the strangest and wildest confusion reigned among 
the furniture Seats were overturned and knocked about; papers of 
importance that were laid upon the table, unaccountably disappeared; 
large measures were brought in and dropped; Members of Mr! Bull’s 
family weryepeatedly thrown from side to side, without appearing to 
know that they had changed sides at all; other Members w ere absurdly 
hoisted from surprising distances to foremost benches, where they tried 
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to hold on tight, but couldn’t by any means effect it; invisible kicks 
flew about with the utmost rapidity; the seals of Mr. Bull’s offices, 
though of some weight, were tossed to and fro, like shuttlecocks ; and, 
in the tumult, Mr. Bull himself went bodily to the wall, and there 
remained doubled up for a considerable period. In addition to these 
fearful revels, it was found that a forest growth of cobweb and fungus, 
which in the course of many generations had accumulated in the 
lobbies and passages of Mr. Bull’s old house, supernaturally sprung up 
at compound interest in the lobbies and passages of the new one, which 
were further infested by swarms of (supposed) unclean spirits that took 
refuge in the said growth. Thus was the house further haunted by 
what Mr. Bull calls, for the sake of distinction, ‘‘Private Bills”, engen- 
dering a continual gabbling and cackling in all the before-mentioned 
passages and lobbies, as well as in all the smaller chambers or com- 
mittee rooms of Mr. Bull’s mansion; and occasioning so much spoliation 
and corruption, and such a prodigious waste of money, that Mr. Bull 
considers himself annually impoverished to the extent of many hundreds 
of thousands of pounds thereby. 

At this distressing crisis, it occurred to Mr. Bull, to send the Members 
of his family (as it should be understood, his custom occasionally is) into 
the country, to be refreshed, and to get a little change. He thought 
that if the house stood empty for a short time, it might possibly become 
quieter in the interval; at any rate he knew that its condition could not 
well be worse. He therefore sent them down to various boroughs and 
counties, and awaited the result with some hope. But, now the most 
appalling circumstance connected with this haunted house, and which, 
within the compass of our reading, is unparalleled in any similar case, 
developed itself with a fury that has reduced Mr. Bull to the confines 
of despair. 

For the time, the house itself was quiet. But, dismal to relate, the 
great mass of the Members of Mr, Bull’s family carried the most 
terrific plagues of the house into the country with them, and seemed 
to let loose a legion of devils wheresoever they went. We will take, 
for the sake of clearness, the borough of Burningshame, and will 
generally recount what happened there, as a specimen of what occurred 
in many other places, 

A Member of Mr. Bull’s family went down to Burningshame, with 
the intention— perfectly innocent in itself—of taking a pleasant walk 
over the course there, and getting his friends to return him by an easy 
conveyance to Mr. Bull. But, no sooner had this gentleman arrived 
in Burningshame, than the voices and words broke out in every room 
and balcony of his hotel with a vehemence and recklessness inde- 
scribably awful. They made the wildest statements; they swore to 
the most impossible promises ; they said and unsaid fifty things in an 
hour ; they declared black to be white, and white to be black, without 
the least appearance of any sense of shame or responsibility; and made 
the hair of the better part of the population stand on end. All this 
time, the dirtiest mud in the streets was found to be flying about and 
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bespattering people at a great distance. This, however, was not the 
worst; would that it had been! It was but the beginning of the 
horrors. Scarcely was the town of Burningshanie aware of its deplor- 
able condition when the Member of Mr. BulFs family was discovered 
to be haunted, night and day, by two evil spirits who had come down 
with him (they being usually prowling about the lobbies and passages 
of the house, and other dry places), and who, under the names of an 
Attorney and a Parliamentary Agent, committed ravages truly dia- 
bolical. The first act of this infernal pair was, to throw open all 
the public-houses, and invite the people of Burningshame to drink 
themselves raving mad. They then compelled them, with banners, 
and with instruments of brass, and big drums, idiotically to parade 
the town, and fall foul of all other banners, instruments of brass, and 
big drums, that they met. In the meantime, they tortured and terrified 
all the small tradesmen, buzzed in their ears, dazzled their eyes, nipped 
their pockets, pinched their children, appeared to and alarmed their 
wives (many of them in the family way), broke the rest of whole 
families, and filled them with anxiety and dread. Not content with 
this, they tempted the entire town, got the people to sell their precious 
souls, put red-hot money into their hands while they were looking 
another way, made them forswear themselves, set father against son, 
brother against brother, friend against friend; and made the whole 
of Burningshame one sty of gluttony, drunkenness, avaiice, lying, 
false-swearing, waste, want, ill-will, contention, and depravity. In 
short, if the Member’s visit had lasted very long (which ha4)pily it 
did not) the place must have become a hell upon earth for several 
generations. And all this, these spirits did, with a wickedness peculiar 
to their accursed state : perpetually howling that it was pure and 
glorious, that it was free and independent, that it was Old England 
for ever, and other scraps of malignant mockery. 

Matters had arrived at this pitch, not only in Burningshame, but, as 
already observed, in an infinite variety of other places, when Mr. Bull 
—having heard, perhaps, some rumours of these disasters — recalled 
the various Members of his family to his house in town. They were 
no sooner assembled, than all the old noises broke out with redoubled 
violence ; the same extraordinary confusion prevailed among the furni- 
ture; the cobweb and fungus thickened with greater fecundity than 
before ; and the multitude of spirits in the lobbies and passages bel- 
lowed, and yelled, and made a dismal noise — described to be like the 
opening and shutting up of heavy cases— for weeks together. 

But even this was not the worst. Mr. Bull now found, on question- 
ing his family, that those evil spirits, the Attorneys and the Parlia- 
mentary Agents, had obtained such strong possession of many Members, 
that they (those members of Mr. Bull’s family) stood in awe of the said 
spirits, and even while they pretended to have been no parties to what 
the spirits had done, constantly defended and sided with them, and 
said among themselves that if they carried the spirits over this bad 
job, the spirits would return the compliment bye and bye. This dis- 
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covery, as may readily be believed, occasioned Mr. Bull the most 
poignant anguish, and he disti-actedly looked about him for any means 
of relieving his haunted house of their dreadful presence. An imple- 
ment called a ballot box (much used by Mr. Bull for domestic pur- 
poses) being recommended as ejOficacious, Mr. Bull suggested to his 
family the expediency of trying it; but, so many of the Members roared 
out Un-English!” and were echoed in such fearful tones, and with 
such great gnashing of teeth, by the whole of the spirits in the passages 
and lobbies, that Mr. Bull (who is in some things of a timid disposition) 
abandoned the idea for the time, without at all knowing what the cry 
meant 

The house is still in the fearful condition described, and the question 
with Mr. Bull is, What is to be done with it? Instead of getting better 
it gets worse, if possible, every night Fevered by want of rest; con- 
fused by the perpetual gush of words, and dragging of weights; blinded 
by the tossings from side to side ; bewildered by the clamour of the 
spirits ; and infected by the doings at Burningshame and elsewhere ; 
too many of the Members of Mr. Bull’s family (as Mr. Bull perceives 
with infinite regret) are beginning to conceive that what is truth and 
honour out of Mr. Bull’s house, is not truth and honour in it. That 
within those haunted precincts a gentleman may deem words all 
sufficient, and become a miserable quibbler. That the whole world 
is compidsed within the haunted house of Mr. Bull, and that there is 
nothing outside to find him out, or call him to account. But this, as 
Mr. Bull remarks, is a delusion of a haunted mind ; there being within 
his experience (which is pretty large) a good deal outside — Mr, Bull 
thinks, quite enough to pull his house about his family’s ears, as soon 
as it ceases to be respected. 

This is the present state of the haunted house. Mr. Bull has a fine 
Indian property, which has fallen into some confusion, and requires 
good management and just stewardship; but, as he says himself, how 
can he properly attend to his affairs in such an uproar? His younger 
children stand in great need of education, and must be sent to school 
somewhere ; but how can he clear his mind to balance the different 
prospectuses of rival establishments in this perturbed condition? Holy 
water has been tried — a pretty large supply having been brought from 
Ireland — but it has not the least effect, though it is spouted all over the 
floor, in profusion, every night. ** Then,” says Mr. Bull, naturally 
much distressed in his mind, ^‘what am I to do, sir, with this house 
of mine? I can’t go on in this way. All about Burningshame and 
those other places is well known. It won’t do. I must not allow the 
Members of my family to bring disease upon the country on which 
they should bring health; to load it with disgrace instead of honour; 
with their dirty hands to soil the national character on the most serious 
occasions when they come in contact with it ; and with their big talk 
to set up one standard of morality for themselves and another for the 
multitude. Nor must I be put off in this matter, for it presses. Then 
what ani l to do, sir, with this house of mine?” 
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When I was a very small boy indeed, both in years and stature, I got 
lost one day in the City of London, I was taken out by Somebody 
(shade of Somebody forgive me for remembering no more of thy 
identity!), as an immense treat, to be shown the outside of Saint Giles’s 
Church. I had romantic ideas in connexion with that religious edifice ; 
firmly believing that all the beggars who pretended through the week 
to be blind, lame, one-armed, deaf and dumb, and otherwise physically 
afflicted, laid aside their pretences every Sunday, dressed themselves 
in holiday clothes, and attended divine service in the temple of their 
patron saint. I had a general idea that the reigning successor of 
Bamfylde Moore Carew acted as a sort of churchwarden on these 
occasions, and sat in a high pew with red curtains. 

It was in the spring-time when these tender notions of mine, bursting 
forth into new shoots under the influence of the season, became 
sufficiently troublesome to my parents and guardians to occasion 
Somebody to volunteer to take me to see the outside of Saint Giles’s 
Church, which was considered likely (I suppose) to quench my romantic 
fire, and bring me to a practical state. We set off after breakfast 
I have an impression that Somebody was got up in a striking manner 
— in cord breeches of fine texture and milky hue, in long jean gaiters, 
in a green coat with bright buttons, in a blue neckerchief, and a 
monstrous shirt-collar. I think he must have newly come (as I had 
myself) out of the hop-grounds of Kent. I considered him the glass of 
fashion and the mould of form: a very Hamlet without the burden of 
his difficult family affairs. 

We were conversational together, and saw the outside of Saint 
Giles’s Church with sentiments of satisfaction, much enhanced by 
a flag flying from the steeple. I infer that we then went down to 
Northumberland House in the Strand to view the celebrated lion over 
the gateway. At all events, I know that in the act of looking up with 
mingled awe and admiration at that famous animal I lost Somebody. 

The child’s unreasoning terror of being lost, comes as freshly on me 
now as it did then. I verily believe that if I had found myself astray 
at the North Pole instead of in the narrow, crowded, inconvenient 
street over which the lion in those days presided, I could not have been 
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more horrified. But, this first fright expended itself in a little crying 
and tearing up and down ; and then I walked, with a feeling of dismal 
dignity upon me, into a court, and sat down on a step to consider how 
to get through life. 

To the best of my belief, the idea of asking my way home never 
came into my head. It is possible that I may, for the time, have pre- 
ferred the dismal dignity of being lost ; but I have a serious conviction 
that in the wide scope of my arrangements for the future, I had no 
eyes for the nearest and most obvious course. I was but very juvenile; 
from eight to nine years old, I fancy. 

I had one and fourpence in my pocket, and a pewter ring with a bit 
of red glass in it on my little finger. This jewel had been presented to 
me by the object of my affections, on my birthday, when we had sworn 
to marry, but had foreseen family obstacles to our union, in her being 
(she was six years old) of the Wesleyan persuasion, while I was 
devotedly attached to the Church of England. The one and fourpence 
were the remains of half-a-crown, presented on the same anniversary 
by my godfather—- a man who knew his duty and did it. 

Armed with these amulets, I made up my little mind to seek my 
fortune. When I had found it, I thought I would drive home in a 
coach and six, and claim my bride. I cried a little more at the idea of 
such a triumph, but soon dried my eyes and came out of the couit to 
pursue my plans. These were, first to go (as a species of investment) 
and see the Giants in Guildhall, out of whom I felt it not improbable 
that some prosperous adventure would arise ; failing that contingency, 
to try about the City for any opening of a Whittington nature; baffled 
in that too, to go into the army as a drummer. 

So, I began to ask my way to Guildhall: which I thought meant, 
somehow, Gold or Golden Hall ; I was too knowing to ask my way to 
the Giants, for I felt it would make people laugh. I remember how 
immensely broad the streets seemed now I was alone, how high the 
houses, how grand and mysterious everything. When I came to 
Temple Bar, it took me half-an-hour to stare at it, and I left it un- 
finished even then, I had read about heads being exposed on the 
top of Temple Bar, and it seemed a wicked old place, albeit a noble 
monument of architecture and a paragon of utility. When at last 
I got away from it, behold, I came, the next minute, on the figures at 
St Dunstan’sl Who could see those obliging monsters strike upon 
the bells and go? Between the quarters there was the toyshop to look 
at— still there, at this present writing, in a new form— and even when 
that enchanted spot was escaped from, after an hour and more, then 
Saint Paul’s arose, and how was I to get beyond its dome, or to take 
my eyes from its cross of gold? I found it a long journey to the 
Giants, and a slow one. 

I came into their presence at last, and gazed up at them with dread 
and veneration. They looked better tempered, and w-ere altogether 
more shiny-faced, than I had expected; but they were very big, and, as 
I judged their pedestals to be about forty feet high, I considered that 
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they would be very big indeed if they were walking on the stone pave- 
nient, I was in a state of mind as to these and all such figures, which 
I suppose holds equally with most children. While I knew them to be 
images made of something that was not flesh and blood, I still 
invested them with attributes of life — with consciousness of my being 
there, for example, and the power of keeping a sly eye upon me. 
Being very tired I got into the corner under Magog, to be out of the 
way of his eye, and fell asleep. 

When I started up after a long nap, I thought the giants were 
roaring, but it was only the City. The place was just the same as 
when I fell asleep : no beanstalk, no fairy, no princess, no dragon, no 
opening in life of any kind. So, being hungry, I thought I would buy 
something to eat, and bring it in there and eat it, before going forth 
to seek my fortune on the Whittington plan. 

I was not ashamed of buying a penny roll in a baker’s shop, but I 
looked into a number of cooks’ shops before I could muster courage to 
go into one. At last, I saw a pile of cooked sausages in a window 
with the label, ^^-Small Germans, A Penny”. Emboldened by knowing 
what to ask for, I went in and said, “ If you please will you sell me 
a small German?” which they did, and I took it, wrapped in paper in 
my pocket, to Guildhall, 

The giants were still lying by, in their sly way, pretending to take 
no notice, so I sat down in another corner, when what should I see 
before me but a dog with his ears cocked. He was a black dog, with 
a bit of white over one eye, and bits of white and tan in his paws, and 
he wanted to play — frisking about me, rubbing his nose against me, 
^t me sideways, shaking his head and pretending to run away 
backwards, and making himself good-naturedly ridiculous, as if he 
had no consideration for himself, but wanted to raise my spirits. Now, 
when I saw this dog I thought of Whittington, and felt that things 
were coming right; I encouraged him by saying, *‘Hi, boy!” “Poor 
fellow!” “Good dog!” and was satisfied that he was to be my dog 
for ever afterwards, and that he would help me to seek my fortune. 

^ Very much comforted by this (I had cried a little at odd times ever 
since I was lost), I took the small German out of my pocket, and 
began my dinner by biting off a bit and throwing it to the dog, who 
immediately swallowed it with a one-sided jerk, like a pill. While 
I took a bit myself, and he looked me in the face for a second piece, 

I considered by what name I should call him. I thought Merrychance 
would be an expressive name, under the circumstances ; and I was 
elated, I recollect, by inventing such a good one, when Merrychance 
began to growl at me in a most ferocious manner. 

_ I wondered he was not ashamed of himself, but he didn’t care for 
that; on the contrary he growled a good deal more. With his mouth 
watering, and his eyes glistening, and his nose in a very damp state, 
and his head veiy much on one side, he sidled about on the pavement 
in a threatening manner and growled at me, until he suddenly made 
a snap at the small German, tore it out of my hand, and went off with 
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it He never came back to help me seek my fortune. From that hour 
to the present, when I am forty years of age, I have never seen my 
faithful Merrychance again. 

I felt very lonely. Not so much for the loss of the small German 
though it was delicious, (I knew nothing about highly-peppered horse 
at that time) as on account of Merrychance’s disappointing me so 
cruelly; for I had hoped he would do every friendly thing but speak, 
and perhaps even come to that I cried a little more, and began to 
wish that the object of my affections had been lost with me, for com- 
pany’s sake. But, then I remembered that she could not go into the 
I army as a drummer; and I dried my eyes and ate my loaf. Coming 

I out, I met a milkwoman, of whom I bought a pennyworth of milk; 

quite set up again by my repast, I began to roam about the City, and 
to seek my fortune in the Whittington direction. 

When I go into the City, now, it makes me sorrowful to think that 
I am quite an artful wretch. Strolling about it as a lost child, I thought 
of the British Merchant and the Lord Mayor, and was full of reverence. 
Strolling about it now, I laugh at the sacred liveries of state, and get 
• indignant with the corporation as one of the strongest practical jokes 
of the present day. What did I know then, about the multitude who 
are always being disappointed in the City; who are always expecting 
to meet a party there, and to receive money there, and whose expecta- 
tions are never fulfilled? What did 1 know then, about that wonderful 
person, the friend in the City, who is to do so many things for so 
many people; who is to get this one into a post at home, and that one 
into a post abroad; who is to settle with this man’s creditors, provide 
for that man’s son, and see that other man paid; who is to “throw 
himself ” into this grand Joint-Stock certainty, and is to put his name 
down on that Life Assurance Directory, and never does anything pre- 
dicted of him? What did I know, then, about him as the friend of 
gentlemen, Mosaic Arabs and others, usually to be seen at races, and 
chiefly residing in the neighbourhood of Red Lion Square; and as 
being unable to discount the whole amount of that paper in money, 
but as happening to have by him a cask of remarkable fine sherry, 
a dressing-case, and a Venus by Titian, with which he would be 
willing to make up the balance? Had I ever heard of him, in those 
innocent days, as confiding information (which never by any chance 
turned out to be in the remotest degree correct) to solemn bald men, 
who mysteriously imparted it to breathless dinner tables? No, Had 
I ever learned to dread him as a shark, disregard him as a humbug, 
and know him for a myth? Not 1. Had I ever heard of him as 
associated with tightness in the money market, gloom in consols, the 
exportation of gold, or that rock ahead in everybody’s course, the 
bushel of wheat? Never, Had I the least idea what was meant by 
such terms as jobbery, rigging the market, cooking accounts, getting 
up a dividend, making things pleasant, and the like? Not the slightest. 
Should I have detected in Mr. Hudson himself, a staring carcase of 
golden veal? By no manner of means. The City was to me a vast 
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emporium of precious stones and metals, casks and bales, honour and 
generosity, foreign fruits and spices. Every merchant and banker was 
a compound of Mr. Fitz-Warren and Sinbad the Sailor. Smith, Payne, 
and Smith, when the wind was fair for Barbary and the captain 
present, were in the habit of calling their servants together (the cross 
cook included) and asking them to produce their little shipments. 
Glyn and Halifax had personally undergone great hardships in the 
valley of diamonds. Baring Brothers had seen Rocs’ eggs and travelled 
with caravans. Rothschild had sat in the Bazaar at Bagdad with rich 
stuffs for sale; and a veiled lady from tlie Sultan’s harem, riding on 
a donkey, had fallen in love with him. 

Thus I wandered about the City, like a child in a dream, staring 
at the British merchants, and inspired by a mighty faith in the marvel- 
lousness of everything. Up courts and down courts— in and out of 
yards and little squares — peeping into counting-house passages and 
running away— poorly feeding the echoes in the court of the South 
Sea House with my timid steps— roaming down into Austin Friars 
and wondering how the Friars used to like it— ever staring at the 
British merchants, and never tired of the shops— I rambled on, all 
through the day. In such stories as I made, to account for the differ- 
ent places, I believed as devoutly as in the City itself. I particularly 
remember that when I found myself on ’Change, and saw the shabby 
people sitting under the placards about ships, I settled that they were 
Misers, who had embarked all their wealth to go and buy gold-dust or 
something of that sort, and were waiting for their respective captains 
to come and tell them that they were ready to set sail. I observed 
that they all munched dry biscuits, and I thought it was to keep off 
sea-sicKness. 


. delightful; but it still produced no result according 

to the Whittington precedent. There was a dinner preparing at the 
Mansion House, and when I peeped in at a grated kitchen window, 
and saw the men cooks at work in their white caps, my heart began 
to beat with hope that the Lord Mayor, or the Lady Mayoress, or one 
of the young Princesses their daughters, would look out of an upper 
apartment and direct me to be taken in. But. nothing of the kind 
occurred. It was not until I had been peeping in some time that one 
of the cooks ca led to me (the window was open) “Cut away, you 

f inZufoSi ™ "" 

After that I came to the India House, and asked a bov what it was 
who made_ faces and pulled my hair before he told me^ and behaved 
altogether in an ungenteel and discourteous manner. Sir James Hogg 
himself m^ht have been satisfied with the veneration in which I held 
the India House. I had no doubt of its being the most wonderful the 
most magnanimous, the most incorruptible, the most practically’ dis- 

faSHf S Srtir^'l establishment on the 

ce of the earth. I understood the nature of an oath, and would have 
sworn it to be one entire and perfect chrysolite. 
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Tliinking much about boys who went to India, and who immediately, 
without being sick, smoked pipes like curled-up bell-ropes, terminating 
in a large cut-glass sugar basin upside down, I got among the out- 
fitting shops. There, I read the lists of things that were necessary 
for an India-going boy, and when I came to “one brace of pistols”, 
thought what happiness to be reserved for such a fate ! Still no British 
merchant seemed at all disposed to take me into his house. The only 
exception was a chimney-sweep— he looked at me as if he thought me 
suitable to his business; but I ran away from him. 

I suffered very much, all day, from boys; they chased me down 
turnings, brought me to bay in doorways, and treated me quite 
savagely, though I am sure I gave them no offence. One boy, who 
had a stump of black-lead pencil in his pocket, wrote his mother’s 
name and address (as he said) on my white hat, outside the crown. 
Mrs. Blores, Wooden Leg Walk, Tobacco-stopper Row, Wapping. 
And I couldn’t rub it out 

I recollect resting in a little churchyard after this persecution, dis- 
posed to think upon the whole, that if I and the object of my affections 
could be buried there together, at once, it would be comfortable. But, 
another nap, and a pump, and a bun, and above all a picture that I 
saw, brought me round again, 

I must have strayed by that time, as I recall my course, into Good- 
man’s Fields, or somewhere thereabouts. The picture represented a 
scene in a play then performing at a theatre in that neighbourhood 
which is no longer in existence. It stimulated me to go to that theatre 
and see that play. I resolved, as there seemed to be nothing doing in 
the Whittington way, that on the conclusion of the entertainments I 
would ask my way to tlvt barracks, knock at the gate, and tell them 
that I understood they were in want of drummers, and there I was. 
I think I must have been told, but I know I believed, that a soldier 
was always on duty, day and night, behind every barrack-gate, with 
a shilling ; and that a boy who could by any means be prevailed on 
to accept it, instantly became a drummer, unless his father paid four 
hundred pounds. 

I found out the theatre — of its external appearance I only remember 
the loyal initials G.R. untidily painted in yellow ochre on the front— 
and waited, with a pretty large crowd, for the opening of the gallery 
doors. The greater part of the sailors and others composing the crowd, 
were of the lowest description, and their conversation was not improv- 
ing; but I understood little or nothing of what was bad in it then, and 
it had no depraving influence on me. I have wondered since, how long 
it would take, by means of such association, to corrupt a child nurtured 
as I had been, and innocent as I was. 

Whenever I saw that my appearance attracted attention, either out- 
side the doors or afterwards within the theatre, I pretended to look 
out for somebody who was taking care of me, and from whom I was 
separated, and to exchange nods and smiles with that creature of my 
imagination. This answered very well. I had my sixpence clutched 
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in my hand ready to pay ; and when the doors opened, with a clattering 
of bolts, and some screaming from women in the crowd, I went on 
with the current like a straw. My sixpence was rapidly swallowed up 
in the money-taker’s pigeon-hole, which looked to me like a sort of 
mouth, and I got into the freer staircase above, and ran on (as every- 
bodyielse did) to get a good place. When I came to the back of the 
gallery, there were very few people in it, and the seats looked so 
horribly steep, and so like a diving arrangement to send me, head- 
foremost, into the pit, that I held by one of them in a terrible fright. 
However, there was a good-natured baker with a young woman, who 
gave me his hand, and we all three scrambled over the seats together 
down into the corner of the first row. The baker was very fond of the 
young woman, and kissed her a good deal in the course of the evening, 

I was no sooner comfortably settled, than a weight fell upon my 
mind, which tormented it most dreadfully, and which I must explain. 
It was a benefit night — the benefit of the comic actor — a little fat man 
with a very large face and, as I thought then, the smallest and most 
diverting hat that ever was seen. This comedian, for the gratification 
of his friends and patrons, had undertaken to sing a comic song on 
a donkey’s back, and afterwards to give away the donkey so distin- 
guished, by lottery. In this lottery, every person admitted to the pit 
and gallery had a chance. On paying my sixpence, I had received the 
number, forty-seven ; and I now thought, in a perspiration of terror, 
what should I ever do if that number was to come up the prize, and 
I was to win the donkey! 

It made me tremble all over to think of the possibility of my good 
fortune. I knew I never could conceal the fact of my holding forty- 
seven, in case that number came up, because, not to speak of my 
confusion, which would immediately condemn me, I had shown my 
number to the baker. Then, I pictured to myself the being called upon 
to come down on the stage and receive the donkey. 1 thought how all 
the people would shriek when they saw it had fallen to a little fellow 
like me. How should I lead him out — for of course he wouldn’t go? 
If he began to bray, what should I do? If he kicked, what would 
become of me? Suppose he backed into the stage-door, and stuck 
there, with me upon him? For I felt that if I won him, the comic 
actor would have me on his back, the moment he could touch me. 
Then if I got him out of the theatre, what was I to do with him? 
How was I to feed him? Where was I to stable him? It was bad 
enough to have gone astray by myself, but to go astray with a donkey, 
too, was a calamity more tremendous than I could bear to contemplate. 

These apprehensions took away all my pleasure in the first piece. 
When the ship came on — a real man-of-war she was called in the bills 
— and rolled prodigiously in a very heavy sea, I couldn’t, even in the 
terrors of the storm, forget the donkey. It was awful to see the sailors 
pitching about, with telescopes and speaking trumpets (they looked 
very tall indeed aboard the man-of-war), and it was awful to suspect 
the pilot of treachery, though impossible to avoid it, for when he 
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cried— “We are lost! To the raft, to the raft! A thunderbolt has 
struck the main-mast! 1 myself saw him take the main-mast out of 
its socket and drop it overboard; but even these impressive circum- 
stances paled before my dread of the donkey. Even, when the g-ood 
sailor (and he was very good) came to good fortune, and the bad sailor 
(and he was very bad) threw himself into the ocean from the summit 
of a curious rock, presenting something of the appearance of a pair 
of steps, I saw the dreadful donkey through my tears. ^ 

At last the time came when the fiddlers struck up the comic song- 
and the dreaded animal, with new shoes on, as I inferred from the 
noise they made, came clattering in with the comic actor on his back 
He was dressed out with ribbons (I mean the donkey was), and as he 
persisted in turning his tail to the audience, the comedian got off him 
turned about, and sitting with his face that way, sang the song three 
times, amid thunders of applause. All this time, I was fearfully agi- 
tated ; and when two pale people, a good deal splashed with the mud 
of the streets, were invited out of the pit to superintend the drawing 
of the lottery, and were received with a round of laughter from every- 
body else, I could have begged and prayed them to have mercy on me, 
and not draw number forty-seven. 

But, I was soon put out of my pain now, for a gentleman behind me 
in a flannel jacket and a yellow neck-kerchief, who had eaten two fried 
soles and all his pockets-full of nuts before the storm began to rage, 
answered to the winning number, and went down to take possession of 
the prize. This gentleman had appeared to know the donkey, rather, 
from the moment of his entrance, and had taken a great interest in 
his proceedings; driving him to himself, if I use an intelligible phrase, 
and saying, almost in my ear, when he made any mistake, “ Kum up* 
you precious Moke. Kum up 1 ” He was thrown by the donkey on 
first mounting him, to tlie great delight of the audience (including 
myself), but rode him off with great skill afterwards, and soon re- 
turned to his seat quite calm. Calmed myself by the immense relief 
I had sustained, I enjoyed the rest of the performance very much 
indeed. I remember there were a good many dances, some in fetters 
and some in roses, and one by a most divine little creature, who made 
the object of my affections look but common-place. In the concluding 
drama, she re-appeared as a boy, (in arms, mostly), and was fought 
for, several times. I rather think a Baron wanted to drown her, and 
was on various occasions prevented by the comedian, a ghost, a New- 
foundland dog, and a church bell. I only remember beyond this, that 
I wondered where the Baron expected to go to, and that he went there 
in a shower of sparks. The lights were turned out while the sparks 
died out, and it appeared to me as if the whole play— ship, donkey, 
men and women, divine little creature, and all — were a wonderful 
firework that had gone off, and left nothing but dust and darkness 
behind it. 

It was late when I got out Into the streets, and there was no moon, 
and there were no stars, and the rain fell heavily. When I emerged 
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from the dispersing crowd, the ghost and the Baron had an ugly look 
in my remembrance ; I felt unspeakably forlorn ; and now, for the first 
time, my little bed and the dear familiar faces came before me, and 
touched my heart. By daylight, I had never thought of the grief at 
home. I had never thought of my mother. I had never thought of 
anything but adapting myself to the circumstances in which I found 
myself, and going to seek my fortune. 

For a boy who could do nothing but cry, and run about, saying “ O 
I am lost!” to think of going into the army was, I felt sensible, out of 
the question. I abandoned the idea of asking my way to the barracks 
—or rather the idea abandoned me — and ran about, until I found a 
watchman in his box. It is amazing to me, now, that he should have 
been sober; but I am inclined to think he was too feeble to get drunk. 

This venerable man took me to the nearest watch-house I say he 
took me, but in fact I took him, for when I think of us in the rain, I 
recollect that we must have made a composition, like a vignette of 
Infancy leading Age. He had a dreadful cough, and was obliged to 
lean against a wall, whenever it came on. We got at last to the 
watch-house, a warm and drowsy sort of place embellished with great- 
coats and rattles hanging up. When a paralytic messenger had been 
sent to make inquiries about me, I fell asleep by the fire, and awoke no 
more until my eyes opened on my father’s face. This is literally and 
exactly how I went astray. They used to say I was an odd child, and 
I suppose I was. I am an odd man perhaps. 

Shade of Somebody, forgive me for the disquiet I must have caused 
thee ! When I stand beneath the Lion, even now, I see thee rushing 
up and down, refusing to be comforted. I have gone astray since, 
many times, and farther afield. May I therein have given less disquiet 
to others, than herein I gave to thee I 
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We may assume that we are not singular in entertaining a very great 
tenderness for the fairy literature of our childhood. What enchanted 
us then, and is captivating a million of young fancies now, has, at the 
same blessed time of life, enchanted vast hosts of men and women who 
have done their long day’s work, and laid their grey heads down to 
rest. It would be hard to estimate the amount of gentleness and 
mercy that has made its way among us through these slight channels. 
Forbearance, courtesy, consideration for the poor and aged, kind treat- 
ment of animals, the love of nature, abhorrence of tyranny and brute 
force—many such good things have been first nourished in the child’s 
heart by this powerful aid. It has greatly helped to keep us, in some 
sense, ever young, by preserving through our worldly ways one 
slender track not overgrown with weeds, where we may walk with 
children, sharing their delights. 

In an utilitarian age, of all other times, it is a matter of grave impor- 
tance that Fairy tales should be respected. Our English red tape is 
too magnificently red ever to be employed in the tying up of such 
trifles, but every one who has considered the subject knows full well 
that a nation without fancy, without some romance, never did, never 
can, never will, hold a great place under the sun. The theatre, having 
done its worst to destroy these admirable fictions— and having in a most 
exemplary manner destroyed itself, its artists, and its audiences, in that 
perversion of its duty — it becomes doubly important that the little 
books themselves, nurseries of fency as they are, should be preserved. 
To preserve them in their usefulness, they must be as much preserved 
in their simplicity, and purity, and innocent extravagance, as if they 
were actual fact. Whosoever alters them to suit his own opinions, 
whatever they are, is guilty, to our thinking, of an act of presumption, 
and appropriates to himself what does not belong to him. 

We have lately observed, with pain, the intrusion of a Whole Hog of 
unwieldy dimensions into the fairy flower garden. The rooting of the 
animal among the roses would in itself have awakened in us nothing 
but indignation ; our pain arises from his being violently driven in by 
a man of genius, our own beloved friend, Mr. Gjiorge Cruikshank. 
That incomparable artist is, of all men, the last who should lay his 
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exquisite hand on fairy text. In his own art he understands it so 
perfectly, and illustrates it so beautifully, so humorously, so wisely, 
that he should never lay down his etching needle to *‘edit the Ogre, 
to whom with that little instrument he can render such extraordinary 
justice. But, to “editing” Ogres, and Hop-o’-my-thumbs, and their 
families, our dear moralist has in a rash moment taken, as a means of 
propagating the doctrines of Total Abstinence, Prohibition of the sale 
of spirituous liquors, Free Trade, and Popular Education. For the 
introduction of these topics, he has altered the text of a fairy story; and 
against his right to do any such thing we protest with all our might 
and main. Of his likewise altering it to advertise that excellent series 
of plates, “The Bottle”, we say nothing more than that we foresee 
a new and improved edition of Goody Two Shoes, edited by E. Moses 
and Son ; of the Dervish with the box of ointment, edited by Professor 
Holloway; and of Jack and the Beanstalk, edited by Mary Wedlake, 
the popular authoress of Do you bruise your oats yet. 

Now, it makes not the least difference to our objection whether we 
agree or disagree with our worthy friend, Mr. Cruikshank, in the 
opinions he interpolates upon an old fairy story. Whether good or bad 
in themselves, they are, in that relation, like the famous definition of 
a weed; a thing growing up in a wrong place. He has no greater 
moral justification in altering the harmless little books than we should 
have in altering his best etchings. If such a precedent were followed 
we must soon become disgusted with the old stories into which modern 
^ personages so obtruded themseves, and the stories themselves must 
soon be lost. With seven Blue Beards in the field, each coming at 
a gallop from his own platform mounted on a foaming hobby a 
generation or two hence would not know which was which, and the 
great origii^l Blue Beard would be confounded with the counterfeits. 
Imagine a Total Abstinence edition of Robinson Crusoe, with the rum 
left out Imagine a Peace edition, with the gunpowder left out, and 
le rum left m.^ Imagine a Vegetarian edition, with the goat’s flesh 
leit out Irnagme a Kentucky edition, to introduce a hogging of that 
tarnal old nigger Friday, twice a week. Imagine an Aborigines Pro- 
tection Society edition, to deny the cannibalism and make Robinson 
embrace the amiable savages whenever they landed. Robinson Crusoe 
would be edited ’’ out of his island in a hundred years, and the island 
would be swallowed up in the editorial ocean. 

Among the other learned professions we have now the Platform pro- 

1 a new and meritorious class of commercial 

travellers who go about to take the sense of meetings on various 
articles: some, of a very superior description: some, not quite so good. 
Let us wnte the stoiy of Cinderella, “edited” by one of these gentle- 
men, doing a good stroke of business, and having a rather extensive 
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lovely daughter. She was a beautiful child, and became, at her own 
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desire, a member of the Juvenile Bands of Hope when she was only 
four years of age. When this child was only nine years of age her 
mother died, and all the Juvenile Bands of Hope in her district-— the 
Central district, number live hundred and twenty-seven— formed in a 
procession of two and two, amounting to fifteen hundx'ed, and followed 
her to the grave, singing chorus Number forty-two, “O come”, &c. 
This grave was outside the town, and under the direction of the Local 
Board of Health, which reported at certain stated intervals to the 
General Board of Health, Whitehall. 

The motherless little girl was very sorrowful for the loss of her 
mother, and so was her father too, at first; but, after a year was over, 
he married again— a very cross widow lady, with two proud tyrannical 
daughters as cross as herself. He was aware that he could have made 
his marriage with this lady a civil process by simply making a declara- 
tion before a Registrar; but he was averse to this course on religious 
grounds, and, being a member of the Montgolfian persuasion, was 
married according to the ceremonies of that respectable church by the 
Reverend Jared Jocks, who improved the occasion* 

He did not live long with his disagreeable wife. Having been 
shamefully accustomed to shave with warm water instead' of cold, 
which he ought to have used (see Medical Appendix B. and C.), his 
undermined constitution could not bear up against her temper, and he 
soon died. Then, this orplian was cruelly treated by her stepmother 
and the two daughters, and was forced to do the dirtiest of the. kitchen 
work; to scour the saucepans, wash the dishes, and light the fires — 
which did not consume their own smoke, but emitted a dark vapour 
prejudicial to the bronchial tubes. The only wafm place in the house 
where she was free from ill-treatment was the kitchen chimney 
corner; and as she used to sit down there, among the cinders, when 
her work was done, the proud fine sisters gave her the name of 
Cinderella. . 

About this time, the King of the land, who never made war against 
anybody, and allowed everybody to make war against him— which was 
the reason why his subjects were the greatest manufacturers on earth, 
and always lived in security and peace — gave a great feast, which was 
to last two days. This splendid banquet was to consist entirely of 
artichokes and gruel; and from among those who were invited to it, 
and to hear the delightful speeches after dinner, the King’s son was 
to choose a bride for himself. The proud fine sisters were invited, but 
nobody knew anything about poor Cinderella, and she was to stay at 
home, ' 

She was so sweet-tempered, however, that she assisted the haughty 
creatures to dress, and bestowed her admirable taste upon them as 
freely as if they had been kind to her. Neither did she laugh when 
they broke seventeen stay-laces in dressing ; , for, although she wore 
no stays herself, being sufficiently acquainted with the anatomy of the 
human figure to be aware of the destructive effects of tight-lacing, she 
always reserved her opinions on that subject for the Regenerative 
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Record (price three halfpence in a neat wrapper), which all good people 
take in, and to which she was a Contributor. 

At length the wished-for moment arrived, and the proud fine sisters 
swept away to the feast and speeches, leaving Cinderella in the chim- 
ney-corner. But, she could always occupy her mind with the general 
question of the Ocean Penny Postage, and she had in her pocket 
an unread Oration on that subject, made by the well-known Orator, 
Nehemiah Nicks. She was lost in the fervid eloquence of that talented 
Apostle when she became aware of the presence of one of those female 
relatives which (it may not be generally known) it is not lawful for 
a man to marry. I allude to her grandmother. 

‘‘ Why so solitary, my child said the old lady to Cinderella. 

“Alas, grandmother,” returned the poor girl, “my sisters have 
gone to the feast and speeches, and here sit I in the ashes, Cinderella!” 

“ Never,” cried the old lady with animation, “ shall one of the Band 
of Hope despair! Run into the garden, my dear, and fetch me an 
American Pumpkin! American, because in some parts of that inde- 
pendent country, there are prohibitory laws against the sale of alco- 
holic drinks in any form. Also; because America produced (among 
many great pumpkins) the glory of her sex, Mrs. Colonel Bloomer. 
None but an American Pumpkin will do, my child.” 

Cinderella ran into the garden, and brought t^e largest American 
Pumpkin she could find. This virtuously democratic vegetable her 
grandmother immediately changed into a splendid coach. Then, she 
sent her for six mice from the mouse-trap, which she changed into 
prancing horses, free from the obnoxious and oppressive post-horse 
duty. Then, to the rat-trap in the stable for a rat, which she changed 
to a state-coachman, not amenable to the iniquitous assessed titxes. 
Then,^ to look behind a watering-pot for six lizards, which she changed 
into six footmen, each with a petition in his hand ready to present to 
the Prince, signed by fifty thousand persons, in favour of the early 
closing movement. 

“But, grandmother,” said Cinderella, stopping in the midst of her 
delight, and looking at her clothes, “how can I go to the palace in 
these miserable rags?” 

“ Be not uneasy about that, my dear,” returned her grandmother. 

Upon which the old lady touched her with her wand, her rags dis- 
appeared, and she was beautifully dressed. Not in the present costume 
of the female sex, which has been proved to be at once grossly im- 
modest and absurdly inconvenient, but in rich sky-blue satin panta- 
loons gathered at the ankle, a puce-coloured satin pelisse sprinkled 
with silver flowers, and a very broad Leghorn hat The hat was 
chastely ornamented with a rainbow-coloured ribbon hanging in two 
bell-pulls down the back; the pantaloons were ornamented with a 
golden stripe; and the effect of the whole was unspeakably sensible, 
feminine, and retiring. Lastly, the old lady put on Cinderella’s feet a 
pair of shoes made of glass: observing that but for the abolition of 
the duty on that article, it never could have been devoted to such a 
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purpose; the effect of all such taxes being to cramp invention, and 
embarrass the producer, to the manifest injury of the consumer. 
When the old lady had made these wise remarks, she dismissed Cin- 
derella to the feast and speeches, charging her by no means to remain 
after twelve o’clock at night. 

The arrival of Cinderella at the Monster Gathering produced a great 
excitement. As a delegate from the United States had just moved 
that the King do take the chair, and as the motion had been seconded 
and carried unanimously, the King himself could not go forth to 
receive her. But His Royal Highness the Prince (who was to move 
the second resolution), went to the door to hand her from her carriage. 
This virtuous Prince, being completely covered from head to foot with 
Total Abstinence Medals, shone as if he were attired in complete 
armour; while the inspiring strains of the Peace Brass Band in the 
gallery (composed of the Lambkin Family, eighteen in number, who 
cannot be too much encouraged) awakened additional enthusiasm. 

The King’s son handed Cinderella to one of the reserved seats for 
pink tickets, on the platform, and fell in love with her immediately. 
His appetite deserted him; he scarcely tasted his artichokes, and 
merely trifled with his gruel. When the speeches began, and Cinder- 
ella, wrapped in the eloquence of the two inspired delegates who occu- 
pied the entire evening in speaking to the first Resolution, occasionally 
cried, *^Hear, hear!” the sweetness of her voice completed her con- 
quest of the Prince’s heart. But, indeed the whole male portion of 
the assembly loved her— -and doubtless would have done so, even if 
she had been less beautiful, in consequence of the contrast which her 
dress presented to the bold and ridiculous garments of the other ladies. 

At a quarter before twelve the second inspired delegate having 
drunk all the water in the decanter, and fainted away, the King put 
the question, **That this Meeting do now adjourn until to-morrow”. 
Those who were of that opinion holding up their hands, and then 
those who were of the contrary, theirs, there appeared an immense 
majority in favour of the resolution, which was consequently carried. 
Cinderella got home in safety, and heard nothing all that night, or 
all next day, but the praises of the unknown lady with the sky-blue 
satin pantaloons. 

When the time for the feast and speeches came round again, the 
cross stepmother and the proud fine daughters went out in good time 
to secure their places. As soon as they were gone, Cinderella’s grand- 
mother returned and changed her as before. Amid a blast of welcome 
from the Lambkin family, she was again handed to the pink seat on 
the platform by His Royal Highness. 

This gifted Prince was a powerful speaker, and had the evening 
before him. He rose at precisely ten minutes before eight, and was 
greeted with tumultuous cheers and waving of handkerchiefs. When 
the excitement had in some degree subsided, he proceeded to address 
the meeting: who were never tired of listening to speeches, as no good 
people ever are. He held them enthralled for four hours and a quarter. 
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Cinderella forgot the time, and hurried away so when she heard the 
first stroke of twelve, that her beautiful dress changed back to her old 
rags at the door, and she left one of her glass shoes behind. The 
Prince took it up, and vowed — that is, made a declaration before a 

magistrate; for he objected on principle to the multiplying of oaths 

that he would only many the charming creature to whom that shoe 
belonged, 

^ He accordingly caused an advertisement to that effect to be inserted 
m all the newspapers; for, the advertisement duty, an impost most 
unjust in principle, and most unfair in operation, did not exist in that 
country; neither was the stamp on newspapers known in that land— 
which had as many newspapers as the United States, and got as much 
good out of them. Innumerable ladies answered the advertisement 
and pretended that the shoe was theirs; but, every one of them was 
unable to get her foot into it The proud fine sisters answered it, and 
tried their feet with no greater success. Then, Cinderella, who had 
answered it too, came forward amidst their scornful jeers, and the 
shoe slipped on in a moment It is a remarkable tribute to the 
improved and sensible fashion of the dress her grandmother had given 

sZnherfLt^^ probably never have 

The marriage was solemnised with great rejoicing. When the 
loneymoon was over, the King retired from public life, and was 

herself to Prince. Cinderella, being now a queen, applied 

erself to the government of the country on enlightened, liberal and 
ree principles. All the people who ate anything she did not eat 
anything she did not drink, were imprisoned for life’ 
All the newspaper offices from which any doctrine proceeded that was 
not her doctrine, were burnt down. All the public speaker^ prowd 
to demonstiation that if there were any individual on the face ^of the 

n f abandoned monster. She also threw open the rif ht 

laws, to the whole of her sex; who thus came to be always e-lori 
j nobody dared to lo4. ^And 

they all lived happily ever afterwards. u to love. And 

Fairies once permitted, we see little reason why they 
akefaeld was wisest when he was tired of being always wise The 


THINGS THAT CANNOT 
BE DONE 


I Nothing flagrantly wrong can be done, without adequate punishment, 

( under the English law. What a comfortable truth that is! I have 

always admired the English law with all my heart, as being plain, 

I cheap, comprehensive, easy, unmistakable, strong to help the right doer, 

weak to help the wrong doer, entirely free from adherence to barbarous 
usages which the world has passed, and knows to be ridiculous and 
unjust It is delightful never to see the law at fault, never to find it 
in what our American relatives call a fix, never to behold a scoundrel 
. able to shield himself with it, always to contemplate the improving 

' spectacle of Law in its wig and gown leading blind Justice by the 

I hand and keeping her in the straight broad course. 

I I am particularly struck, at the present time, by the majesty with 

( which the Law protects its own humble administrators. Next to the 
punishment of any offence by fining the offender in a sum of money — 
— which is a practice of the Law, too enlightened and too obviously 
I just and wise, to need any commendation— the penalties inflicted on 

j an intolerable brute who maims a police ofiicer for life, make my soul 

I expand with a solemn joy. I constantly read in the newspapers of 

I such an offender being committed to prison with hard labour, for one, 

I two, or even three months. Side by side with such a case, I read the 

I statement of a surgeon to the police force, that within such a specified 

I short time, so many men have been under his care for similar injuries; 

I so many of whom have recovered, after undergoing a refinement of 

I pain expressly contemplated by their assailants in the nature of their 

I attack; so many of whom, being permanently debilitated and incapa- 

I citated, have been dismissed the force. Then, I know that a wild 

i beast in a man’s form cannot gratify his savage hatred of those who 

^ check him in the perpetration of crime, without suffering a thousand 

times more than the object of his wrath, and without being made a 
certain and a stern example. And this is one of the occasions on which 
the beauty of the Law of England fills me with the solemn joy I have 
mentioned- 

i The paeans I have of late been singing within myself on the subject 

. of the determination of the Law to prevent by severe punishment the 
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oppression and ill-treatment of Women, have been echoed in the public 
journals. It is true that an ill-conditioned friend of mine, possessing* 
the remarkably inappropriate name of Common Sense, is not fully 
satisfied on this head. It is true that he says to me, Will you look 
at these cases of brutality, and tell me whether you consider six years 
of the hardest prison task-work (instead of six months) punishment 
enough for such enormous cruelty? Will you read the increasing 
records of these violences from day to day, as more and more sufferers 
are gradually encouraged by a law of six months’ standing to disclose 
their long endurance, and will you consider what a legal system that 
must be which only now applies an imperfect remedy to such a giant 
evil? Will you think of the torments and murders of a dark perspec- 
tive of past years, and ask yourself the question whether in exulting 
so mightily, at this time of day, over a law faintly asserting the lowest 
first principle of all law, you are not somewhat sarcastic on the virtu- 
ous Statutes at Large, piled up there on innumerable shelves?” It is 
true, I say, that my ill-conditioned friend does twit me, and the law I 
dote on, after this manner; but it is enough for me to know, that for a 
man to maim and kill his wife by inches—or even the woman, wife or 
no wife, who shares his home—without most surely incurring a punish- 
ment, the justice of which satisfies the mind and heart of the common 
level of humanity, is one of the things that cannot be done. 

But, deliberately, falsely, defamingly, publicly and perseveringly, to 
pursue and outrage any woman is foremost among the things that 
cannot be done. Of course, it cannot be done. This is the year one 
thousand eight hundred and fifty-three; and Steam and Electricity 
would indeed have left the limping Law behind, if it could be done 
in the present age. 

Let me put an impossible case, to illustrate at once my admiration of 
the Law, and its tender care for Women. This may be an appropriate 
time for doing so, when most of us are complimenting the Law on its 
avenging gallantry. 

Suppose a young lady to be left a great heiress, under circumstances 
which cause the general attention to be attracted to her name. Suppose 
her to be modest, retiring, otherwise only known for her virtues, cha- 
nties, and noble actions. Suppose an abandoned sharper, so debased 
so wanting in the manhood of a commonly vile swindler, so lost to 
every sense of shame and disgrace, as to conceive the original idea 
of hunting this young lady through life until she buys him off with 
money. Suppose him to adjust the speculation deliberately with him- 
self. -I know nothing of her, I never saw her; but I am a bankrupt 
with no character and no trade that brings me in any money and I 
mean to make the pursuit of her, my trade. She seeks retirement; 

I will drag her out of it. She avoids notoriety; J will force it upon 
her. ^ She is rich ; she shall stand and deliver. I am poor; I will have 
plunder. The opinion of society. What is that to me? I know the 
Law, and the Law will be my friend— not hers.” 

It is very difficult, I know, to suppose such a set of circumstances, 
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or to imagine such an animal not caged behind iron bars or knocked 
on the head. But, let us stretch elastic fancy to such an extreme point 
of supposition. He goes to work at the trade he has taken up, and 
works at it, industriously, say for fifteen, sixteen, seventeen years. 
He invents the most preposterous and transparent lies, which not one 
human being whose ears they ever reach, can possibly believe. He pre- 
tends that the lady promised to marry him— say, in a nonsensical jingle 
of rhymes which he produces, and which he says and swears (for what 
will he not say and swear, except the truth?) is the production of the 
lady’s hand. Before incapable country justices, and dim little farthing 
rushlights of the law, he drags this lady at his pleasure, whenever he 
will. He makes the Law a screw to force the hand she has had the 
courage to close upon her purse from the beginning. He makes the 
Law a rack on which to torture her constancy, her affections, her con- 
sideration for the living, and her veneration for the dead. He shakes 
the letter of the Law over the heads of the puny tribunals he selects 
for his infamous purpose, and frightens them into an endui'ance of 
his audacious mendacity. Because the Law is a Law of the peddling 
letter and not of the comprehensive spirit, this magistrate shall privately 
bribe him with money to condescend to overlook his omission (sanc- 
tioned by the practice of years) of some miserable form as to the exact 
spot in which he puts his magisterial signature upon a document ; and 
that commissioner shall publicly compliment him upon his extraor- 
dinary acquirements, when it is manifest upon the face of the written 
evidence before the same learned commissioner’s eyes in court, that he 
cannot so much as spell. But he knows the Law. And the letter of 
the Law is with the rascal and not with the rascal’s prey. 

For, we are to suppose that all through these years, he is never 
punished with any punishment worthy of the name, for his real offence. 
He is now and then held to bail, gets out of prison, and goes to his 
trade again. He commits wilful and corrupt perjury, down a bye way, 
and is lightly punished for that; but he takes his brazen face along the 
high road of his guilt, uncrushed. The blundering, babbling, botched 
Law, in splitting hairs with him, makes business for itself; they get 
on very well together — worthy companions — shepherds both. 

Now, I am willing to admit that if such a case as this, could by any 
possibility be; if it could go on so long and so puTblicly, as that the 
whole town should have the facts within its intimate knowledge; if it 
were as well known as the Queen’s name; if it never presented itself 
afresh, in any court, without awakening an honest indignation in the 
breasts of all the audience not learned in the Law ; and yet if this 
nefarious culprit were just as free to drive his trade at last as he was 
at first, and the object of his ingenious speculation could find abso- 
lutely no redress; then, and in that case, I say, I am willing to admit 
that the Law would be a false pretence and a self-convicted failure. 
But, happily, and as we all know, this is one of the things that cannot 
be done. 

No, Supposing such a culprit face to face with it, the Law would 
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address him thus. ‘'Stand up, knave, and hear me! I am not the 
thing of shreds and patches you suppose. I am not the degraded 
creature whom any wretch may invoke to gratify his basest appetites 
and do his dirtiest work. Not for that, am I part and parcel of a costly 
system maintained with cheerfulness out of the labours of a great free 
people. Not for that, do I continually glorify my Bench and my Bar, 
and, from my high place, look complacently upon a sea of wigs, I am 
not a jumble and jargon of words, fellow; I am a Principle. I was set 
up here, by those who can pull me down — and will, if I be incapable— 
to punish the wrong-doer, for the sake of the body- politic in whose 
name I act, and from whom alone my power is derived, I know you, 
well, for a wrong-doer; I have it in proof before me that you are a 
forsworn, crafty, defiant, bullying, pestilent impostor. And if I be not 
an impostor too, and a worse one, my plainest duty is to set my heel 
upon you— which I mean to do before you go hence. 

“ Attend to me yet, knave. Hold your peace 1 You are one of those 
landsharks whose eyes have twinkled to see the driving of coaches and 
six through Acts of Parliament, and who come up with their dirty little 
dog’s meat carts to follow through the same crooked ways. But you 
shall know, that I am something more than a maze of tortuous ins and 
outs, and that I have at least one plain road— to wit, the road by which, 
for the general protection, and in the exercise of my first function, I 
mean to send you into safe keeping ; fifty thousand Acts, and a hundred 
thousand Caps, and five hundred thousand Secs, notwithstanding, 

“For, Beast of Prey, above the perplexed letter of all Law that has 
any might in it, goes the spirit. If I be, as I claim to be, the child of 
Justice, and not the offspring of the Artful Dodger, that spirit shall, 
before I gabble through one legal argument more, provide for you and 
all the like of you, as you deserve. If it cannot do that of itself, I will 
have letter to help it. But I will not remain here, a spectacle and a 
scandal to those who are the breath of my nostrils, with your dirty 
hands clinging to my robe, your brazen lungs misrepresenting me, 
your shameless face beslavering me in my prostitution.” 

_ Thus the Law clearly would address any such impossible person. 
For this reason, among others not dissimilar, I glory in the Law, 
and am ready at all times to shed my best blood to uphold it For 
this reason too, I am proud, as an Englishman, to know that such 
a design upon a woman as I have, in a wild moment, imagined, is not 
to be entered upon, and is— as it ought to be— one of the things that 
can never be done. 



FIRE AND SNOW 


Can this be the region of cinders and coal-dust, which we have traversed 
before now, divers times, both by night and by day, when the dirty 
wind rattled as it came against us charged with fine particles of coal, 
and the natural colour of the earth and all its vegetation might have 
been black, for anything our eyes could see to the contrary in a waste 
of many miles? Indeed it is the same country, though so altered that 
on this present day when the old year is near its last, the North East 
wind blows white, and all the ground is white-pure white — insomuch 
that if our lives depended on our identifying a mound of ashes as we 
jar along this Birmingham and Wolverhampton Railway, we could 
not find a handful. 

The sun shines brightly, though it is a cold cold sun, this piercing 
day; and when the Birmingham tunnel disgorges us into the frosty 
air, we find the pointsman housed in no mere box, but in a resplendent 
pavilion, all bejewelled with dazzling icicles, the least a yard long. 
A radiant pointsman he should be, we think, invested by fairies with a 
dress of rainbow hues, and going round and round in some gorgeously 
playful manner on a gold and silver pivot. But, he has changed 
neither his stout great coat, nor his stiff hat, nor his stiff attitude of 
watch; and as (like the ghostly dagger of Macbeth) he marshals us 
the way that we were going, we observe him to be a mortal with a red 
face— red, in part from a seasonable joviality of spirit, and in part from 
frost and wind — with the encrusted snow dropping silently off his 
outstretched arm. 

Redder than ever are the very red-brick little houses outside Birming- 
ham— all staring at the railway in the snowy weather, like plethoric 
old men with white heads. Clean linen drying in yards seems ill- 
washed, against the intense white of the landscape. Far and near, the 
tall tall chimneys look out over one another’s shoulders for the swart 
ashes familiar to them, and can discern nothing but snow. Is this 
the smoke of other chimneys setting in so heavily from the north-east, 
and overclouding the short brightness of the day? No, By the North 
Pole it is more snow I 

Making directly at us, and flying almost horizontally before the 
wind, it rushes against the train, in a dark blast profusely speckled as 
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it were with drifting white feathers. A sharp collision, though a harm- 
less one! No wonder that the engine seems to have a fearful cold in 
his head. No wonder, with a deal of out-door work in such a winter, 
that he is very hoarse and very short of breath, very much blown when 
we come to the next station, and very much given to weeping, snorting 
and spitting, all the time he stops I 
Which is short enough, for these little upstairs stations at the tops 
of high arches, whence we almost look down the chimneys of scattered 
workshops, and quite inhale their smoke as it comes puffing at us — 
these little upstairs stations rarely seem to do much business anywhere, 
and just now are like suicidal heights to dive from into depths of snow. 

I So, away again over the moor, where the clanking serpents usually 

writhing above coal-pits, are dormant and whitened over — this being 
t holiday time'— but where those grave monsters, the blast-furnaces, 

I which cannot stoop to recreation, are awake and roaring. . Now, a 

smoky village; now, a chimney; now, a dormant serpent who seems 
5 to have been benumbed in the act of working his way for shelter into 

I the lonely little engine-house by the pit’s mouth; now, a pond with 

black specks sliding and skating ; now, a drift with similar specks half 
sunken in it throwing snowballs ; now, a cold white altar of snow with 
fire blazing on it; now, a dreary open space of mound and fell, snowed 
smoothly over, and closed in at last by sullen cities of chimneys. Not 
altogether agreeable to think of crossing such space without a guide, 
and being swallowed by a long-abandoned, long-forgotten shaft. Not 
even agreeable, in this undermined country, to think of half-a-dozen 
railway arches with the train upon them, suddenly vanishing through % 

the snow into the excavated depths of a coal-forest. i 

Snow, wind, ice, and Wolverhampton— all together* No carriage | 

at the station, everything snowed up. So much the better. The Swan t 

will take us under its warm wing, walking or riding* Where is the ^ 

Swan’s nest? In the market-place. So much the better yet, for it is ;■ 

market-day, and there will be something to see from the Swan’s nest. 

Up the streets of Wolverhampton, where the doctor’s bright door- 
plate is dimmed as if Old Winter’s breath were on it, and the lawyer’s 
office window is appropriately misty, to the market-place : where we £ 

find a cheerful bustle and plenty of people — for the most part pretending if 


not to like the snow, but liking it very much, as people generally do. | 

The Swan is a bird of a good substantial brood, worthy to be a country i 

cousin of the hospitable Hen and Chickens, whose company we have ^ 

deserted for only a few hours and with whom we shall roost again at ; 

Birmingham to-night. The Swan has bountiful coal-country notions 
of firing, snug homely rooms, cheerful windows looking down upon 4 

the clusters of snowy umbrellas in the market-place, and on the 
chaffering and chattering which is pleasantly hushed by the thick 
white down lying so deep, and softly falling still. Neat bright-eyed , 

waitresses do the honours of the Swan. The Swan is confident about I’f 

its soup, is troubled with no distrust concerning codfish, speaks the 


word of promise in relation to an enormous chine of roast beef, one of 4 

t 
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the dishes at ''the Ironmasters’ dinner”, which will be disengaged at 
four. The Ironmasters’ dinner ! It has an imposing sound. We think 
of the Ironmasters joking, drinking to their Ironmistresses, clinking 
their glasses with a metallic ring, and comporting themselves at the 
festive board with the might of men who have mastered Iron. 

Now for a walk ! Not in the direction of the furnaces, which we will 
see to-night when darkness shall set off the fires ; but in the country, 
with our faces towards Wales. Say, ye hoary finger-posts whereon the 
name of picturesque old Shrewsbury is written in characters of frost ; 
ye hedges lately bare, that have burst into snowy foliage ; ye glittering 
trees from which the wind blows sparkling dust; ye high drifts by the 
roadside, which are blue a-top, where ye are seen opposed to the bright 
red and yellow of the horizon; say all of ye, is summer the only season 
for enjoyable walks I Answer, roguish crow, alighting on a sheep’s 
back to pluck his wool off for an extra blanket, and skimming away, 
so black, over the white field; give us your opinion, swinging ale- 
house signs, and cosey little bars ; speak out, farrier’s shed with faces 
all a-glow, fountain of sparks, heaving bellows, and ringing music; 
tell us, cottage hearths and sprigs of holly in cottage windows; be 
eloquent in praise of wintry walks, you sudden blasts of w’ind that pass 
like shiverings of Nature, you deep roads, you solid fragments of old 
hayricks with your fragrance frozen in! Even you, drivers of toiling 
carts, coal-laden, keeping company together behind your charges, dog- 
attended and basket-bearing: even you, though it is no easy work to 
stop, every now and then, and chip the snow away from the clogged 
wheels with picks, will have a fair word to say for winter, will you not 1 

Down to the solitary factory in the dip of the road, deserted of 
holiday-makers, and where the water-mill is frozen up — then turn. As 
we draw nigh to our bright bird again, the early evening is closing in, 
the cold increases, the snow deadens and darkens, and lights spring 
up in the shops. A wet walk, ankle deep in snow the whole way. 
We must buy some stockings, and borrow the Swan’s slippers before 
dinner. 

It is a mercy that we step into the top-shop to buy a pocket-comb 
too, or the pretty child-customer (as it seems to us, the only other 
customer the elderly lady of the toy-shop has lately had), might have 
stood divided between the two puzzles at one shilling each, until the 
putting up of the shutters. But, the incursion of our fiery faces and 
snowy dresses, coupled with our own individual recommendation of 
the puzzle on the right hand, happily turn the scale. The best of 
pocket-combs for a shilling, and now for the stockings. Dibbs "don’t 
keep ’em”, though he writes up that he does, and Jibbs is so be- 
leaguered by country people making market-day and Christmas-week 
purchases, that his shop is choked to the pavement. Mibbs is the man 
for our money, and Mibbs keeps everything in the stocking line, 
though he may not exactly know where to find it. However, he finds 
what we want, in an inaccessible place, after going up ladders for it 
like a lamplighter ; and a very good article it is, and a very civil worthy 
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trader Mibbs is, and may Mibbs increase and multiply! Likewise 
young Mibbs, unacquainted with the price of anything in stock, and 
young Mibbs’s aunt who attends to the ladies’ department. 

The Swan is rich in slippers — in those good old flip-flap inn slippers 
which nobody can keep on, which knock double knocks on every stair 
as their wearer comes down stairs, and fly away over the banisters 
before they have brought him to level ground. Rich also is the Swan 
in wholesome well-cooked dinner, and in tender chine of beef, so brave 
in size that the mining of all the powerful Ironmasters is but a sufficient 
outlet for its gravy. Rich in things wholesome and sound and unpre- 
tending is the Swan, except that we would recommend the good bird 
not to dip its beak into its sherry. Under the change from snow and 
wind to hot soup, drawn red curtains, fire and candle, we observe our 
demonstrations at first to be very like the engine’s at the little station ; 
but they subside, and we dine vigorously— another tribute to a winter 
walk! — and finding that the Swan’s ideas of something hot to drink 
are just and laudable, we adopt the same, with emendations (in the 
matter of lemon chiefly) of which modesty and total abstinence prin- 
ciples forbid the record. Then, thinking drowsily and delightfully of 
all things that have occurred to us during the last four-and-twenty 
hours, and of most things that have occurred to us during the last four- 
and-twenty years, we sit in arm chairs, amiably basking before the fire 
— playthings for infancy — creatures to be asked a favour of — until 
aroused by the fragrance of hot tea and muffins. These we have 
ordered, principally as a perfume. 

The bill of the Swan is to be commended as not out of proportion to 
its plumage; and now, our walking shoes being dried and baked, we 
must get them on somehow — for the rosy driver with his carriage and 
pair who is to take us among the fires on the blasted heath by Bilston 
announces from under a few shawls, and the collars of three or four 
coats, that we must be going. Away we go, obedient to the summons, 
and, having taken leave of the lady in the Swan’s bar opposite the 
door, who is almost rustled out of her glass case and blown upstairs 
whenever the door opens, we are presently in outer darkness grinding 
the snow. 

Soon the fires begin to appear. In all this ashy country, there is 
still not a cinder visible; in all this land of smoke, not a stain upon 
the universal white. A very novel and curious sight is presented by 
the hundreds of great fires blazing in the midst of the cold dead snow. 
They illuminate it very little. Sometimes, the construction of a furnace, 
kiln, or chimney, admits of a tinge being thrown upon the pale ground 
near it; but, generally the fire burns in its own sullen ferocity, and the 
snow lies impassive and untouched. There is a glare in the sky, 
flickering now and then over the greater furnaces, but the earth lies 
stiff in its winding sheet, and the huge corpse candles burning above 
it affect it no more than colossal tapers of state move dead humanity. 

Sacrificial altars, varying in size, but all gigantic, and all made of 
ice and snow, abound. Tongues of flame shoot up from them, and 
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pillars of fire turn and twist upon them. Fortresses on fire, a whole 
town in a blaze, Moscow newly kindled, we see fifty times ; rattling 
and crashing noises strike the ear, and the wind is loud. Thus, crush- 
ing the snow with our wheels, and sidling over hillocks of it, and 
sinking into drifts of it, we roll on softly through a forest of confla- 
gration ; the rosy-faced driver, concerned for the honour of his locality, 
much regretting that many fires are making holiday to-night, and that 
we see so few. 

Come we at last to the precipitous wooden steps by which we are 
to be mast-headed at a railway station. Good night to rosy-face, the 
cheeriest man we know, and up. Station very gritty, as a general 
characteristic. Station very dark, the gas being frozen. Station very 
cold, as any timber cabin suspended in the air with such a wind 
making lunges at it, would be. Station very dreary, being a station. 
Man and boy behind money-taking partition, checking accounts, and 
not able to unravel a knot of seven and sixpence. Small boy, with a 
large package on his back, like Christian with his bundle of sins, sent 
down into the snow an indefinite depth and distance, with instructions 
to *Mook sharp in delivering that, and then cut away back here for 
another”. Second small boy in search of basket for Mr. Brown, unable 
to believe that it is not there, and that anybody can have dared to dis- 
appoint Brown. Six third-class passengers prowling about, and trying 
in the dim light of one oil lamp to read with interest the dismal time- 
bills and notices about throwing stones at trains, upon the walls. Two 
more, scorching themselves at the rusty stove. Shivering porter going 
in and out, bell in hand, to look for the train, which is overdue, finally 
gives it up for the present, and puts down the bell — also the spirits of 
the passengers. In our own innocence we repeatedly mistake the 
roaring of the nearest furnace for the approach of the train, run out, 
and return covered with ignominy. Train in sight at last — ^but the 
other train — which don’t stop here — and it seems to tear the trembling 
station limb from limb, as it rushes through. Finally, some half-an- 
hour behind its time throi'gh the tussle it has had with the snow, 
comes our expected engine, shrieking with indignation and grief. And 
as we pull the clean white coverlet over us in bed at Birmingham, we 
think of the whiteness lying on the broad landscape all around for 
many a frosty windy mile, and find that it makes bed very comfortable. 


CHIPS 

READY WIT 


As an instance of a correspondent who thoroughly understands a joke, 
and possesses a quick wit and a happy comprehension, we cannot resist 
the temptation that is upon us to print the following genuine letter: 

« Sir,— I happened this afternoon to take up the last number of your 
Household Words, whilst waiting to see my doctor, at whose house I 
had called. It has often struck me, when reading your writings, that 
the tendency of your mind is to hold up to derision those of the higher 
classes. I refer you for the present to the Ignoble Nobleman as written 
by you and published this month. Now we find recorded in Scripture 
the world described as hateful and hating one another, and I would 
call your attention to the third chapter of Paul’s Epistle to Titus; read 

the first six verses, and see what believers in the son of the living 

are called upon to do, and then judge yourself, that ye be not 

judged. I would invoke you unto a kinder spirit, and be ye a doer 
of the word and not a hearer only. 

“lam, Sir, 

Your very obedt, 

“A Commoner.” 
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Travelling down to Preston a week from this date, I chanced to sit 
opposite to a very acute, very determined, very emphatic personage, 
S a stout railway rug so drawn over his chest that he looked as if 
he were sitting up in bed with his great coat, hat and gloves on 
severely contemplating your humble servant from behind a large blue 
and grey checked counterpane. In calling him emphatic, I do not 
nwan that he was warm; he was coldly and bitingly emphatic as a 

^"“‘Yor^e’ going through to Preston, sir?” says he, as soon as we 

were clear of the Primrose Hill tunnel. _ , . , . .u 

The receipt of his question was like the receipt of a jerk of the nose , 

he was so short and sharp. 

<‘ThL Preston strike is a nice fiece of business !” said the gentle- 
man “ A pretty piece of business ! ” 

•at is very much to be deplored,” said I, “ on all accounts. 

» They want to be ground. That’s what they want, to bring em to 
their senses,” said the gentleman; whom I had already began to call 
in my own mind Mr. Snapper, and whom I may as well call by that 

name here as by any other. 

I deferentially enquired, who wanted to be ground? 

“The hands,” said Mr. Snapper. “The hands on strike, and the 

,as .11 .l»y wanted, be a 

unreasonable people, for surely they had had a little gnnding, one way 
and another, already. Mr. Snapper eyed me with sternness, and after 
oSnLg and shutting his leathern-gloved hands several times outside 

hfs counterpane, asked me abruptly, “ Was I ^ . 

I set Mr. Snapper right on that point, and told him I was no 

‘^‘'•Tlm glad to hear it,” said Mr. Snapper. “But a friend to the 
Strike, I believe?” 

“ Not at all,” said I. _ 

“ A friend to the Lock-out? ” pursued Mr. Snapper. 

“ Not in the least,” said I. 
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Mr. Snapper’s rising opinion of me fell again, and he gave me to 
understand that a man must either be a friend to the Masters or a 
friend to the Hands. 

He may be a friend to both,” said L 

Mr. Snapper didn’t see that; there was no medium in the Political 
Economy of the subject. I retorted on Mr. Snapper, that Political 
Economy was a great and useful science in its own way and its own 
place; but that I did not transplant my definition of it from the 
Common Prayer Book, and make it a great king above all gods. 
Mr. Snapper tucked himself up as if to keep me off, folded his arms 
on the top of his counterpane, leaned back, and looked out of window. 

“Pray what would you have, sir,” enquired Mr. Snapper, suddenly 
withdrawing his eyes from the prospect to me, “in the relations 
between Capital and Labour, hut Political Economy? ” 

I always avoid the stereotyped terms in these discussions as much as 
I can, for I have observed, in my little way, that they often supply the 
place of sense and moderation. I therefore took my gentleman up 
with the words employers and employed, in preference to Capital and 
Labour. 

“I believe,” said I, “that into the relations between employers and 
employed, as into all the relations of this life, there must enter some- 
thing of feeling and sentiment; something of mutual explanation, 
forbearance, and consideration; something which is not to be found 
in Mr. M ‘Culloch’s dictionary, and is not exactly stateable in figures ; 
otherwise those relations are wrong and rotten at the core and will 
never bear sound fruit.” 

Mr. Snapper laughed at me. As I thought I had just as good reason 
to laugh at Mr. Snapper, I did so, and we were both contented. 

“Ahl ” said Mr. Snapper, patting his counterpane with a hard touch. 
“You know very little of the improvident and unreasoning habits of 
the common people, I see.” 

“Yet I know something of those people, too,” was my reply. “In 
fact, Mr. — I had so nearly called him Snapper! “in fact, sir, I 
doubt the existence at this present time of many faults that are merely 
class faults. In the main, I am disposed to think that whatever faults 
you may find to exist, in your own neighbourhood for instance, among 
the hands, you will find tolerably equal in amount among the masters 
also, and even among the classes above the masters. They will be 
modified by circumstances, and they will be the less excusable among 
the better-educated, but they will be pretty fairly distributed, I have a 
strong expectation that we shall live to see the conventional adjectives 
now apparently inseparable from the phrases working people and lower 
orders, gradually fall into complete disuse for this reason.” 

“Well, but we began with strikes,” Mr. Snapper observed impa- 
tiently. “The masters have never had any share in strikes.” 

“ Yet I have heard of strikes once upon a time in that same county 
of Lancashire,” said I, “which were not disagreeable to some masters 
when they wanted a pretext for raising prices.” 
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‘*Do you mean to say those masters had any hand in getting up 
those strikes?” asked Mr. Snapper. 

‘‘You will perhaps obtain better information among persons en- 
gaged in some Manchester branch trades, who have good memories,” 
said I. 

Mr. Snapper had no doubt, after this, that I thought the hands had 
a right to combine? 

“ Surely,” said L “A perfect right to combine in any lawful manner. 
The fact of their being able to combine and accustomed to combine 
may, I can easily conceive, be a protection to them. The blame even 
j of this business is not all on one side. I think the associated Lock-out 

1 was a grave error. And when you Preston masters ” 

“/am not a Preston master,” interrupted Mr. Snapper. 

I “When the respectable combined body of Preston masters,” said I, 

j “ in che beginning of this unhappy difference, laid down the principle 

j that no man should be employed henceforth who belonged to any com- 

' bination — such as their own — they attempted to carry with a high hand 

a partial and unfair impossibility, and were obliged to abandon it. This 
was an unwise proceeding, and the first defeat.” 

Mr. Snapper had known, all along, that I was no friend to the 
^ masters, 

“Pardon me,” said I, am unfeignedly a friend to the masters, 
j and have many friends among them.” 

Yet you think these hands in the right?” quoth Mr. Snapper. 

“By no means,” said I; fear they are at present engaged in 
an unreasonable struggle, wherein they began ill and cannot end 
I well.” 

I Mr. Snapper, evidently regarding me as neither fish, flesh, nor fowl, 

f begged to know after a pause if he might enquire whether I was going 

I to Preston on business? 

Indeed I was going there, in my unbusinesslike manner, I confessed, 
to look at the strike. 

“To look at the strike!” echoed Mr. Snapper, fixing his hat on 
firmly with both hands. “ To look at it! Might I ask you now, with 
what object you are going to look at it?” 

“Certainly,” said 1. “I read, even in liberal pages, the hardest 
Political Economy—of an extraordinary description too sometimes, and 
certainly not to be found in the books— as the only touchstone of this 
strike. I see, this very day, in a to-morrow’s liberal paper, some 
I astonishing novelties in the politico-economical way, showing how 

profits and wages have no connexion whatever; coupled with such 
' references to these hands as might be made by a very irascible General 

^ to rebels and brigands in arms. Now, if it be the case that some of 

1 the highest virtues of the working people still shine through them 

I brighter than ever in their conduct of this mistake of theirs, perhaps 

the fact may reasonably suggest to me— and to others besides me— 
that there is some little thing wanting in the relations between them 
i and their employers, which neither political economy nor Drum-head 
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proclamation writing will altogether supply, and which we cannot too 
soon or too temperately unite in trying to find out/^ 

Mr. Snapper, after again opening and shutting his gloved hands 
several times, drew the counterpane higher over his chest, and went to 
bed in disgust. He got up at Rugby, took himself and counterpane 
into another carriage, and left me to pursue my journey alone. 

When I got to Preston, it was four o’clock in the afternoon. The 
day being Saturday and market-day, a foreigner might have expected, 
from among so many idle and not over-fed people as the town con- 
tained, to find a turbulent, ill-conditioned crowd in the streets. But, 
except for the cold smokeless factory chimneys, the placards at the 
street corners, and the groups of working people attentively reading 
them, nor foreigner nor Englishman could have had the least suspicion 
that there existed any interruption to the usual labours of the place. 
The placards thus perused were not remarkable for their logic certainly, 
and did not make the case particularly clear; but, considering that 
they emanated from, and were addressed to, people who had been out 
of employment for three-and-twenty consecutive weeks, at least they 
had little passion in them, though they had not much reason. Take 
the worst I could find: 


“Friends and Fellow Operatives, 





“Accept the grateful thanks of twenty thousand struggling Operatives, 
for the help you have showered upon Preston since the present contest 
commenced. 

“Your kindness and generosity, your patience and long-continued support 
deserve every praise, and are only equalled by the heroic and determined 
perseverance of the outraged and insulted factory workers of Preston, who 
have been struggling for some months, and are, at this inclement season of 
the year, bravely battling for the rights of themselves and the whole toiling 
community. 

“ For many years before the strike took place at Preston, the Operatives 
were the down trodden and insulted serfs of their Employers, who in times 
of good trade and general prosperity, wrung from their labour a California 
of gold, which is now being used to crush those who created it, still lower 
and lower in the scale of civilisation. This has been the result of our com- 
mercial prosperity 1 — more wealih for the rich and more poverty for the Poor! 
Because the workpeople of Preston protested against this state of things, — 
because they combined in a fair and legitimate way for the purpose of getting 
a reasonable share of the reward of their own labour, the fair dealing 
Employers of Preston, to their eternal shame and disgrace, locked their 
Mills, and at one fell swoop deprived, as they thought, from twenty to thirty 
thousand human beings of the means of existence. Cruelty and tyranny 
always defeat their own object; it was so in this case, and to the honour 
and credit of the working classes of this country, we have to record, that, 
those whom the rich and wealthy sought to destroy, the poor and industrious 
have protected from harm. This love of justice and hatred of wrong, is 
a noble feature in the character and disposition of the working man, and 
gives us hope that in the future, this world will become what its great 
architect intended, not a place of sorrow, toil, oppression and wrong, but the 
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dwelling' place and the abode of peace, plenty, happiness and love, where 
avarice and all the evil passions engendered by the present system of fraud 
and injustice shall not have a place. 

The earth was not made for the misery of its people; in%llect was not 
given to man to make himself and fellow creatures unhappy. No, the fruit- 
fulness of the soil and the wonderful inventions— the result of mind— all 
proclaim that these things were bestowed upon us for our happiness and 
well-being, and not for the misery and degradation of the human race. 

“It may serve the manufacturers and all who run away with the lion’s 
share of labour’s produce, to say that the impartial God intended that there 
should be a partial distribution of his blessings. But we know that it is 
against nature to believe, that those who plant and reap all the grain, 
should not have enough to make a mess of porridge; and we know that 
those who weave all the cloth should not want a yard to cover their persons, 
whilst those who never wove an inch have more calico, silks and satins, 
than would serve the reasonable wants of a dozen working men and their 
families. 

“ This system of giving everything to the few, and nothing to the many, 
has lasted long enough, and we call upon the working people of this country 
to be determined to establish a new and improved system — a system that 
shall give to all who labour, a fair share of those blessings and comforts 
which their toil produce; in short, we wish to see that divine precept 
enforced, which says, * Those who will not work, shall not eat 

** The task is before you, working men ; if you think the good which would 
result from its accomplishment, is worth struggling for, set to work and 
cease not, until you have obtained the good thne coming, not only for the 
Preston Operatives, but for yourselves as well. 

By Order of the Committee^ 

** Murphy's Temperance Hoiely Chapel Walks, 

** Preston, January 2 ^th, 1854.” 

It Is a melancholy thing that it should not occur to the Committee 
to consider what would become of themselves, their friends, and fellow 
operatives, if those calicoes, silks, and satins, were not worn in very 
large quantities; but I shall not enter into that question. As I had 
told my friend Snapper, what I wanted to see with my own eyes, 
was, how These people acted under a mistaken impression, and what 
qualities they showed, even at that disadvantage, which ought to be 
the strength and peace— not the weakness and trouble— of the com- 
munity, I found, even from this literature, however, that all masters 
were not indiscriminately unpopular. Witness the following verses 
from the New Song of the Preston Strike: 

“There’s Henry Hornby, of Blackburn, he is a jolly brick. 

He fits the Preston masters nobly, and is very bad to trick; 

He pays his hands a good price, and I hope he will never sever. 

So we ’ll sing success to Hornby and Blackburn for ever. 

“ There is another gentleman, I ’m sure you’ll all lament. 

In Blackburn for him they ’re raising a monument, 

( 0347 ) 
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You know his name, ’tis of great fame, it was late Eccles of honour. 
May Hopwood, and Sparrow, and Hornby live for ever. 

*‘So nov|rft is time to finish and end my rhyme, 

We warn these Preston Cotton Lords to mind for future time* 

With peace and order too I hope we shall be clever, 

We sing success to Stockport and Blackburn for ever* 

« Now, lads, give your minds to it." 

The balance sheet of the receipts and expenditure for the twenty- 
third week of the strike was extensively posted. The income for that 
week was two thousand one hundred and forty pounds odd. Some of 
the contributors were poetical. As, 

** Love to all and peace to the dead, 

May the poor now in need never want bread. 

three-and-sixpence.” The following poetical remonstrance was ap- 
pended to the list of contributions from the Gorton district: 

Within these walls the lasses fair 
Refuse to contribute their share, 

Careless of duty — blind to fame, 

For shame, ye lasses, oh I for shame I 
Come, pay up, lasses, think what ’s right. 

Defend your trade with all your might; 

For if you don't the world will blame, 

And cry, ye lasses, oh, for shame ! 

Let’s hope in future all will pay, 
ThatPrestonfolksmayshortlysay— 

That by your aid they have obtain'd 
The greatest victory ever gained.” 

Some of the subscribers veiled their names under encouraging senti- 
ments, as Not tired yet, All in a mind, Win the day. Fraternity, and 
the like. Some took jocose appellations, as A stunning friend, Two 
to one Preston wins, Nibbling Joe, and The Donkey Driver. Some 
expressed themselves through their trades, as Cobbler Dick, sixpence. 
The tailor true, sixpence. Shoemaker, a shilling, The chirping black- 
smith, sixpence, and A few of Maskery’s most feeling coachmakers, 
three and threepence. An old balance sheet for the fourteenth week 
of the Strike was headed with this quotation from Mr. Carlyle. 
“Adversity is sometimes hard upon a man; but for one man who 
can stand prosperity, there are a hundred that will stand adversity.” 
The Elton district prefaced its report with these lines: 

‘*Oh! ye who start a noble scheme, 

For general good designed; 

Ye workers in a cause that tends 


To benefit your kind! 
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Mark out the path ye fain would tread, 

The gfame ye raean to play; 

And if it be an honest one, 

Keep stedfast in your way ! 

Although you may not gain at once 
The points ye most desire ; 

Be patient— time can wonders work; 

Plod on, and do not tire; 

Obstructions, too, may crowd your path, 

In threatening, stern array; 

Yet flinch not! fear not! they may prove 
Mere shadows in your way. 

“ Then, while there ’s work for you to do. 

Stand not despairing by, . 

Let ‘forward ’ be the move ye make, 

Let ‘ onward ’ be your cry ; 

And when success has crowned your plans, 

'T will all your pains repay, 

To see the good your labour’s done — 

Then droop not on your way.” 

In this list, Bear ye one another’s burthens,” sent one Pound 
fifteen. “Well stand to our text, see that ye love one another,” sent 
nineteen shillings. “Christopher Hardman’s men again, they say 
they can always spare one shilling out of ten,” sent two and sixpence. 
The following masked threats were the worst feature in any bill I saw : 

“ If that fiddler at Uncle Tom's Cabin blowing room does not pay, Punch 
will set his legs straight. 

“If that drawer at card side and those two slubbers do not pay, Punch 
will say something about their bustles. 

“ If that vfinder at last shift does not pay next week, Punch will tell about 
her actions." 

But, on looking at this bill again, I found that it came from Bury and 
related to Bury, and had nothing to do with Preston. The Masters* 
placards were not torn down or disfigured, but were being read quite 
as attentively as those on the opposite side. 

That evening, the Delegates from the surrounding districts were 
coming in, according to custom, with their subscription lists for the 
week just closed. These delegates meet on Sunday as their only day 
of leisure; when they have made their reports, they go back to their 
homes and their Monday’s work. On Sunday morning, L repaired to 
the Delegates’ meeting. 

These assemblages take place in a cockpit, which, in the better times 
of our fallen land, belonged to the late Lord Derby for the purposes of 
the intellectual recreation implied in its name. I was directed to the 
cockpit up a narrow lane, tolerably crowded by the lower sort of work- 
ing people. Personally, I was quite unknown in the town, but every 
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one made way for me to pass, with great civility, and perfect good 
humour. Arrived at the cockpit door, and expressing my desire to see 
and hear, I was handed through the crowd, down into the pit, and 
Up again, until I found myself seated on the topmost circular bench, 
within one of the secretary’s table, and within three of the chairman. 
Behind the chairman was a great crown on the top of a pole, made of 
parti-coloured calico, and strongly suggestive of May-day. There was 
no other symbol or ornament in the place. 

It was hotter than any mill or factory I have ever been in; but there 
was a stove down in the sanded pit, and delegates were seated close to 
it, and one particular delegate often warmed his hands at it, as if he 
were chilly. The air was so intensely close and hot, that at first I had 
but a confused perception of the delegates down in the pit, and the 
dense crowd of eagerly listening men and women (but not very many 
of the latter) filling all the benches and choking such narrow standing- 
room as there was. When the atmosphere cleared a little on better 
acquaintance, I found the question under discussion to be. Whether the 
Manchester Delegates in attendance from the Labour Parliament, 
should be heard? 

If the Assembly, in respect of quietness and order, were put in com- 
parison with the House of Commons, the Right Honourable the 
Speaker himself would decide for Preston. The chairman was a 
Preston weaver, two or three and fifty years of age, perhaps ; a man 
with a capacious head, rather long dark hair growing at the sides and 
back, a placid attentive face, keen eyes, a particularly composed 
manner, a quiet voice, and a persuasive action of his right arm. Now 
look’ee heer my friends. See what t’ question is. T’ question is, sholl 
these heer men be heerd. Then ’t cooms to this, what ha’ these men 
got t’ tell us? Do they bring mooney? If they bring mooney t’ords 
t’ expenses o’ this strike, they’re welcome. For, Brass, my friends, is 
what we want, and what we must ha’ (hear hear hear!). Do they 
coom to us wi’ any suggestion for the conduct of this strike? If they 
do, they’re welcome. Let ’em give us their advice and we will hearken 
to ’t. But, if these men coom heer, to tell us what t’ Labour Parlia- 
ment is, or what Ernest Jones’s opinions is, or t’ bring in politics and 
differences amoong us when what we want is ’armony, brotherly love, 
and con-cord; then I say t’ you, decide for yoursel’ carefully, whether 
these men ote to be heerd in this place. (Hear hear hear! and No no 
no !) Chairman sits down, earnestly regarding delegates, and holding 
both arms of his chair. Looks extremely sensible; his plain coarse 
working man’s shirt collar easily turned down over his loose Belcher 
neckerchief. Delegate who has moved that Manchester delegates be 
heard, presses motion — Mr. Chairman, will that delegate tell us, as 
a man, that these men have anything to say concerning this present 
strike and lock-out, for we have a deal of business to do, and what 
concerns this present strike and lock-out is our business and nothing 
else is, (Hear hear hear!) — Delegate in question will not compromise 
the fact ; these men want to defend the Labour Parliament from certaini 
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charges made against them,— Very well, Mr. Chairman, Then I move 
as an amendment that you do not hear these men now, and that you 
proceed wiV business —and if you don’t I’ll look after you, I tell you 
that (Cheers and laughter) — Coom lads, prove ’t then I— Two or 
three hands for the delegates; all the rest for the business. Motion 
lost, amendment carried, Manchester deputation not to be heard. 

But now, starts up the delegate from Throstletown, in a dreadful 
state of mind. Mr, Chairman, I hold in my hand a bill; a bill that 
requires and demands explanation from you, sir; an offensive bill; 
a bill posted in my town of Throstletown without my knowledge, 
without the knowledge of my fellow delegates who are here beside 
me; a bill purporting to be posted by the authority of the massed 
committee sir, and of which my fellow delegates and myself were kept 
in ignorance. Why are we to be slighted? Why are we to be insulted? 
Why are we to be meanly stabbed in the dark? Why is this assassin- 
like course of conduct to be pursued tow^ards us? Why is Throstle- 
town, which has nobly assisted you, the operatives of Preston, in this 
great struggle, and which has brought its contributions up to the full 
sevenpence a loom, to be thus degraded, thus aspersed, thus traduced, 
thus despised, thus outraged in its feelings by un-English and unmanly 
conduct? Sir, I hand you up that bill, and I require of you, sir, to 
give me a satisfactory explanation of that bill. And I have that confi- 
dence in your known integrity, sir, as to be sure that you will give it, 
and that you will tell us who is to blame, and that you will make 
reparation to Throstletown for this scandalous treatment. Then, in 
hot blood, up starts Gruffshaw (professional speaker) who is somehow 
responsible for this bill. O my friends, but explanation is required 
here! O my friends, but it is fit and right that you should have the 
dark ways of the real traducers and apostates, and the real un-English 
stabbers, laid bare before you. My friends when this dark conspiracy 
first began— But here the persuasive right hand of the chairman falls 
gently on Gruffshaw’s shoulder. Gruffshaw stops in full boil. My 
friends, these are hard words of my friend Gruffshaw, and this is not 
the business — No more it is, and once again, sir, I, the delegate who 
said I would look after you, do move that you proceed to business ! — 
Preston has not the strong relish for personal altercation that West- 
minster hath. Motion seconded and carried, business passed to, Gruff- 
shaw dumb. 

Perhaps the world could not afford a more remarkable contrast than 
between the deliberate collected manner of these men proceeding with 
their business, and the clash and hurry of the engines among which 
their lives are passed. Their astonishing fortitude and perseverance; 
their high sense of honour among themselves ; the extent to which 
they are impressed with the responsibility that is upon them of setting 
a careful example, and keeping their order out of any harm and loss 
of reputation; the noble readiness in them to help one another, of 
which most medical practitioners and working clergymen can give so 
many affecting examples; could scarcely ever be plainer to an ordinary 
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observer of human nature than in this cockpit. To hold, for a minute, 
that the great mass of them were not sincerely actuated by the belief 
that all these qualities were bound up in what they were doing, and 
that they were doing right, seemed to me little short of an impossi- 
bility. As the different delegates (some in the very dress in which 
they had left the mill last night) reported the amounts sent from the 
various places they represented, this strong faith on their parts seemed 
expressed in every tone and every look that was capable of expressing 
it. One man was raised to enthusiasm by his pride in bringing so 
much; another man was ashamed and depressed because he brought 
so little; this man triumphantly made it known that he could give you, 
from the store in hand, a hundred pounds in addition next week, if 
you should want it; and that man pleaded that he hoped his district 
would do better before long; but I could as soon have doubted the 
existence of the walls that enclosed us, as the earnestness with which 
they spoke (many of them referring to the children who were to be 
born to labour after them) of “this great, this noble, gallant, godlike 
struggle Some designing and turbulent spirits among them, no 
doubt there are; but I left the place with a profound conviction that 
their mistake is generally an honest one, and that it is sustained by 
the good that is in them, and not by the evil. 

Neither by night nor by day was there any interruption to the peace 
of the streets. Nor was this an accidental state of things, for the 
police records of the town are eloquent to the same effect. I traversed 
the streets very much, and was, as a stranger, the subject of a little 
curiosity among the idlers; but I met with no rudeness or ill-temper. 
More than once, when I was looking at the printed balance-sheets to 
which I have referred, and could not quite comprehend the setting 
forth of the figures, a bystander of the working class interposed with 
his explanatory forefinger and helped me out. Although the pressure 
in the cockpit on Sunday was excessive, and the heat of the room 
obliged me to make my way out as I best could before the close of the 
proceedings, none of the people whom I put to inconvenience showed 
the least impatience; all helped me, and all cheerfully acknowledged 
my word of apology as I passed. It is very probable, notwithstanding, 
that they may have supposed from my being there at all-— I and my 
companion were the only persons present, not of their own order— that 
I was there to carry what I heard and saw to the opposite side; indeed 
one speaker seemed to intimate as much. 

On the Monday at noon, I returned to this cockpit, to see the people 
paid. It was then about half filled, principally with girls and women. 
They were all seated, waiting, with nothing to occupy their attention; 
and were just in that state when the unexpected appearance of a 
stranger differently dressed from themselves, and with his own indivi- 
dual peculiarities of course, might, without offence, have had something 
droll in it even to more polite assemblies. But I stood there, looking 
on, as free from remark as if I had come to be paid wdth the rest. 
In the place which the secretary had occupied yesterday, stood a dirty 
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little common table, covered with fivepenny piles of halfpence. Before 
the paying began, I wondered who was going to receive these very 
small sums; but when it did begin, the mystery was soon cleared up. 
Each of these piles was the change for sixpence, deducting a penny. 
All who were paid, in filing round the building to prevent confusion, 
had to pass this table on the way out; and the greater part of the 
unmarried girls stopped here, to change, each a sixpence, and sub- 
scribe her weekly penny in aid of the people on strike who had families. 

^ ^ majority of these girls and women were comfortably 

dressed in all respects, clean, wholesome and pleasant-! ooking. There 
I was a prevalent neatness and cheerfulness, and an almost ludicrous 

. absence of anything like sullen discontent. 

Exactly the same appearances were observable on the same day, 
at a not numerously attended open air meeting in “Chadwick’s 
Orchard”— which blossoms in nothing but red bricks. Here, the 
chairman of yesterday presided in a cart, from which speeches were 
delivered. The proceedings commenced with the following sufficiently 
I general and discursive hymn, given out by a workman from Burnley, 

* and sung in long metre by the wdiole audience : 

“ Assembled beneath thy broad blue sky, 

' To thee, O God, thy children cry. 

Thy needy creatures on Thee call, 

For thou art great and good to all. 

“ Thy bounty smiles on every side. 

And no good thing hast thou denied; 

But men of wealth and men of power, 

I Like locusts, all our gifts devour. 

I “Awake, ye sons of toil! nor sleep 

I While millions starve, while millions weep; 

if Demand your rights; let tyrants see 

I You are resolved that you ’ll be free.” 

I 

J Mr. Hollins’s Sovereign Mill was open all this time. It is a very 

beautiful mill, containing a large amount of valuable machinery, to 
f which some recent ingenious improvements have been added. Four 

I hundred people could find employment in it; there were eighty-five at 

work, of whom five had “come in” that morning. They looked, 
among the vast array of motionless power-looms, like a few remaining 
leaves in a wintry forest. They were protected by the police (very 
prudently not obtruded on the scenes I have described), and were 
stared at every day when they came out, by a crowd which had never 
[ been large in reference to the. numbers on strike, and had diminished 

to a score or two. One policeman at the door sufficed to keep order 
then. These eighty-five were people of exceedingly decent appearance, 
chiefliy women, and were evidently not in the least uneasy for them- 
, selves. I heard of one girl among them, and only one, who had been 

i hustled and struck in a dark street 
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In any aspect in which it can be viewed, this strike and lock-out is 
a deplorable calamity. In its waste of time, in its waste of a great 
people’s energy, in its waste of wages, in its waste of wealth that seeks 
to be employed, in its encroachment on the means of many thousands 
who are labouring from day to day, in the gulf of sepax'ation it hourly 
deepens between those whose interests must be understood to be 
identical or must be destroyed, it is a great national affliction. But, 
at this pass, anger is of no use, starving out is of no use— for what 
will that do, five years hence, but overshadow all the mills in England 
with the growth of a bitter remembrance ? — political economy is a mere 
skeleton unless it has a little human covering and filling out, a little 
human bloom upon it, and a little human warmth in it. Gentlemen 
are found, in great manufacturing towns, ready enough to extol im- 
becile mediation with dangerous madmen abroad; can none of them 
be brought to think of authorised mediation and explanation at home? 
I do not suppose that such a knotted difficulty as this, is to be at all 
untangled by a morning-party in the Adelphi; but I would entreat 
both sides now so miserably opposed, to consider whether there are 
no men in England, above suspicion, to whom they might refer the 
matters in dispute, with a perfect confidence above all things in the 
desire of those men to act justly, and in their sincere attachment to 
their countrymen of every rank and to their country. Masters right, 
or men right; masters wrong, or men wrong; both right, or both 
wrong; there is certain ruin to both in the continuance or frequent 
revival of this breach. And from the ever- widening circle of their 
decay, what drop in the social ocean shall be free 1 


THE LATE 

MR. JUSTICE TALFOURD 


The readers of these pages will have known, many days before the 
present number can come into their hands, that on Monday the thir- 
teenth of March, this upright judge and good man died suddenly at 
Stafford in the discharge of his duties. Mercifully spared protracted 
pain and mental decay, he passed away in a moment, with words of 
Christian eloquence, of brotherly tenderness and kindness towards all 
men, yet unfinished on his lips. 

As he died, he had always lived. So amiable a man, so gentle, so 
sweet-tempered, of such a noble simplicity, so perfectly unspoiled by 
his labours and their rewards, is very rare indeed upon this earth. 
These lines are traced by the faltering hand of a friend; but none can 
so fully know how true they are, as those who knew him under all 
circumstances, and found him ever the same. 

In his public aspects; in his poems, in his speeches, on the bench, 
at the bar, in Parliament; he was widely appreciated, honoured, and 
beloved. Inseparable as his great and varied abilities were from him- 
self in life, it is yet to himself and not to them, that affection in its 
first grief naturally turns. They remain, but he is lost. 

The chief delight of his life was to give delight to others. His 
nature was so exquisitely kind, that to be kind was its highest happi- 
ness. Those who had the privilege of seeing him in his own home 
when his public successes were greatest,— -so modest, so contented with 
little things, so interested in humble persons and humble efforts, so sur- 
rounded by children and young people, so adored in remembrance of 
a domestic generosity and greatness of heart too sacred to be unveiled 
here, can never forget the pleasure of that sight. 

If ever there were a house, in England justly celebrated for the 
reverse of the picture, where every art was honoured for its own sake, 
and where every visitor was received for his own claims and merits, 
that house was his. It was in this respect a great example, as sorely 
needed as it will be sorely missed. Rendering all legitimate deference 
to rank and riches, there never was a man more composedly, un- 
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afTectedly, quietly, immovable by such considerations than the subject 
of this sorrowing remembrance. On the other hand, nothing would 
have astonished him so much as the suggestion that he was anybody’s 
patron or protector. His dignity was ever of that highest and purest 
sort which has no occasion to proclaim itself, and which is not in the 
least afraid of losing itself. 

In the first joy of his appointment to the judicial bench, he made 
a summer-visit to the sea-shore, “to share his exultation in the grati- 
fication of his long-cherished ambition, with the friend ’—now among 
the many friends who mourn his death and lovingly recall his virtues. 
Lingering in the bright moonlight at the close of a happy day, he spoke 
of his new functions, of his sense of the great responsibility he under- 
took, and of his placid belief that the habits of his professional life 
rendered him equal to their efficient discharge; but, above all, he 
spoke, with an earnestness never more to be separated in his friend’s 
mind from the murmur of the sea upon a moonlight night, of his 
reliance on the strength of his desire to do right before God and man. 
He spoke with his own singleness of heart, and his solitary hearer 
knew how deep and true his purpose was., They passed, before parting 
for the night, into a playful dispute at what age he should retire, and 
what he would do at three-score years and ten. And ah I within five 
short years, it is all ended like a dream! 

But, by the strength of his desire to do right, he was animated to 
the last moment of his existence. Who, knowing England at this 
time, would wish to utter with his last breath a more righteous warn- 
ing than that its curse is ignorance, or a miscalled education which is 
as bad or worse, and a want of the exchange of innumerable graces 
and sympathies among the various orders of society, each hardened 
unto each and holding itself aloof? Well will it be for us and for 
our children, if those dying words be never henceforth forgotten on 
the Judgment Seat. 

An example in his social intercourse to those who are born to station, 
an example equally to those who win it for themselves; teaching the 
one class to abate its stupid pride: the other, to stand upon its emi- 
nence, not forgetting the road by which it got there, and fawning 
upon no one; the conscientious judge, the charming writer and accom- 
plished speaker, the gentle-hearted, guileless, affectionate man, has 
entered on a brighter world. Very, very many have lost a friend; 
nothing in Creation has lost an enemy. 

The hand that lays this poor flower on his grave, was a mere boy’s 
when he first clasped it — newly come from the work in which he him- 
self began life— little used to the plough it has followed since — obscure 
enough, with much to correct and learn. Each of its successive tasks 
through many intervening years has been cheered by his warmest 
interest, and the friendship then begun has ripened to maturity in 
the passage of time ; but there was no more self-assertion or con- 
descension in his winning goodness at first, than at last. The success 
of other men made as little chanere in him as his own. 


IT IS NOT GENERALLY KNOWN 



I All newspaper-readers are probably on familiar terms with this phrase. 

It is not generally known that her Majesty’s screw line-of-battle ship 
Hogarth, one hundred and twenty, was precisely seven years, seven 
months, seven days, seven hours, and seven minutes, on the stocks in 
Portsmouth Yard. It is not generally known that there is now in the 
I garden of Mr. Pips, of Camberwell, a gooseberry weighing upwards 

I of three ounces, the growth of a tree which Mr. Pips has reared 

( entirely on warm toast and water. It is not generally known that 

! on the last I'ent day of the estates of the Earl of Boozle, of Castle 

Boozle, his lordship remitted to his tenants five per cent on all the 
amounts then paid up, and afterwards regaled them on the good old 
English cheer of roast beef and humming ale. (It is not generally 
I known that ale in this connection always hums.) It is not generally 

I known that a testimonial in the form of a magnificent silver centre- 

I piece and candelabra, weighing five hundred ounces, was on Tuesday 

j last presented to Cocker Doodle, Esquire, F.S.A., at a splendid banquet 

given him by a brilliant circle of his friends and admirers, in testimony, 
j no less of their admiration of his qualities as a man, than of anything 

j else you like to fill up the blank with. It is not generally known that 

! when Admiral Sir Charles Napier was junior post-captain on the 

African station, looking out for slavers, his ship was one day boarded 
[ by a strange craft, in the stern sheets of which sat a genuine specimen 

of the true British seaman, who, as he dropped alongside, exclaimed 
1 in the voice of a Stentor, “Avast heaving! Old Charley, ahoy!” 

Upon this, the admiral, then post-captain, who chanced at the moment 
I to be pacing the quarter-deck with his telescope at his eye (which it is 

’ not generally known he never removes, except at meals and when 

asleep), looked good-humouredly over the starboard bulwarks, and 
^ responded, waving his cocked hat, “Tom Gaff, ahoy, and I am glad 

to see you, my lad!” They had never met since the year eighteen 
hundred and fourteen, but Tom Gaff, like a true fok’sle salt, had never 
forgotten his old rough and tough first luff (as he characteristically 
called him), and had now come from another part of the station on leave 
of absence, two hundred and fifty miles in an open boat, expressly to 
! get a glimpse of his former officer, of whose brilliant career he was 
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justly proud; It is needless to add that all hands were piped to grog, 
and that Tom and Old Charley were mutually pleased. But it is not 
generally known that they exclxanged tobacco-boxes, and that if when 
** Old Charley ” hoisted his broad pennant in proud command of the 
Baltic fleet, his gallant heart beat higher than usual, it pressed, as if 
for sympathy, against Tom Gaff’s tobacco-box, to which his left-hand- 
waistcoat pocket is pH all occasions devoted. Similarly, many other 
choice events, chiefly reserved for the special London correspondents of 
country newspapers, are not generally known : including gifts of vari- 
ous ten-pound notes, by her gracious Majesty when a child, to various 
old women ; and the constant sending of innumerable loyal presents, 
principally cats and cheeses, to Buckingham Palace. ,Dne thing is 
sure to happen. Codgers becomes a celebrated public character, or 
a great capitalist. Then it is not generally known that in the year 
eighteen hundred and blank, there stood, one summer evening on old 
London Bridge, a way-worn boy eating a penny loaf, and eyeing the 
passengers wistfully. Whom Mr. Flam of the Minories— attracted by 
something unusual in the boy’s appearance — ^was induced to bestow 
sixpence on, and to invite to dinner every Sunday at one o’clock for 
seven years. This boy was Codgers, and it is not generally known 
that the tradition is still preserved with pidde in Mr. Flam’s family. 

Now, it appears to me that several small circumstances of a different 
kind have lately happened, or are yet happening, about us, which can 
hardly be generally known, or, if known, generally appreciated. And 
as this is vacation-time, when most of us have some leisure for gossip- 
ing, I will enumerate a few. 

It is not generally known that in this present year one thousand 
eight hundred and fifty-four, the English people of the middle classes 
are a mob of drunkards more beastly than the Russian courtiers under 
Peter the Great. It is not generally known that this is the national 
character. It is not generally known that a multitude of our country- 
men taken at random from the sense, industry, self-denial, self-respect, 
and household virtues of this nation, repairing to the exhibition at 
Sydenham, make it their business to get drunk there immediately; to 
struggle and fight with one another, to tear one another’s clothes off, 
and to smash and throw down the statues. I say, this is not generally 
known to be so. Yet I find this picture, in a fit of temperate enthu- 
siasm, presented to the people by an artist who is one of themselves, 
in pages addressed to themselves, I am even informed by a temperate 
journal, that the artist saw these facts, in this said Exhibition at 
Sydenham, with his own bodily eyes. Well ! I repeat, this is a state 
of things not generally known. 

It is not generally known, I believe, that the two scarcest books in 
England are The Pilgrim’s Progress and The Vicar of Wakefield. 
Yet I find that the present American Minister (perfectly familiar with 
England) communicated the surprising intelligence to a company, 
assembled not long ago, at Fishmongers’ Hall. It is not generally 
known perhaps, that in expatiating on the education of his country- 
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! men His Excellency remarked ot these two rare works, that while they 

were to be met with in every cabin in the United States, they were 
' ** comparatively little known in England not generally known, that 

j is to say. 

It is not generally known, and if it were recorded of our English 
Institutions, say by a French writer, would not, I think, be generally 
j believed; that there is any court of justice in England, in which an 

i individual gravely concerned in the case under inquiry, can twice call 

the advocate opposed to him, a Ruffian, in open court, under the 
I judge’s nose and within the judge’s hearing. Is it generally known 

that such a case occurred this last July, and was nobody’s business? 

It is not generally known that the people have nothing to do with a 
certain large Club which assembles at Westminster, and that the Club 
has nothing to do with them. It is simply an odd anomaly that the 
members of the Club happen to be elected by a body who don’t belong 
to the Club at all; the pleasure and business of the Club being, not 
with that body, but with what its own members say and do. Look to 
the reports of the Club’s proceedings. In January, the right hand says 
I it is the left hand that has abetted the slanders on “an illustrious per- 

' sonage”, and the left hand says it is the right hand. In February, 

‘ ' Mr. Pot comes down on Mr. Kettle, and Mr. Kettle requests to be 

taken from his cradle and followed by inches to that honourable hob. 

In the same month, the forefinger of the left hand hooks itself on with 
Mosaic-Arabian pertinacity to the two forefingers of the right hand, 
and never lets go any more. In March, the most delightful excitement 
of the whole session is about a club dinner-party. In April, there is 
Easter. In May, there is infinite Club-joy over personal Mosaic- 
Arabia, and personal Admiralty. In June, A relieves himself of the 
mild suggestion that B is “an extraordinary bold apostate”: when in 
^ cuts C, who has nothing to do with it, and the whole alphabet fall 

( together by the ears. Ip August, Home Office takes up his colleague 

Under Treasury, for talking “sheer nonsense”. In the same month, 

' prorogation. Through the whole time, one perpetual clatter of “Wliat 

I did I say, what did you say, what did he say? Yes I will, no you 

S won’t, yes I did, no you didn’t, yes I shall, no you shan’t ” — and no 

i such thing as what do they say? (those few people outside there) ever 

heard ofl 

It is not generally known, perhaps, to what lengths, in these times, 
the pursuit of an object, and a cheer or a laugh, will carry a Member 
of this Club I am speaking of. It cannot have been generally observed, 
as it appears to me (for I have met with no just indignation on the 
subject), how far one of its members thus carried, a very little 
while ago. Here is the case, A Board is to be got rid of. I oppose 
this Board. I have long opposed it. It is possible that my official 
opposition may have very considerably increased its difficulties and 
crippled its efficiency. l am bent upon a jocose speech, and a pleasant 
effect. I stand up in the heart of the metropolis of the world. From 
every quarter of the w'orld, a dreadful disease which is peculiarly the 
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scourg6 of the many, because the many are the poor, ill-fed, and badly 
hpused—whereas I, being of the few, am neither— is closing in around 
me. It is coming from my low, nameless countrymen, the rank and 
file at Varna ; it is coming from the hot sands of India, and the cold 
waters of Russia; it is in France; it is in Naples; it is in the stifling 
Vicoli of Genoa, where I read accounts of the suffering people that 
should make my heayt compassionate, if anything in this world can; 
nay, it has begun to strike down many victims in this city where 1 
speak, as I the speaker cannot fail to know — must know— am bound 
to know— do know thoroughly well. But I want a point I have it ! 
“ The cholera is always coming when the powers of this Board are about 
to expire (a laugh).” This well-timed joke of. mine, so neatly made 
upon the greatest misery and direst calamity that human nature can 
endure, will be repeated to-morrow in the same newspaper which will 
carry to my honourable friends here, through electric telegraph, the 
tidings of a troop-ship put back to Plymouth, with this very pestilence 
on board. What are all such trifles to me? I wanted a laugh ; I have 
got a laugh. Talk to me of the agony and death of men and brothers! 
Am I not a Lord and a Member ! 

Now, is it generally known, I wonder, that this indecency happened? 
Have the people of such a place as Totnes chanced to hear of it? 
Or will they ever hear of it, and shall we ever hear of their having 
heard of it? 

It is not generally known that an entirely new principle has begun 
tq obtain in legislation, and is gaining wider and broader recognition 
every day. I allude to the profoundly wise principle of legislating with 
a constant reference and deference to the worst members of society, and 
almost excluding from consideration the comfort and convenience of 
the best. The question, ** what do the decent mechanic and his family 
want, or deserve?” always yields, under this enlightened pressure, to 
the question, ‘^what will the vagabond idler, drunkard, or jail-bird, 
turn to bad account?” As if there were anything in the wide world 
which the dregs of humanity will turn to good account! And as if the 
shadow of the convict-ship and Newgate drop had any business, in the 
plainest sense or justice, to be cast, from January to December, on 
honest hard-working, steady Job Smith’s family fireside ! 

Yet Job Smith suffers heavily, at every turn of his life, and at every 
inch of its straight course too, from the determined ruffianism in which 
he has no more part than he has in the blood Royal. Six days of Job’s 
week are days of hard, monotonous, exhausting work. Upon the 
seventh, Job thinks that he, his old woman, and the children, could 
find it in their hearts to walk in a garden if they might, or to look 
at a picture, or a plant, or a beast of the forest, or even a colossal toy 
made in imitation of some of the wonders of the world. Most people 
would be apt to think Job reasonable in this. But, up starts Britannia, 
tearing her hair and crying, ‘‘ Never, never! Here is Sloggins with 
the broken nose, the black eye, and the bulldog. What Job Smith 
uses, Sloggins will abuse. Therefore, Job Smith must not use.” So, 
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Job sits down again in a killing atmosphere, a little weary and out of 
humour, or leans against a post all Sunday long. 

It is not generally known that this accursed Sloggins is the evil 
genius of Job’s life. Job never had in his possession at any one time, 
a little cask of beer, or a bottle of spirits. What he and his family 
drink in that way, is fetched, in very small portions indeed, from the 
public-house. However difficult the Westminster Club-gentlemen may 
find it to realise such an existence. Job has realised it through many a 
long year ; and he knows, infinitely better than the whole Club can tell 
him, at what hour he wants his “drop of beer”, and how it best suits 
his means and convenience to get it. Against which practical con- 
viction of Job’s, Britannia, tearing her hair again, shrieks tenderly, 
“Sloggins! Sloggins with the broken nose, the black eye, and the 
bulldog, will go to ruin”, — as if he were ever going anywhere else!- — 
“ if Job Smith has his beer when he wants it.” So, Job gets it when 
Britannia thinks it good for Sloggins to let him have it, and marvels 
greatly. 

But, perhaps he marvels most, when, being invited in immense type, 
to go and hear the Evangelist of Eloquence, or the Apostle of Purity 
(I have noticed in such invitations, rather lofty, not to say audacious 
titles), he strays in at an open door, and finds a personage on a stage, 
crying aloud to him, “Behold me! I, too, am Sloggins!! I likewise 
had a broken nose, a black eye, and a bulldog. Survey me well. 
Straight is my nose, white is my eye, deceased is my bulldog. I, 
formerly Sloggins, now Evangelist (or Apostle, as the case may be), 
cry aloud in the wilderness unto you, Job Smith, that in respect that 
I was formerly Sloggins and am now Saintly, therefore you Job Smith 
(who were never Sloggins, or in the least like him), shall, by force of 
law, accept what I accept, deny what I deny, take upon yourself My 
shape, and follow Me.” Now, it is not generally known that poor 
Job, though blest with an average understanding, and thinking any 
putting out of the way of that ubiquitous Sloggins a meritorious action 
highly to be commended, never can understand the application of all 
this to himself, who never had anything in common with Sloggins, but 
always abominated and abjured him. 

It is not generally known that Job Smith is fond of music. But, he 
is ; he has a decided natural liking for it. The Italian Opera being 
rather dear (Sloggins would disturb the performance if he were let in 
cheap), Job’s taste is not highly cultivated; still, music pleases him 
and softens him, and he takes such recreation in the way of hearing it 
as his small means can buy. Job is fond of a play, also. He is not 
without the universal taste implanted in the child and the savage, 
and surviving in the educated mind; and a representation by men and 
women, of the joys and sorrows, crimes and virtues, sufferings and 
triumphs, of this mortal life, has a strong charm for him. Job is not 
much of a dancer, but he likes well enough to see dancing, and his 
eldest boy is up to it, and he himself can shake a leg in a good plain 
figure on occasion. For all these reasons, Job now and then, in his 
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rare holidays, is to be found at a cheap concert, a cheap theatre, or 
a cheap dance. And here one might suppose he would be left in peace 
to take his money’s worth if he can find it. 

It is not generally known, however, that against these poor amuse- 
ments, an army rises periodically and terrifies the inoffensive Job to 
death. It is not generally known why. On account of Sloggins. 
Five-and-twenty prison chaplains, good men and true, have each got 
Sloggins hard and fast, and converted him. Sloggins, in five-and- 
twenty solitary cells at once, has told the five-and-twenty chaplains all 
about it. Child of evil as he is, with every drop of blood in his body 
circulating lies all through him, night and day these five-and-twenty 
years, Sloggins is nevertheless become the embodied spirit of Truth. 
Sloggins has declared ‘‘that Amusements done it”. Sloggins has 
made manifest that “Harmony brought him to it”. Sloggins has 
asserted that “the draymer |et him a nockin his old mother’s head 
again the wall”. Sloggins has made manifest “that it was the 
double-shuffle wot kep him out of church”. Sloggins has written the 
declaration, “ Dear Sir if i hadn seen the oprer Frardeaverler i shouldn 
dear Sir have been overaggrawated into the folli of beatin Betsey with 
a redot poker”. Sloggins warmly recommends that all Theatres be 
shut up for good, all Dancing Rooms pulled down, and all music 
stopped. Considers that nothing else is people’s ruin. Is certain that 
but for sitch, he would now be in a large way of business and uni- 
versally respected. Consequently, all the five-and-twenty, in five-and- 
twenty honest and sincere reports, do severally urge that the require- 
ments and deservings of Job Smith be in nowise considered or cared 
for; that the natural and deeply rooted cravings of mankind be plucked 
up and trodden out; that Sloggins’s gospel be the gospel for the con- 
scientious and industrious part of the world; that Sloggins rule the 
land and rule the waves ; and that Britons unto Sloggins *ever, ever, 
ever, shall — be — slaves. 

I submit that this great and dangerous mistake cannot be too 
generally known or generally thought about. 
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I AM what Sydney Smith called that favourite animal of Whig- govern- 
ments, a barrister of seven years standing. If I were to say of seventeen 
years standing, I should not go beyond the mark ; if I were even to say 
of seven-and-twenty, I might not go beyond the mark. But, I am not 
bound to commit myself, and therefore on this point I say no more. 

Of course I, as a barrister of the rightful amount of standing, mourn 
over the decline of the profession. How have I seen it wither and 
decay! Within my time, John Doe and Richard Roe themselves, have 
fallen victims to the prejudice and ignorance of mere laymen. In my 
time, the cheerlxil evening sittings at the Old Bailey in the city of 
London have been discontinued; those merry meetings, after dinners 
where I do not hesitate to say I have seen more wine drunk in two or 
three hours, and have heard better things said, than at any other con- 
vivial assemblies of which it has been my good fortune to make one. 
Lord bless me I When I think of the jolly Ordinary mixing his famous 
salads, the Judges discussing vintages with the Lord Mayor and 
Sheriffs, the leading humorists of the Old Bailey bar delighting the 
Aldermen and visitors, and the whole party going socially back again 
into court, to try a fellow creature, perhaps for his or her life, in the 
genial glow pi'oduced by such an entertainment — I say when I think of 
these departed glories, and the commonplace stupidity into which we 
have fallen, I de not, and I cannot, wonder that England is going to 
ruin. 

As my name is not appended to this paper, and therefore I can hardly 
be suspected by the public of egotism, I will remark that I have always 
had a pretty turn for humour. I have a keen enjoyment of a joke. 
Like those excellent witnesses, the officers of the forty-sixth regiment 
(better witnesses I never saw, even in a horsedealer’s case, — ^yet the 
public, in these degenerate days, has no sympathy with them), I don’t 
at all object to its being practical. I like a joke to be legal or equitable, 
because my tastes are in that direction; but I like it none the worse for 
being practical. And indeed the best legal and equitable jokes remain- 
ing, are all of a practical nature. 

I use the word remaining, inasmuch as the levelling spirit of the 
times has destroyed some of the finest practical jokes connected with 
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the profession. I look upon the examination of the parties in a cause, 
for instance, as a death-blow given to humour. Nothing be more 
humorous than to make a solemn pretence of inquiring into the truth, 
and exclude the two people who in nine cases out of ten know most 
about it. Yet this is now a custom of the past, and so are a hundred 
other whimsical drolleries in which the fathers and grandfathers of the 
bar delighted. 

But, 1 am going on to present within a short compass a little collec- 
tion of existing practical jokes — mere samples of many others happily 
still left us in law and equity for our innocent amusement. As I never 
(though I set up for a humorist) tell another man’s story as my own, 
I will name my authority before I conclude. 

The great expense of the simplest suit in equity, and the droll laws 
which force all English subjects into a court of equity for their sole 
redress, in an immense number of cases, lead, at this present day, to 
a very entertaining class of practical joke. I mean that ludicrous class 
in which the joke consists of a man’s taking and keeping possession of 
money or other property to which he even pretends to have no shadow 
of right, but which he seizes because he knows that the whole will be 
swallowed up in costs if the rightful owner should seek to assert his 
claim. I will relate a few stories o-f this kind. 

Joke of a Witty Trustee 

A wag, being left trustee under a will by which the testator left 
a small freehold property to be sold for charitable purposes, sold it, and 
discovered the trust to be illegal. As the fund was too small in amount 
to bear a suit in equity (being not above sixty pounds), he laughed 
very heartily at the next of kin, pocketed it himself, spent it, and died. 

Joke of a Medical Choice Spirit 

A country surgeon got a maundering old lady to appoint him sole 
executor of her will, by which she left the bulk of her small property to 
her brother and sister. What does this pleasant surgeon, on the death 
of the maundering old lady, but prove the will, get in the property;, 
make out a bill for professional attendance to the tune of two or 
three hundred pounds, which absorbs it all; cry to the brother and 
sister, ** Boh! Chancery! Catch me if you can !” and live happy ever 
afterwards. 

Joke against Some Unlucky Creditors 

Certain creditors being left altogether without mention in the will of 
their deceased debtor, brought a suit in equity for a decree to sell his 
property. The decree was obtained. But, the property realising seven 
hundred pounds, and the suit costing seven hundred and fifty, these 
creditors brought their pigs to a fine market, and made much amuse^ 
ment for the Chancery Bar. 
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Jokes upon Infants 

An application to the Court of Chancery, in a friendly suit where 
nobody contested anything, to authorise trustees to advance a thousand 
pounds out of an estate, to educate some infants, cost a hundred and 
three pounds, fourteen, and sixpence; a similar application for the 
same authority, to the same trustees, under the same will, in behalf of 
some other infants, costs the same; twenty similar applications, under 
the same will, for similar power to the same trustees, in behalf of 
twenty other infants, or sets of infants, as their wants arise, will cost, 
each the same. 

A poor national schoolmaster insured his life for two hundred pounds, 
and made a will, giving discretionary power to his executors to apply 
the money for the benefit of his two children while under age, and then 
to divide it between them. One of the executors doubted whether 
under this will, after payment of debts and duty, he could appropriate 
the principal (that word not being used in the instrument) to buying 
the two small children into an orphan asylum. The sanction of the 
Court of Chancery would cost at least half the fund ; so nothing can be 
done, and the two small children are to be educated and brought up, 
on four pounds ten a year between them. 


Joke against Mrs, Harris 

Mrs. Harris is left the dividends on three thousand pounds stock, for 
her life ; the capital on her decease to be divided among legatees. Mr. 
Spodger is trustee under the will which so provides for Mrs. Harris. 
Mr. Spodger one day dies intestate. To Mr. Spodger’s effects Mr. 
B. Spodger and Miss Spodger, his brother and sister, administer. Miss 
Spodger takes it into her head that nothing shall ever induce her to 
have anything to do with Mrs. Harris’s trust-stock. Mrs. Harris, 
consequently unable to receive her dividends, petitions Court of Equity. 
Court of Equity delivers judgment that it can only order payment of 
dividends actually due when Mrs. Harris petitions'^ that, as fresh divi- 
dends keep on coming due, Mrs. Harris must keep on freshly petition- 
ing; and that, Mrs. Harris must, according to her Catechism, ‘‘walk 
in the same all the days of her life So Mrs. Harris walks, at the 
present time ; paying for every such application eighteen pounds, two, 
and eightpence ; or thirty per cent on her unfortunate income. 

l am of opinion that it would be hard to invent better practical jokes 
than these, over which I have laughed until my sides were sore. They 
are neatly and pointedly related by Mr. Graham Willmore, queen’s 
counsel and a county court judge, in his evidence, given in May of the 
present year, before a committee of the House of Commons appointed 
to inquire into the state and practice of the county courts. But, I am 
pained to add, nevertheless, that my learned friend Willmore has not 
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the slightest sense of humour, and is perfectly destitute of any true 
perception of a joke. 

For, what does he recommend in this same evidence of his? Why, 
says he, these cases involve ** an absolute denial of justice”; and, if 
you would give the county court judges a limited jurisdiction in Equity, 
these things could not possibly occur; for, then, such cases as the 
Witty Trustee’s,, and the Medical Choice Spirit’s, would be determined 
on their merits, for a few pounds: while such applications as those in 
behalf of the Infants would be disposed of for a few shillings. But, 
what, I ask my learned friend, would become of the cream of the 
jokes? Are we to have no jokes? Would he make law and equity 
a dull, dreary transaction of plain right and wrong? I shall hear, 
next, of proposals to take our wigs off, and make us like common 
men. A few pounds too! And a few shillings! Has my learned 
friend no idea that hundreds of pounds are far more respectable — not 
to say profitable— than a few pounds and a few shillings ? He may 
buy sundry pairs of boots for a few pounds, or divers pairs of stockings 
for a few shillings. Is not Equity more precious than boots? Or Law 
than stockings ? 

I am further of opinion that my learned friend Willmore falls into 
all his numerous mistakes before this committee, by reason of this 
one curious incapacity in his constitution to enjoy a joke. For instance, 
he relates the following excellent morsel : 

Jest Concerning a Sea-captain 

A sea-captain ejected from his ship a noisy drunken man, who mis- 
conducted himself; and at the same time turned out certain pot-com- 
panions of the drunken man, who were as troublesome as he. Bibo 
(so to call the drunken man) bringeth an action against the captain 
for assault and battery; to which the captain pleadeth in justification 
that he removed the plaintiff and certain persons unknown”, from 
his ship, for that they did misbehave themselves. Aye,” quoth the 
learned counsel for Bibo, at the trial, “but there be seventeen objec- 
tions to that plea, whereof the main one is that it appeareth that the 
certain persons are hiown tSiuA not unlznown^ as by thee set forth.” 
“ Marry,” crieth the court, “but that is fatal, Gentlemen of the Jury!” 
Verdict accordingly, with leave unto the sea-captain to move the Court 
of Queen’s Bench in solemn argument This being done with great 
delay and expense, the sea-captain (all the facts being perfectly plain 
from the first) at length got judgment in his favour. But, no man to 
this hour hath been able to make him comprehend how he got it, or 
why; or wherefore the suit was not decided on the merits when first 
tried. Which this wooden-headed seaman, staring straight before him 
with all his might, unceasingly maintains that it ought to have been. 

Now, this surely is, in all respects, an admirable story, representing 
the density, obstinacy, and confusion of the sea-captain in a richly 
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absurd light. Does my learned friend Willmore relish it? Not in the 
least. His dull remark upon it is: That in the county court the case 
would have been adjudicated on its merits, for less than a hundredth 
part of the costs incurred: and that he would so alter the law of the 
land as to deprive a plaintiff suing in a superior court in such an 
action (which we call an action of tort) and recovering less than twenty 
pounds, of all claim to costs, unless the judge should certify it to be a 
fit case to be tried in that superior court, rather than to have been 
taken to the county court at a small expense, and at once decided. 

Precisely the same obtuseness pervades the very next suggestion of 
my learned friend. It has always appeared to me a good joke that 
county courts having a jurisdiction in cases of contract up to fifty 
pounds, should not also have a jurisdiction in cases of tort up to the 
same amount.. As usual, my learned friend Willmore cannot perceive 
the joke. He says, in his commonplace way, “ I think it is the general 
desire that the jurisdiction should be given”; arid puts as an illustra- 
tion — ‘‘ Suppose a gentleman’s carriage is run against. The damages 
may be fifty pounds. In the case of a costermonger’s donkey-cart, 
they may be fifty pence ; the facts being identically the same.” Now, 
this, I am of opinion, is prosaic in the last degree. 

Passing over my learned friend’s inclinings towards giving the county 
courts jurisdiction in matters of bankruptcy; and also in criminal cases 
now disposed of, not much to anybody’s satisfaction he seems to con- 
sider, at Quarter Sessions — where, by the by, I have known admirable 
practical jokes played off from the Bench ; and towards making a 
Court of Appeal of a selection from county court judges; I will come 
to his crowning suggestion. He is not happier in this than in his 
other points, for it strikes at the heart of the excellent joke of putting 
the public in this dilemma, *‘If you will have law cheap, you shall 
have an inferior article ”. 

Without the least tenderness for this jest — ^which is unctuous, sur- 
prising, inconsequential, practical, overflowing with all the charac- 
teristics of a wild and rollicking humour — my learned friend knocks 
the soul out of it with a commonplace sledge-hammer. I hold, says 
he, that you should have, for county court judges who deal with an 
immense variety of intricate and important questions, the very best 
men. ** I think there is great mischief in the assumption that when 
a man is made a county court judge, he never can be anything else. 
I think if the reverse were assumed — if the appointment as county 
court judge were not considered a bar to a man’s professional 
advancement, you would have better men candidates for the office. 
You would have the whole body of talent in the profession willing 
to go through the previous state of probation, as it would then be, 
of a county court judgeship. You must not expect a permanent suc- 
cession of able, conscientious men, competently trained and educated 
for such an appointment, if it is to be a final one at the present 
pay. The county court judge, especially in the provinces, is placed 
in a painful and false position. He is made a magistrate, and must 
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associate with his brother justices. If he lives at all as they do, 
he perhaps spends more than he can afford; he certainly can lay up 
nothing for his family. If he does not, he will probably meet with 
slights and disparagement, to which, I think, he ought not to be sub- 
jected, and which impair his efficiency.’* He believes also that if the 
Court of Appeal were established, and the other county court judges 
were, as vacancies occurred, to be appointed members of it, according 
to circumstances, the public would derive another advantage in not 
being obliged to take, as a judge of the superior courts, a purely 
untried man. They would have a man exercised both in Nisi Prius 
and in banc work, and exercised in the face of the public and the 
profession, instead of having a man taken because he has a certain 
standing as an advocate, or because he has certain political recom- 
mendations. I think it would be a much more certain mode of testing 
the merits of a man previous to his appointment as a judge in the 
superior courts.” 

So, for the good old joke of fobbing the public off, when it is per- 
verse in its demands, with half a second-rate loaf, instead of enough of 
the best bread; for the joke of putting an educated and trained gentle- 
man, in a public station and discharging most important social func- 
tions, at a social disadvantage among a class not the least stiff-necked 
and purse-proud of all classes known between the British Channel 
and Abyssinia ; for the joke, in short, of systematically overpaying the 
national Shows and underpaying the national Substances ; my learned 
friend Willmore has not the slightest tenderness! I am of opinion 
that he does not see it at all. He winds up his evidence with the 
following extraordinarily flat remark: 

** I think that the public attention ought to be very pointedly directed 
to the fact, that while in the rich man’s superior courts the suitors pay 
nothing towards the salaries of judges, officers, &:c., yet in the poor 
man’s county courts the suitors are taxed to pay for all these, and 
something extra, by which the state is mean enough to make a small 
profit. I cannot understand how any one, except, perhaps, a very 
timid Chancellor of the Exchequer, could justify or even tolerate an 
injustice so gross, palpable, and cruel.” 

On the whole, therefore, it appears to me, and I am of opinion : 
That, if many such men as my learned friend Willmore were to secure 
a hearing, the vast and highly- entertaining collection of our legal 
and equitable jokes would be speedily brought to a close for ever. 
That, the object of such dull persons clearly is, to make Law and 
Equity intelligible and useful, and to cause them both to do justice 
and to be respected. Finally, that to clear out lumber, sweep away 
dust, bring down cobwebs, and destroy a vast amount of expensive 
practical joking, is no joke, but quite the reverse, and never will be 
considered humorous in any court in Westminster Hall. 



TO WORKING MEN 


It behoves every journalist, at this time when the memory of an awful 
pestilence is fresh among us, and its traces are visible at every turn in 
various affecting aspects of poverty and desolation, which any of us 
can see who are not purposely blind, to warn his readers, whatsoever 
be their ranks and conditions, that unless they set themselves in earnest 
to improve the towns in which they live, and to amend the dwellings 
of the poor, they are guilty, before God, of wholesale murder. 

The best of our journals have so well remembered their responsibility 
in this respect, and have so powerfully presented the truth to the general 
conscience, that little remains to be written on the urgent subject. But 
we would carry a forcible appeal made by our contemporary The Times 
to the working people of England a little further, and implore them— 
with a view to their future avoidance of a fatal old mistake— to beware 
of being led astray from their dearest interests, by high political autho- 
rities on the one hand, no less than by sharking mountebanks on the 
other. The noble lord, and the right honourable baronet, and the 
honourable gentleman, and the honourable and learned gentleman, 
and the honourable and gallant gentleman, and the whole of the 
honourable circle, have, in their contests for place, power, and patron- 
and fishes, distracted the working man’s attention from his 
first necessities, quite as much as the broken creature— once a popular 
Misleader— who is now sunk in hopeless idiotcy in a madhouse. To 
whatsoever shadows these may offer in lieu of substances, it is now 
the first duty of The People to be resolutely blind and deaf; firmly 
insisting, above all things, on their and their children’s right to every 
means of life and health that Providence has afforded for all, and 
firmly refusing to allow their name to be taken in vain for any pur- 
pose, by any party, until their homes are purified and the amplest 
means of cleanliness and decency are secured to them. 

We may venture to Vemark that this most momentous of all earthly 
questions is one we are not now urging for the first time. Long 
before this Journal came into existence, we systematically tried to turn 
Fiction to the good account of showing the preventible wretchedness 
and misery in which the mass of the people dwell, and of expressing 
again and again the conviction, founded upon observation, that the 
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reform of their habitations must precede all other reforms; and that 
without it, all other reforms must fail. Neither Religion nor Educa- 
tion will make any way, in this nineteenth century of Christianity, 
until a Christian government shall have discharged its first obligation, 
and secured to the people Homes, instead of polluted dens. 

Now, any working man of common intelligence knows perfectly well, 
that one session of parliament zealously devoted to this object would 
secure its attainment. If he do not also know perfectly well that a 
government or a parliament will of itself originate nothing to save 
his life, he may know it by instituting a very little inquiry. Let him 
inquire what either power has done to better his social condition, since 
the last great outbreak of disease five years ago. Let him inquire what 
amount of attention from government, and what amount of attendance 
in parliament, the question of that condition has ever attracted, until 
one night in this last August, when it became a personal question 
and a facetious question, and when Lord Seymour, the member for 
Totnes, exhibited his fitness for ever having been placed at the head of 
a great public department by cutting jokes, which were received with 
laughter, on the subject of the pestilence then raging. If the working 
man, on such a review of plain facts, be satisfied that without his own 
help he will not be helped, but will be pitilessly left to struggle at 
unnatural odds with disease and death ; then let him bestir himself to 
set so monstrous a wrong right, and let him — for the time at least — 
dismiss from his mind all other public questions, as straws in the 
balance. The glorious right of voting for Lord This (say Seymour, for 
instance) or Sir John That; the intellectual state of Abyssinia; the 
endowment of the College of Maynooth; the paper duty; the news- 
paper duty; the five per cent; the twenty-five per cent; the ten thousand 
hobby-horses that are exercised before him, scattering so much dust in 
his eyes that he cannot see his own hearth, until the cloud is suddenly 
fanned away by the wings of the Angel of Death: all these distractions 
let him put aside, holding steadily to one truth — Waking and sleep- 
ing, I and mine are slowly poisoned. Imperfect development and 
premature decay are the lot of those who are dear to me as my life. 
I bring children into the world to suffer unnaturally, and to die when 
my Merciful Father would have them live. The beauty of infancy is 
blotted out from my sight, and in its stead sickliness and pain look at 
me from the wan mother’s knee. Shameful deprivation of the com- 
monest appliances, distinguishing the lives of human beings from the 
lives of beasts, is my inheritance. My family is one of tens of thou- 
sands of families who are set aside as food for pestilence.” And let 
him then, being made in the form of man, resolve, ‘‘I will not bear 
it, and it shall not be ! ” 

If working men will be thus true to themselves and one another, 
there never was a time when they had so much just sympathy and so 
much ready help at hand. The whole powerful middle-class of this 
country, newly smitten with a sense of self-reproach — far more potent 
with it, we fully believe, than the lower motives of self-defence and 
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fear— IS ready to join them. The utmost power of the press is eager 
to assist them. But the movement to be irresistible, must originate 
with themselves, the suffering many. Let them take the initiativ^ and 
call the middle-class to unite with them ; which they will do, heart and 
soul! Let the working people, in the metropolis, in any one great 
town, but turn their intelligence, their energy, their numbers, their 
power of union, their patience, their perseverance, in this straight direc- 
tion in earnest— and by Christmas, they shall find a government in 
Downing-street and a House of Commons within hail of it, possessing 
not the faintest family resemblance to the Indhferents and Incapables 
last heard of in that slumberous neighbourhood. 

It is only through a government so acted upon and so forced to acquit 
itself of its first responsibility, that the intolerable ills arising from the 
present nature of the dwellings of the poor can be remedied. A Board 
of Health can do much, but not near enough. Funds are wanted, and 
great powers are wanted; powers to over-ride little interests for the 
general good; powers to coerce the ignorant, obstinate, and slothful, 
and to punish all who, by any infraction of necessary laws, imperil the 
public health. The working people and the middle-class thoroughly 
resolved to have such laws, there is no more choice left to all the 
Red Tape in Britain as to the form in which it shall tie itself next, 
than there is option in the barrel of a barrel-organ what tune it shall 
play. 

But, though it is easily foreseen that such an alliance must soon 
incalculably mitigate, and in the end annihilate, the dark list of cala- 
mities resulting from sinful and cruel neglect which the late visitation 
has— unhappily not for the first time— unveiled ; it is impossible to set 
limits to the happy issues that would flow from it. A better under- 
standing between the two great divisions of society, a habit of kinder 
and nearer approach, an increased respect and trustfulness on both 
sides, a gently corrected method in each of considering the views of 
the other, would lead to such blessed improvements and interchanges 
among us, that even our narrow wisdom might within the compass 
of a short time learn to bless the sickly year in which so much good 
blossomed out of evil. 

In the plainest sincerity, in affectionate sympathy, in the ardent 
desire of our heart to do them some service, and to see them take 
their place in the system which should bind us all together, and bring 
home, to us all, the happiness of which our necessarily varied condi- 
tions are all susceptible, we submit these few words to the working men. 
The time is ripe for every one of them to raise himself and those who 
are dear to him, at no man’s cost, with no violence or injustice, with 
* cheerful help and support, with lasting benefit to the whole community. 
Even the many among them at whose firesides there will be vacant 
seats this winter, we address with hope. However hard the trial and 
heavy the bereavement, there is a far higher consolation in striving 
for the life that is left, than in brooding with sullen eyes beside the 
,, grave. ■ ■ 
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AN UNSETTLED 
NEIGHBOURHOOD 


It is not my intention to treat of any of those new neighbourhoods 
which a wise legislature leaves to come into existence just as it may 
happen ; overthrowing the trees, blotting out the face of the country, 
huddling together labyrinths of odious little streets of vilely con- 
structed houses; heaping ugliness upon ugliness, inconvenience upon 
inconvenience, dirt upon dirt, and contagion upon contagion. When- 
ever a few hundreds of thousands of people of the classes most 
enormously increasing, shall happen to come to the conclusion that 
they have suffered enough from preventible disease (a moral pheno- 
menon that may occur at any time), the said wise legislature will find 
itself called to a heavy reckoning. May it emerge from that extremity 
as agreeably as it slided in. Amen I 

No. The unsettled neighbourhood on which I have my eye — in a 
literal sense, for I live in it, and am looking out of window — cannot 
be called a new neighbourhood. It has been in existence, how long 
shall I say? Forty, fifty, years. It touched the outskirts of the fields, 
within a quarter of a century; at that period it was as shabby, dingy, 
damp, and mean a neighbourhood, as one would desire not to see. 
Its poverty was not of the demonstrative order. It shut the street- 
doors, pulled down the blinds, screened the parlour- windows with the 
wretchedest plants in pots, and made a desperate stand to keep up 
appearances. The genteeler part of the inhabitants, in answering 
knocks, got behind the door to keep out of sight, and endeavoured to 
diffuse the fiction that a servant of some sort was the ghostly warder. 
Lodgings were let, and many more were to let; but, with this excep- 
tion, signboards and placards were discouraged. A few houses that 
became affiicted in their lower extremities with eruptions of mangling" 
and clear-starching, were considered a disgrace to the neighbourhood. 
The working bookbinder with the large door-plate was looked down 
upon for keeping fowls, who were always going in and out. A corner 
house with “ Ladies’ School” on a board over the first floor windows, 
was barely tolerated for its educational facilities; and Miss Jamanne 
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the dressmaker, who inhabited two parlours, and kept an obsolete 
work of art representing the Fashions, in the window of the front one, 

was held at a marked distance by the ladies of the neighbourhood^ ' 

who patronised her, however, with far greater regularity than they 
paid her. 

In those days, the neighbourhood was as quiet and dismal as any 
neighbourhood about London. Its crazily built houses— the largest, 
eight-roomed— were rarely shaken by any conveyance heavier than the 
spring van that came to carry off the goods of a ‘‘sold up” tenant. 
To be sold up was nothing particular. The whole neighbourhood felt 
itself liable, at any time, to that common casualty of life. A man used 
to come into the neighbourhood regularly, delivering the summonses 
fer rates and taxes as if they were circulars. We never paid anything 
until the last extremity, and Heaven knows how we paid it then. The 
streets were positively hilly with the inequalities made in them by the 
man with the pickaxe who cut off the company’s supply of water 
to defaulters. It seemed as if nobody had any money but old Miss 
Frowze, who lived with her mother at Number fourteen Little Twig 
Street, and who was rumoured to be immensely rich ; though I don’t 
know why, unless it was that she never went out of doors, and never 
wore a cap, and never brushed her hair, and was immensely dirty. 

As to visitors, we really had no visitors at that time. Stabbers’s 
Band used to come every Monday morning and play for three-quarters 
of an hour on one particular spot by the Norwich Castle; but, how 
they first got into a habit of coming, or even how we knew them 
to be Stabbers’s Band, I am unable to say. It was popular in the 
neighbourhood, and we used to contribute to it: dropping our half- 
pence into an exceedingly hard hat with a warm handkerchief in it, 
like a sort of bird’s-nest (I am not aware whether it was Mr. Stabbers’s 
hat or not), which came regularly round. They used to open with 
“ Begone dull Care !” and to end with a tune which the neighbourhood 
recognised as “ I’d rather have a Guinea than a One-pound Note ”. 
I think any reference to money, that was not a summons or an execu- 
tion, touched us melodiously. As to Punches, they knew better than 
to do anything but squeak and drum in the neighbourhood, unless a 
collection was made in advance — which never succeeded. Conjurors 
and strong men strayed among us, at long intervals ; but, I never saw 
the donkey go up once. Even costermongers were shy of us, as a bad 
job ; seeming to know instinctively that the neighbourhood ran scores 
with Mrs, Slaughter, Greengrocer, &c., of Great Twig Streep and 
consequently didn’t dare to buy a ha’porth elsewhere: or very likely 
being told so by young Slaughter, who managed the business, and 
was always lurking in the Coal Department, practising Ramo Samee 
with three potatoes. 

As to shops, we had no shops either, worth mentioning. We had 
the Norwich Castle, Truman Hanbury and Buxton, by J. Wigzell : 
a violent landlord, who was constantly eating in the bar, and con- 
stantly coming out with his mouth full and his hat on, to stop his 
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amiable daughter from giving more credit ; and we had Slaughter’s ; 
and we had a jobbing tailor’s (in a kitchen), and a toy and hardbake 
(in a parlour), and a Bottle Rag Bone Kitchen-stuff and Ladies’ 
Wardrobe, and a tobacco and weekly paper. We used to run to the 
doors and windows to look at a cab, it was such a rare sight; the 
boys (we had no end of boys, but where is there any end of boys?) 
used to Fly the garter in the middle of the road ; and if ever a man 
might have thought a neighbourhood was settled down until it 
dropped to pieces, a man might have thought ours was. 

What made the fact quite the reverse, and totally changed the neigh- 
bourhood? I have known a neighbourhood changed, by many causes, 
for a time. I have known a miscellaneous vocal concert every evening, 
do it; I have known a mechanical waxwork with a drum and organ, 
do it ; I have known a Zion Chapel do it ; I have known a firework- 
maker’s do it; or a murder, ora tallow-melter’s. But, in such cases, 
the neighbourhood has mostly got round again, after a time, to its 
former character. I ask, what changed our neighbourhood altogether 
and for ever? I don’t mean what knocked down rows of houses, took 
the whole of Little Twig Street into one immense hotel, substituted 
endless cab-ranks for Fly the garter, and shook us all day long to our 
foundations with waggons of heavy goods ; but, what put the neigh- 
bourhood off its head, and wrought it to that feverish pitch that it has 
ever since been unable to settle down to any one thing, and will never 
settle down again? The Railroad has done it all. 

That the Railway Terminus springing up in the midst of the neigh- 
bourhood should make what I may call a physical change in it, was to 
be expected. That people who had not sufficient beds for themselves, 
should immediately begin offering to let beds to the travelling public, 
was to be expected. That coffee-pots, stale muffins, and egg-cups, 
should fly into parlour windows like tricks in a pantomime, and that 
everybody should write up Good Accommodation for Railway Tra- 
vellers, was to be expected. Even that Miss Frowze should open a 
cigar-shop, with a what’s-his-name that the Brahmins smoke, in the 
middle of the window, and a thing outside like a Canoe stood on end, 
with a familiar invitation underneath it, to ‘^Take a light”, might 
have been expected. I don’t wonder at house-fronts being broken 
out into shops, and particularly into Railway Dining Rooms, with 
powdered haunches of mutton, powdered cauliflowers, and great flat 
bunches of rhubarb, in the window. I don’t complain of three eight- 
roomed houses out of every four taking upon themselves to set up as 
Private Hotels, and putting themselves, as such, into Bradshaw, with 
a charge of so much a day for bed and breakfast, including boot-clean- 
ing and attendance, and so much extra for a private sitting-room-— 
though where the private sitting-i'ooms can be, in such an establish- 
ment, I leave you to judge. I don’t make it any ground of objection 
to Mrs. Minderson (who is a most excellent widow woman with a 
young family) that, in exhibiting one empty soup-tureen with the cover 
on, she appears to have satisfied her mind that she is fully provisioned 
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as ** The Railway Larder I don’t point it out as a public evil that 
all the boys who are left in the neighbourhood, tout to carry carpet 
bags. The Railway Ham, Beef, and German Sausage Warehouse 
I was prepared for. The Railway Pie Shop, I have purchased pastry 
from. The Railway Hat and Travelling Cap Depot, I knew to be 
an establishment which in the nature of things must come. The 
Railway Hair-cutting Saloon, I have been operated upon in ; the Rail- 
way Ironmongery, Nail and Tool Warehouse; the Railway Bakery 
the Railway Oyster Rooms and General Shell Fish Shop; the Railway 
Medical Hall; and the Railway Hosiery and Travelling Outfitting 
Establishment; all these I don’t complain of. In the same way, I 
know that the cabmen must and will have beer-shops, on the cellar- 
flaps of which they can smoke their pipes among the waterman’s 
buckets, and dance the double shuffle. The railway porters must also 
have their houses of call ; and at such places of refreshment I am pre- 
pared to find the Railway Double Stout at a gigantic threepence in 
your own jugs. I don’t complain of this; neither do I complain of 
J. Wigzell having absorbed two houses on each side of him into The 
Railway Hotel (late Norwich Castle), and setting up an illuminated 
clock, and a vane at the top of a pole like a little golden Locomotive. 
But what I do complain of, and what I am distressed at, is, the 
state of mind — the moral condition — into which the neighbourhood 
has got. It is unsettled, dissipated, wandering (I believe nomadic is 
the crack word for that sort of thing just at present), and don’t 
know its own mind for an hour. 

I have seen various causes of demoralisation learnedly pointed out 
in reports and speeches, and charges to grand juries; but, the most 
demoralising thing / know, is Luggage. I have come to the con- 
clusion that the moment Luggage begins to be always shooting about 
a neighbourhood, that neighbourhood goes out of its mind. Every- 
body wants to be off somewhere. Everybody does every thing in a 
hurry. Everybody has the strangest ideas of its being vaguely his or 
her business to go “down the line”. If any Fast-train could take it, 
I believe the whole neighbourhood of which I write: bricks, stones, 
timber, ironwork, and everything else : would set off down the line. 

Why, only look at it ! What with houses being pulled down and 
houses being built up, is it possible to imagine a neighbourhood less 
collected in its intellects? There are not fifty houses of any sort in the 
whole place that know their own mind a month. Now, a shop says, 
“I’ll be a toyshop”. To-morrow it says, “No I won’t; I’ll be a 
milliner’s”. Next week it says, “No I won’t; I’ll be a stationer’s”. 
Next w-eek it says, “No I won’t; I’ll be a Berlin wool repository”. 
Take the shop directly opposite my house. Within a year, it has gone 
through all these changes, and has likewise been a plumber’s painter’s 
and glazier’s, a tailor’s, a broker’s, a school, a lecturing-hall, and a 
feeding-place, “ established to supply the Railway public with a first- 
rate sandwich and a sparkling glass of Crowley’s Alton Ale for three- 
pence I have seen the different people enter on these various lines of 
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business, apparently in a sound and healthy state of mind. I have 
seen them, one after another, go off their heads with looking at the 
cabs rattling by, top-heavy with luggage, the driver obscured by boxes 
and portmanteaus crammed between his legs, and piled on the foot- 
board — I say, I have seen them with my own eyes, fired out of their 
wits by luggage, put up the shutters, and set off down the line. 

In the old state of the neighbourhood, if any young party was sent 
to the Norwich Castle to see what o’clock it was, the solid information 
would be brought back — say, for the sake of argument, twenty minutes 
to twelve. The smallest child in the neighbourhood who can tell the 
clock, is now convinced that it hasn’t time to say twenty minutes to 
twelve, but comes back and jerks out, like a little Bradshaw, Eleven 
forty”. Eleven forty! 

Mentioning the Norwich Castle, reminds me of J. WigzelL That 
man is a type of the neighbourhood. He used to wear his shirt-sleeves 
and his stiff drab trowsers, like any other publican ; and if he went out 
twice in a year, besides going to the Licensed Victuallers’ Festival, it 
was as much as he did. What is the state of that man now? His 
pantaloons must be railway checks; his upper garment must be a cut- 
away coat, perfectly undermined by travelling pockets; he must keep 
a time-bill in his waistcoat — besides the two immense ones. Up and 
Down, that are framed in the bar— he must have a macintosh and a 
railway rug always lying ready on a chair; and he must habitually 
start off down the line, at five minutes’ notice. Now, I hiow that 
J. Wigzell has no business down the line; he has no more occasion to 
go there than a Chinese. The fact is, he stops in the bar until he is 
rendered perfectly insane by the Luggage he sees flying up and down 
the street; then, catches up his macintosh and railway rug; goes 
down the line; gets out at a Common, two miles from a town; eats 
a dinner at the new little Railway Tavern there, in a choking huny; 
comes back again by the next Up-train; and feels that he has done 
business I 

We dream, in this said neighbourhood, of'carpet-bags and packages. 
How can we help it? All night long, when passenger trains are flat, 
the Goods trains come in, banging and whanging over the turning- 
plates at the station like the siege of Sebastopol. Then, the mails 
come in ; then, the mail-carts come out ; then, the cabs set in for the 
early parliamentary ; then, we are in for it through the rest of the day. 
Now, I don’t complain of the whistle, I say nothing of the smoke and 
steam, I have got used to the red-hot burning smell from the Breaks 
which I thought for the first twelvemonth was my own house on fire, 
and going to burst out; but, my ground of offence is the moral in- 
oculation of the neighbourhood. I am convinced that there is some 
mysterious sympathy between my hat on my head, and all the hats in 
hat-boxes that are always going down the line. My shirts and stock- 
ings put away in a chest of drawers, want to join the multitude of 
shirts and stockings that are always rushing everywhere. Express, at 
the rate of forty mile an hour. The trucks that clatter with such 
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luggage, full trot, up and down the platform, tear into our spirits, and 
hurry us, and we can’t be easy. 

In a word, the Railway Terminus Works themselves are a picture 
of our moral state. They look confused and dissipated, with an air as 
if they were always up all night, and always giddy. Here, is a vast 
shed that was not here yesterday, and that may be pulled down 
to-morrow ; there, a wall^ that is run up until some other building is 
ready; there, an open piece of ground, which is a quagmire in the 
middle, bounded on all four sides by a wilderness of houses, pulled 
down, shored up, broken-headed, crippled, on crutches, knocked about 
and mangled in all sorts of ways, and billed with fragments of all 
kinds of ideas. We are, mind and body, an unsettled neighbourhood. 
We are demoralised by the contemplation of luggage in perpetual 
motion. My conviction is, that you have only to circulate luggage 
enough— it is a mere question of quantity— through a Quakers’ Meet- 
ing, and every broad-brimmed hat and^ slate-coloured bonnet there, 
will disperse to the four winds at the highest possible existing rate of 
locomotion. 


REFLECTIONS OF A 
LORD MAYOR 


“ I HAVE been told”, said the Lord Mayor of London, left alone in his 
dressing-room after a state occasion, and proceeding to divest himself 
of the very large chain the Lord Mayor of London wears about his 
neck, according to the manner of the President of the Royal Academy 
of Arts, and the watermen of the principal hackney-coach stands: “ I 
say, I have been told,” repeated the Lord Mayor, glancing at himself 
in the glass, “rather frequently now, in cotemporary history, that I am 
a Humbug.” 

No matter what particular Lord Mayor of London thus delivered 
himself. Any modern Lord Mayor of London may have recalled, with 
the fidelity here quoted, the homage widely olfered to his position. 

“I have been told so”, continued the Lord Mayor of London, who 
was in the habit of practising oratory when alone, as Demosthenes 
did, and with the somewhat similar object of correcting a curious im- 
pediment in his speech, which always thrust the letter H upon him 
when he had no business with it, and always took it away from him 
when it was indispensable; “ I have been told so”, pursued the Lord 
Mayor, “ on the ground that the privileges, dues, levies, and other exac- 
tions of my government, are relics of ages in all respects unlike the 
present; when the manners and customs of the people were different, 
when commerce was differently understood and practised, when the 
necessities and requirements of this enormous metropolis were as 
unlike what they are now, as this enormous metropolis itself on the 
map of Queen Victoria’s time is unlike the scarcely recognisable little 
mustard-seed displayed as London on the map of Queen Elizabeth’s 
time. I have been told so, on the ground that whereas my office was 
a respectable reality when the little city in which I hold my state was 
actually London, and its citizens were the London people, it is a 
swaggering sham when that little city’s inhabitants are not a twelfth 
part of the metropolitan population, and when that little city’s extent 
is not a tenth part of the metropolitan surface. These, I am informed; 
are a short summary of the reasons why the London citizens who stand 
foremost as to the magnitude of their mercantile dealings and the 
grasp of their intelligence, always fly from the assumption of my 
blushing honours; and why formally constituted Commissions have 
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admitted, not without some reluctance, that I am-^officially,” said the 
Lord Mayor twice— officially-— a most absurd creature, and, in point 
of fact, the Humbug already mentioned.” 

The Lord Mayor of London having thus summed up, polished his 
gold chain with his sleeve, laid it down on the dressing-table, put on 
a flannel gown, took a chair before the glass, and proceeded to address 
himself in the following neat and appropriate terms : 

“Now, my Lord,” said the Lord Mayor of London; and at the 
word he bowed, and smiled obsequiously; “you are well aware that 
there is no foundation whatever for these envious disparagements. 
They are the shadows of the light of Greatness.” (The Lord Mayor 
stopped and made a note of this sentiment, as available after dinner 
some day.) “On what evidence will you receive your true position? 
On the City Recorder’s? On the City Remembrancer’s? On the City 
Chamberlain’s? On the Court of Common Council’s? On the Sword- 
bearer’s ? On the Toastmaster’s ? These are good witnesses, I believe, 
and they will bear testimony at any time to your being a solid dignitary, 
to your office being one of the highest aspirations of man, one of the 
brightest crowns of merit, one of the noblest objects of earthly ambi- 
tion. But, my Lord Mayor;” here the Lord Mayor smiled at himself 
and bowed again ; “is it from the City only, that you get these tributes 
to the virtues of your office, and the empty wickedness of the Commis- 
sion that would dethrone you? I think not. I think you may inquire 
East, West, North, and South — particularly West,” said the Lord 
Mayor, who was a courtly personage — “ particularly West, among my 
friends of the aristocracy — and still find that the Lord Mayor of London 
is the brightest jewel (next to Mercy) in the British crown, and the 
apple of the United Kingdom’s eye. 

“Who”, said the Lord Mayor, crossing his knees, and arguing the 
point, with the aid of his forefinger, at himself In the glass, “ who is to 
be believed? Is it the superior classes (my very excellent and dear 
friends) that are to be believed, or is it Commissions and writers in 
newspapers? The reply of course is, the superior classes. Why then ”, 
said the Lord Mayor, “let us consider what my beloved and honoured 
friends the members of the superior classes, say. 

“We will begin”, said the Lord Mayor, “with my highly eminent 
and respected friends— 'iny revered brothers, if they will allow me to 
call them so — the Cabinet Ministers, What does a cabinet minister 
say when he comes to dine with me? He gets up and tells the com- 
pany that all the honours of official life are nothing comparable to the 
honour of coming and dining with the Lord Mayor. He gives them to 
understand that, in all his doubts, his mind instinctively reverts to the 
Lord Mayor for counsel; that in all his many triumphs, he looks to 
the Lord Mayor for his culminating moral support; that in all his 
few defeats, he looks to the Lord Mayor for lasting consolation. He 
signifies that, if the Lord Mayor only approves of his political career, 
he is happy ; that if the Lord Mayor disapproves, he is miserable. His 
respect for the office is perpetually augmenting. He has had the 
(0 347) ^2 
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honour of enjoying the munificent hospitality of other Lord Mayors, 
but he never knew such a Lord Mayor as this Lord Mayor, or such 
a Lord Mayor’s dinner as this dinner. With much more to the same 
effect. And I believe ”, said the Lord Mayor of London, smiling obse- 
quiously, **that my noble and right honourable friends the Cabinet 
Ministers, never make a fool of any one? 

Take,” said the Lord Mayor of London, ‘‘next, my highly deco- 
rated friends, the Representatives of Foreign Courts. They assure the 
guests, in the politest manner, that when they inform their respective 
governments that they have had the honour of dining with the Lord 
Mayor, their respective governments will hardly know what to make 
of themselves, they will feel so exalted by the distinction. And I hope ”, 
said the Lord Mayor, smiling obsequiously, “that their Excellencies 
my diplomatic friends, usually say what they mean? 

“What sentiments do the Army and Navy express when they come 
and dine at the Guildhall or Mansion House? They don’t exactly tell 
the company that our brave soldiers and our hardy seamen rush to 
conquest, stimulating one another with the great national watchword, 
‘The Lord Mayor!’ but they almost go that length. They intimate 
that the courage of our national defenders would be dreadfully damped 
if there was no Lord Mayor; that Nelson and Wellington always had 
the Lord Mayor in their minds (as no doubt they had) in conducting 
their most brilliant exploits; and that they always looked forward to 
the Lord Mayor (as no doubt they did) for their highest rewards. And 
I think”, said the Lord Mayor, smiling obsequiously, “ that my 
honourable and gallant friends, the field-marshals and admirals of this 
glorious country, are not the men to bandy compliments? 

“My eminently reverend friends the Archbishops and Bishops, they 
are not idle talkers,” said the Lord Mayor. “Yet, when they do me 
the honour to take no thought (as I may say) what they shall eat or 
what they shall drink, but with the greatest urbanity to eat and drink 
(I am proud to think) up to the full amount of three pound three per 
head, they are not behind-hand with the rest. They perceive in the 
Lord Mayor, a pillar of the great fabric of church and state; they know 
that the Lord Mayor is necessary to true Religion; they are, in a 
general way, fully impressed with the conviction that the Lord Mayor 
is an Institution not to be touched without danger to orthodox piety. 
Yet, if I am not deceived, ” said the Lord Mayor, smiling obsequiously, 
“my pastoral and personal friends the archbishops and bishops, are to 
be believed upon their affirmation ? 

“My elevated and learned friends, the Judges!” cried the Lord 
Mayor, in a tone of enthusiasm. “ When I ask the judges to dinner, 
they are not found to encourage the recommendations of corrupt Com- 
missions. On the contrary, I infer from their speeches that they are at 
a loss to understand how Law or Equity could ever be administered in 
this country, if the Lord Mayor was reduced. I understand from them, 
that it is, somehow, the Lord Mayor who keeps the very judges them- 
selves straight; that if there was no Lord Mayor, they would begin to 
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go crooked ; that if they didn’t dine with the Lord Mayor at least once 
a year, they couldn’t answer for their not taking bribes, or doing 
something of that sort. And it is a general opinion, I imagine,” said 
the Lord Mayor, smiling obsequiously, “that my judicial friends the 
judges, know how to sum up a case? 

“Likewise my honourable and legislative friends the Members of 
the House of Commons— and my noble and deliberative friends, the 
Members of the House of Lords— and my learned and forensic friends 
of the liberal profession of the Bar!’’ cried the Lord Mayor. “They 
are all convinced (when they come to dinner) that without the Lord 
Mayor, the whole Loi'd Mayor, and nothing but the Lord Mayor, 
there would ensue what I may call a national smash. They are all 
agreed that society is a kind of barrel, formed of a number of staves, 
with a very few hoops to keep them together; and that the Lord 
Mayor of London is such a strong hoop, that if he was taken off, the 
staves would fly asunder, and the barrel would burst. This is very 
gratifying, this is very important, this is very dignifying, this is very 
true. I am proud of this profound conviction. For, I believe,” said 
the Lord Mayor, smiling obsequiously, “that this distinguished ag- 
glomeration of my eloquent and flowery friends, is capable of making 
speeches? 

“Then you see, my Lord,” pursued the Lord Mayor, resuming the 
argument with his looking-glass, after a short pause of pride in his 
illustrious circle of acquaintance, which caused him to swell consider- 
ably, “it comes to this. Do these various distinguished persons come 
into the city annually, as a matter of course, to make certain routine 
speeches over you, without in the least caring or considering what 
they mean— just as the boys do, in the same month, over Guy Fawkes; 
or do they come really and truly to uphold you. In the former case, 
you would be placed in the unpleasant predicament of knowing for 
certain that they laugh at you when they go home; in the latter case, 
you would have the happiness of being sure that the Commission 
which declares you to be the— in point of fact,” said the Lord Mayor, 
with a lingering natural reluctance, “the Humbug already mentioned 
—is a piece of impotent falsehood and malice. 

“Which you know it to be,” said the Lord Mayor, rising firmly., 
“Which you know it to be! Your honoured and revered friends of 
the upper classes, rally round you;” (the Lord Mayor made a note 
of the neat expression, rallying round, as available for various public 
occasions); “and you see them, and you hear them, and seeing and 
hearing are believing, or nothing is. Further, you are bound as their 
devoted servant to believe them, or you fall into the admission that 
public functionaries have got into a way of pumping out floods of 
conventional words without any meaning and without any sincerity — 
a way not likely to be reserved for Lord Mayors only, and a very bad 

way for the whole community.” 

So, the Lord Mayor of London went to bed, and dreamed of being 
made a Baronet. 


MR. BULL’S 
SOMNAMBULIST . 



An extremely difficult case of somnambulism, occurring in the family of 
that respected gentleman Mr. Bull, and at the present time develop- 
ing itself without any mitigation of its apparently hopeless symptoms, 
will furnish the subject of the present paper. Apart from its curious 
psychological interest, it is worth investigation, as having caused and 
still causing Mr. Bull great anxiety of mind when he falls into low 
spirits. I may observe, as one of the medical attendants of the family, 
that this is not very often the case, all things considered: Mr. Bull 
being of a sanguine temperament, good-natured to a fault, and highly 
confident in the strength of his constitution. This confidence, I regret 
to add, makes him too frequently neglect himself when there is an 
urgent necessity for his being careful. 

The patient in whom are manifested the distressing symptoms of 
somnambulism I shall describe, is an old woman— Mrs. Abigail Dean. 
The recognised abbreviation of her almost obsolete Christian name is 
used for brevity’s sake in Mr. Bull’s family, and she is always known 
in the House as Abby Dean. By that name I shall call her, therefore, 
in recording her symptoms. 

As if everything about this old woman were destined to be strange 
and exceptional, it is remarkable that although Abby Dean is at the 
head of the Upper Servants’ Hall, and occupies the post of house- 
keeper in Mr. Bull’s family, nobody has the least confidence in her, 
and even Mr. Bull himself has not the slightest idea how she got into 
the situation. When pressed upon the subject, as I have sometimes 
taken the liberty of pressing him, he scratches his head, stares, and 
is unable to give any other explanation than Well! There she is. 
That’s all /know!” On these occasions he is so exceedingly discon- 
certed and ashamed, that I have forborne to point out to him the 
absurdity of his taking her without a character, or ever having sup- 
posed (as I assume he must have supposed) that such a superannuated 
person could be worth her wages. 

The following extracts from my notes of the case will describe her 
in her normal condition: “Abby Dean. Phlegmatic temperament. 

272 



MR. BULL’S SOMNAMBULIST 


273 


i 


! 

I 


I 


I' 


Bilious habit. Circulation, very slug^gish. Speech, drowsy, indis- 
tinct, and confused.. Senses, feeble. Memory, short. Pulse, very 
langfuid. A remarkably slow g^oer. At all times a heavy sleeper, and 
difficult to awaken. When awakened, peevish. Earlier in life had 
fits, and was much contorted — first on one side and then on the other.” 

It was within a few weeks of her inexplicable appearance at the 
head of Mr. BulFs family, that this ancient female fell into a state 
of somnambulism. Mr. Bull observed her — I quote his own words — 
“eternally mooning about the House”, and, putting some questions 
to her, and finding that her replies were mere gibberish, sent for me. 

I found her on a bench in the Upper Servants’ Hall, evidently fast 
asleep (though her eyelids were open), and breathing stertorously. 
After shaking her for some time with Mr. Bull’s assistance, I inquired, 
“Do you know who you are?” She replied, “Lord! Abby Dean, to 
be sure!” I said, “Do you know where you are?” She answered, 
with a sort of fretful defiance, “At the head of Mr. Bull’s establish- 
ment.” I put the question, “ Do you know what you have to do 
there?” Her reply was, “ Yes — nothing.” Mr. Bull then interposed, 
and informed me, with some heat, that this was the utmost satisfac- 
tion he had been able to elicit “from the confounded old woman”, 
since she first brought her boxes into the family mansion. 

She was smartly blistei'ed, daily, for a considerable time. Mustard 
poultices were freely applied; caustic was used as a counter-irritant; 
setons were inserted in her neck; and she was trotted about, and 
poked, and pinched, almost unremittingly, by certain servants very 
zealous in their attachment to Mr. Bull. I regret to state that under 
this treatment, sharply continued at intervals from that period to the 
present, she has become worse instead of better. She has now sub- 
sided into a state of constant and confirmed somnambulism, from 
which there is no human hope of her recovery. 

The case, being one of a comatose nature, is chiefly interesting for 
its obstinacy. Its phenomena are not generally attractive to the imagi- 
nation. Indeed, I am of opinion that at no period of her invalided 
career has any moment of brilliancy irradiated the lethargic state of 
this unfortunate female. Her proceedings are in accordance with 
those of most of the dreariest somnambulists of whom we have a 
reliable record. She will get up and dress herself, and go to Mr. 
Bull’s Treasury, or take her seat on her usual Bench in the Upper 
Servants’ Hall, avoiding on the way the knocking of her head against 
walls and doors, but giving no other sign of intellectual vigour. She 
will sometimes sit up very late at night, moaning and muttering, 
and occasionally rising on her legs to complain of being attacked by 
enemies. (The common delusion that people are conspiring against 
her, is, as might naturally be expected, a feature of her disease.) She 
will frequently cram into her pockets a large accumulation of Mr. 
Bull’s bills, plans for the improvement of his estate, and other docu- 
ments of importance, and will drop the same without any reason, and 
refuse to take them up again when they are offered to her. Other 
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similar papers she will hide in holes and corners, quickly forgetting 
what she has done with them. Sometimes, she will fall to wringing 
her hands in the course of her wanderings in the House, and to declar- 
ing that unless she is treated with greater deference she will “go 
out But, it is a curious illustration of the cunning often mingled 
with this disorder that she has never stirred an inch beyond the door ; 
having, evidently, some latent consciousness in the midst of her stupor, 
that if she once went out, no earthly consideration would prevail on 
Mr. Bull to let her in again. 

Her eyes are invariably open in the sleep-waking state, but their 
power of vision is much contracted. It has long been evident to all 
observers of her melancholy case, that she is blind to what most people 
can easily see. 

The circumstance which I consider special to the case of Abby Dean, 
and greatly augmentive of its alarming character, I now proceed to 
mention. Mr. Bull has in his possession a Cabinet, of modern manu- 
facture and curious workmanship, composed of various pieces of vari- 
ous woods, inlaid and dovetailed with ■ tolerable ingenuity considering 
their great differences of grain and growth; but, it must be admitted, 
clumsily put together on the whole, and liable, at any time, to fall to 
pieces. It contains, however, some excellent specimens of English 
timber, that have, in previous pieces of furniture, been highly service- 
able to Mr. Bull: among which may be mentioned a small though 
tough and sound specimen of genuine pollard oak, which Mr. Bull 
is accustomed to point out to his friends by the playful name of 
“Johnny”. This Cabinet has never been altogether pleasing to 
Mr. Bull; but when it was sent home by the manufacturer, he con- 
sented to make use of it in default of a better. With a little grumbling 
he entrusted his choicest possessions to its safe-keeping, and placed 
it, in common with the rest of his worldly goods, under the care of 
Abby Dean. Now, I am not at the present moment prepared with a 
theory of the means by which this ill-starred female is enabled to exer- 
cise a subtle influence on inert matter; but, it is unquestionably a fact, 
known to many thousands of credible persons who have watched the 
case, that she has paralysed the whole Cabinet! Miraculous as it may 
appear, the Cabinet has derived infection from her somnambulistic 
guardianship. It is covered with dust, full of moth, gone to decay, 
and all but useless. The hinges are rusty, the locks are stiff, the 
creaking doors and drawers will neither open nor shut, Mr. Bull can 
insinuate nothing into it, and can get nothing out of it but office paper 
and red tape — of which article he is in no need whatever, having a 
vast supply on hand. Even Johnny is not distinguishable, in the 
general shrinking and warping of its ill-fitted materials; and I doubt 
if there ever were such a rickety piece of furniture beheld in the world! 

Mr. Bull’s distress of mind is so difficult to separate from his house- 
keeper’s somnambulism, that I cannot present anything like a popular 
account of the old woman’s disorder, without frequently naming her 
unfortunate master. Mr. Bull, then, has fallen into great trouble of 
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late, tlie growth of which he finds it difficult to separate from his 
somnambulist. Thus. One Nick, a mortal enemy of Mr. Bull’s— and 
possessing so much family resemblance to his spiritual enemy of the 
same name, that if that Nick be the father of lies, this Nick is at least 
the uncle— became extremely overbearing and aggressive, and, among 
other lawless proceedings, seized a Turkey which was kept in a 
Crescent in Mr. Bull’s neighbourhood. Now, Mr. Bull, sensible that 
if the plain rules of right and wrong were once overborne, the security 
of his own possessions was at an end, joined the Crescent in demanding 
that the Turkey should be restored. Not that he cared particularly 
about the bird itself, which was quite unfit for Christmas purposes, 
but, because Nick’s principles were of vital importance to his peace! 
He therefore instructed Abby Dean to represent, with patience, but 
with the utmost resolution and firmness, that there must be no stealing 
of Turkeys, or anything else, without punishment; and that if this 
Nick conducted himself in a felonious way, he (Mr. Bull) would feel 
constrained to chastise him. What does the old woman in pursuance 
of these instructions, but begin gabbling in a manner so drowsy, heavy, 
halting, and feeble, that the more Nick treats with her, the more per- 
suaded he becomes— and naturally too— that Mr. Bull is a coward, 
who has no earnestness in him ! Consequently, he sticks to his wicked 
intents, which there is a great probability he might otherwise have 
abandoned, and Mr. Bull is obliged to send his beloved children out 
to fight him. 

The family of Mr. Bull is so brave, their nature is so astonishingly 
firm under difficulties, and they are a race so unsubduable in the 
might of their valour, that Mr. Bull cannot hear of their great exploits 
against his enemy, without enthusiastic emotions of pride and pleasure. 
But, he has a real tenderness for his children’s lives in time of war- — 
unhappily he is less sensible of the value of life in time of peace— and 
the good old man often weeps in private when he thinks of the gallant 
blood inexpressibly dear to him, that is shed, and is yet to be shed, 
in this cause. An exasperating part of Abby Dean’s somnambulism 
is, that at this momentous and painful crisis in Mr. Bull’s life, she 
still goes on ** mooning about ”, (I again quote the worthy gentleman’s 
words), in her old heavy way; presenting a contrast to the energy of 
his children, which is so extremely disagreeable, that Mr. Bull, though 
not a violent man, is sometimes almost goaded into knocking her on 
the head. 

Another feature in this case — which we find to obtain in other cases 
of somnambulism in the books — is, that the patient often becomes 
confused, touching her own identity. She is observed to confound 
herself with those noble children of Mr. Bull whom I have just men- 
tioned, and to take to herself more or less of the soaring reputation 
of their deeds. I clearly foresee, on an attentive examination of the 
latest symptoms, that this delusion will increase, and that within a 
few months she will be found sleepily insinuating to all the House 
that she has some real share in the glory those faithful sons have won. 
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I am of opinion also, that this is a part of her disease which she will 
be capable of mysteriously communicating to the Cabinet, and that we 
shall find the whole of that lumbering piece of furniture, at about the 
same time, similarly afflicted. 

It is further to be observed, as an incident of this perplexed case 
of sleep-waking, that the patient has sufficient consciousness to excuse 
herself from the performance of every duty she undertook to discharge 
in entering Mr. Bull’s service, by one unvarying reference to the fight 
in which his children are engaged. The House is neglected, the estate 
is ill managed, the necessities and complaints of the people are un- 
heeded, everything is put off and left undone, for this no-reason. 
‘‘Whereas,” as Mr. Bull observes — and there is no gainsaying it— 
“if I be unhappily involved in all this trouble at a distance, let me 
at least do some slight good at home. Let me have some compen- 
sating balance, here, for all my domestic loss and sorrow there. If 
my precious children be slain upon my right hand, let me, for God’s 
sake, the better teach and nurture those now growing up upon my 
left.” But where Is the use of saying this, or of saying anything, 
to a somnambulist? Further still, than this. — Abby, in her mooning 
about, (for I again quote the words of Mr. Bull) is frequently over- 
heard to mumble that if anybody touches her, it will be at the peril 
of Mr. Bull’s brave children afar off, who will, in that event, suffer 
some mysterious damage. Now, although the meanest hind, within 
or without the House, might know better than to suppose this true 
or possible, I grieve to relate that it has a powerful effect in preventing 
efforts to awake her ; and that many persons in the establishment who 
are capable of administering powerful shakes or wholesome wringings 
of the nose, are restrained hereby from offering their salutary aid I 
should observe, as the closing feature of the case, that these mumblings 
are echoed in an ominous tone, by the Cabinet ; and I am of opinion, 
from what I observe, that its echoes will become louder in about 
January or February next, if it should hang together so long. 

This is the patient’s state. The question to be resolved is, Can she 
be awakened? It is highly important that she should be, if Science 
can devise a way ; for, until she can be roused to some sense of her 
condition in reference to Mr. Bull and his affairs, Mr. Bull can by no 
humane means rid himself of her. That she should be got into a 
state to receive warning, I agree with Mr. Bull in deeming of the 
highest importance. Although I wish him to avoid undue excitement, 
I never can remonstrate with him when he represents to me (as he 
does very often) that, in this eventful time what he requires to have 
at the head of his establishment, is — emphatically, a Man. 
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Dr. Rae may be considered to have established, by the mute but 
solemn testimony of the relics he has brought home, that Sir John 
Franklin and his party are no more. But, there is one passage in 
his melancholy report, some examination into the probabilities and 
improbabilities of which, we hope will tend to the consolation of those 
who take the nearest and dearest interest in the fate of that unfor- 
tunate expedition, by leading to the conclusion that there is no reason 
whatever to believe, that any of its members prolonged their existence 
by the dreadful expedient of eating the bodies of their dead companions. 
Quite apart from the very loose and unreliable nature of the Esqui- 
maux representations (on which it would be necessary to receive with 
great caution, even the commonest and most natural occurrence), we 
believe we shall show, that close analogy and the mass of experience 
are decidedly against the reception of any such statement, and that 
it is in the highest degree improbable that such men as the officers 
and crews of the two lost ships would, or could, in any extremity of 
hunger, alleviate the pains of starvation by this horrible means. 
Before proceeding to the discussion, we will premise that we find 
no fault with Dr. Rae, and that we thoroughly acquit him of any 
trace of blame. He has himself openly explained, that his duty 
demanded that he should make a faithful report, to the Hudson’s Bay 
Company or the Admiralty, of every circumstance stated to him; that 
he did so, as he was bound to do, without any reservation; and that 
his report was made public by the Admiralty : not by him. It is quite 
clear that if it were an ill-considered proceeding to disseminate this 
painful idea on the worst of evidence, Dr. Rae is not responsible for 
it. It is not material to the question that Dr. Rae believes in the 
alleged cannibalism; he does so, merely “on the substance of infor- 
mation obtained at various times and various sources ”, which is before 
us all. At the same time, we will most readily concede that he has 
all the rights to defend his opinion which his high reputation as a 
skilful and intrepid traveller of great experience in the Arctic Regions 
—combined with his manlv. conscientious, and modest personal char- 
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acter—can possibly invest him with. Of the propriety of his immediate 
return to England with the intelligence he had got together, we are 
fully convinced. As a man of sense and humanity, he perceived that 
the first and greatest account to which it could be turned, was, the 
prevention of the useless hazard of valuable lives ; and no one could 
better know in how much hazard all lives are placed that follow 
Franklin’s track, than he who had made eight visits to the Arctic 
shores. With these remarks we can release Dr. Rae from this inquiry, 
proud of him as an Englishman, and happy in his safe return home 
to well-earned rest. 

The following is the passage in the report to which we invite 
attention: “Some of the bodies had been buried (probably those of 
the first victims of famine); some were in a tent or tents; others under 
the boat, which had been turned over to form a shelter; and several 
lay scattered about in different directions. Of those found on the 
island, one was supposed to have been an officer, as he had a telescope, 
strapped over his shoulders, and his double-barrelled gun lay under- 
neath him. From the mutilated state of many of the corpses and 
the contents of the kettles, it is evident that our wretched countrymen 
had been driven to the last resource — cannibalism — as a means of 
prolonging existence. . . . None of the Esquimaux with whom I 
conversed had seen the ‘ whites ’, nor had they ever been at the place 
where the bodies were found, but had their information from those 
who had been there, and who had seen the party when travelling.” 

We have stated our belief that the extreme improbability of this 
inference as to the last resource, can be rested, first on close analogy, 
and secondly, on broad general grounds, quite apart from the improba- 
bilities and incoherencies of the Esquimaux evidence: which is itself 
given, at the very best, at second-hand. More than this, we presume 
it to have been given at second-hand through an interpreter; and he 
was, in all probability, imperfectly acquainted with the language he 
translated to the white man. We believe that few (if any) Esquimaux 
tribes speak one common dialect; and Franklin’s own experience of his 
interpreters in his former voyage was, that they and the Esquimaux 
they encountered understood each other “tolerably” — an expression 
which he frequently uses in his book, with the evident intention of 
showing that their communication was not altogether satisfactory. 
But, even making the very large admission that Dr. Rae’s inter- 
preter perfectly understood what he was told, there yet remains the 
question whether he could render it into language of corresponding 
weight and value. We recommend any reader who does not perceive 
the difficulty of doing so and the skill required, even when a copious 
and elegant European language is in question, to turn to the accounts 
of the trial of Queen Caroline, and to observe the constant discussions 
that arose — sometimes, very important — in reference to the worth in 
English, of words used by the Italian witnesses. There still remains 
another consideration, and a grave one, which is, that ninety-nine 
interpreters out of a hundred, whether savage, half-savage, or wholly 
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civilised, interpreting- to a person of superior station and attainments, 
will be under a strong temptation to exaggerate. This temptation 
will always be strongest, precisely where the person interpreted to is 
seen to be the most excited and impressed by what he hears; for, in 
proportion as he is moved, the interpreter’s importance is increased. 
We have ourself had an opportunity of inquiring whether any part 
of this awful information, the unsatisfactory result of various times 
and various sources”, was conveyed by gestures. It was so, and 
the gesture described to us as often repeated — that of the informant 
setting his mouth to his own arm —would quite as well describe a man 
having opened one of his veins, and drunk of the stream that flowed 
from it. If it be inferred that the officer who lay upon his double- 
barrelled gun, defended his life to the last against ravenous seamen, 
under the boat or elsewhere, and that he died in so doing, how came 
his body to be found? That was not eaten, or even mutilated, accord- 
ing to the description. Neither were the bodies, buried in the frozen 
earth, disturbed; and is it not likely that if any bodies were resorted 
to as food, those the most removed from recent life and companionship 
would have been the first? Was there any fuel in that desolate place 
for cooking “the contents of the kettles”? If none, would the little 
flame of the spirit-lamp the travellers may have had with them, have 
sufficed for such a purpose? If not, would the kettles have been 
defiled for that purpose at all? “ Some of the corpses ”, Dr. Rae adds, 
in a letter to the Times, “had been sadly mutilated, and had been 
stripped by those who had the misery to survive them, and who were 
found wrapped in two or three suits of clothes.” Had there been no 
bears thereabout, to mutilate those bodies; no wolves, no foxes? Most 
probably the scurvy, known to be the dreadfullest scourge of Europeans 
in those latitudes, broke out among the party. Virulent as it would 
inevitably be under such circumstances, it would of itself cause dread- 
ful disfigurement — woeful mutilation— but, more than that, it would 
not only soon annihilate the desire to eat (especially to eat flesh of any 
kind), but would annihilate the power. Lastly, no man can, with any 
show of reason, undertake to affirm that this sad remnant of Franklin’s 
gallant band were not set upon and slain by the Esquimaux them- 
selves, It is impossible to form an estimate of the character of any 
race of savages, from their deferential behaviour to the white man 
while he is strong. The mistake has been made again and again; and 
the moment the white man has appeared in the new aspect of being 
weaker than the savage, the savage has changed and sprung upon him. 
There are pious persons who, in their practice, with a strange incon- 
sistency, claim for every child born to civilisation all innate depravity, 
and for every savage born to the woods and wilds all innate virtue. 
We believe every savage to be in his heart covetous, treacherous, and 
cruel ; and we have yet to learn what knowledge the white man — lost, 
houseless, shipless, apparently forgotten by his race, plainly famine- 
stricken, weak, frozen, helpless, and dying— has of the gentleness of 
Esquimaux nature. 
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Leaving', as we purposed, this part of the subject with a glance, 
let us put a supposititious case. 

If a little band of British naval officers, educated and trained exactly 
like the officers of this ill-fated expedition, had, on a former occasion, 
in command of a party of men vastly inferior to the crews of these two 
ships, penetrated to the same regions, and been exposed to the rigours 
of the same climate; if they had undergone such fatigue, exposure, 
and disaster, that scarcely power remained to them to crawl, and they 
tottered and fell many times in a journey of a few yards ; if they could 
not bear the contemplation of their ‘‘filth and wretchedness, each 
other’s emaciated figures, ghastly countenances, dilated eyeballs, and 
sepulchral voices ” ; if they had eaten their shoes, such outer clothes 
as they could part with and not perish of cold, the scraps of acrid 
marrow yet remaining in the dried and whitened spines of dead wolves ; 
if they had wasted away to skeletons, on such fare, and on bits of 
putrid skin, and bits of hide, and the covers of guns, and pounded 
bones; if they had passed through all the pangs of famine, had 
reached that point of starvation where there is little or no pain left, 
and had descended so far into the valley of the shadow of Death, that 
they lay down side by side, calmly and even cheerfully awaiting their 
release from this world ; if they had suffered such dire extremity, and 
yet lay where the bodies of their dead companions lay unburied, within 
a few paces of them ; and yet never dreamed at the last gasp of resort- ' 
ing to this said “last resource”; would it not be strong presumptive 
evidence against an incoherent Esquimaux story, collected at “various 
times” as it wandered from “various sources”? But, if the leader 
of that party were the leader of this very party too ; if Franklin himself 
had undergone those dreadful trials, and had been restored to health 
and strength, and had been— not for days and months alone, but years 
— the Chief of this very expedition, infusing into it, as such a man 
necessarily must, the force of his character and discipline, patience and 
fortitude; would there not be a still greater and stronger moral im- 
probability to set against the wild tales of a herd of savages? 

Now, this Tvas Franklin’s case. He had passed through the ordeal 
we have described. He was the Chief of that expedition, and he was 
the Chief of this. In this, he commanded a body of picked English 
seamen of the first class; in that, he and his three officers had but 
one English seaman to rely on; the rest of the men being Canadian 
voyagers and Indians. His Narrative of a Journey to the Shores of 
the Polar Sea in 1819-22, is one of the most explicit and enthralling 
in the whole literature of Voyage and Travel. The facts are acted 
and suffered before the reader’s eyes, in the descriptions of Franklin, 
Richardson, and Back : three of the greatest names in the history 
of heroic endurance. 

See how they gradually sink into the depths of misery. 

“I was reduced”, says Franklin, long before the worst came, 
“almost to skin and bone, and, like the rest of the party, suffered 
from degrees of cold that would have been disregarded whilst in 
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health and vigour.” “ I set out with the intention of going to Saint 
Germain, to hasten his operations (making a canoe), but though he 
was only three quarters of a mile distant, I spent three hours in a 
vain attempt to reach him, my strength being unequal to the labour 
of wading through the deep snow; and I returned quite exhausted, 
and much shaken by the numerous falls I had got. My associates 
were all in the same debilitated state. The voyagers were somewhat 
stronger than ourselves, but more indisposed to exertion, on account 
of their despondency. The sensation of hunger was no longer felt 
by any of us, yet we were scarcely able to converse upon any other 
subject than the pleasures of eating.” “We had a small quantity of 
this weed (tripe de roche, and always the cause of miserable illness 
to some of them) in the evening, and the rest of our supper was 
made up of scraps of roasted leather. The distance walked to-day 
was six miles.” “Previous to setting out, the whole party ate the 
remains of their old shoes, and whatever scraps of leather they had, 
to strengthen their stomachs for the fatigue of the day’s journey.” 
“Not being able to find any tripe de roche, we drank an infusion of 
the Labrador tea-plant, and ate a few morsels of burnt leather for 
supper.” “We were unable to raise the tent, and found its weight 
too great to carry it on; we therefore cut it up, and took a part of 
the canvass for a cover.” Thus growing weaker and weaker every 
day, they reached, at last. Fort Enterprise, a lonely and desolate hut, 
where Richardson — then Dr. Richardson, now Sir John — and Hepburn, 
the English seaman, from whom they had been parted, rejoined them. 
“We were all shocked at beholding the emaciated countenances of the 
Doctor and Hepburn, as they strongly evidenced their extremely de- 
bilitated state. The alteration in our appearance was equally distress- 
ing to them, for, since the swellings had subsided, we were little 
more than skin and bone. The Doctor particularly remarked the 
sepulchral tone of our voices, which he requested us to make more 
cheerful, if possible, quite unconscious that his own partook of the 
same key.” “ In the afternoon Peltier was so much exhausted, that 
he sat up with difficulty, and looked piteously; at length he slided 
from his stool upon the bed, as we supposed to sleep, and in this 
composed state he remained upwards of two hours without our ap- 
prehending any danger. We were then alarmed by hearing a rattling 
in his throat, and on the Doctor’s examining him he was found to be 
speechless. He died in the course of the night. Semandr6 sat up the 
greater part of the day, and even assisted in pounding some bones; 
but, on witnessing the melancholy state of Peltier, he became very 
low, and began to complain of cold, and stiffness of the joints. Being 
unable to keep up a sufficient fire to warm him, we laid him down, 
and covered him with several blankets. He did not, however, appear 
to get better, and I deeply lament to add, he also died before daylight. 
We removed the bodies of the deceased into the opposite part of the 
house, but our united strength was inadequate to the task of interring 
them, or even carrying them down to the river.” “ The severe shock 
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occasioned by the sudden dissolution of our two companions, rendered 
us very melancholy, Adam (one of the interpreters) became low and 
despondent ; a change which we lamented the more, as we perceived 
he had been gaining strength and spirits for the two preceding days. 
I was particularly distressed by the thought that the labour of collect- 
ing wood must now devolve upon Dr. Richardson and Hepburn, and 
that my debility would disable me from affording them any material 
assistance; indeed both of them most kindly urged me not to make 
the attempt. I found it necessary, in their absence, to remain con- 
stantly near Adam and to converse with him, in order to prevent his 
reflecting on our condition, and to keep up his spirits as far as possible. 
I also lay by his side at night.” ‘‘The Doctor and Hepburn were 
getting much weaker, and the limbs of the latter were now greatly 
swelled. They came into the house frequently in the course of the 
day to rest themselves, and when once seated were unable to rise 
without the help of one another, or of a stick. Adam was for the 
most part in the same low state as yesterday, but sometimes he sur- 
prised us by getting up and walking with an appearance of increased 
strength. His looks were now wild and ghastly, and his conversation 
was often incoherent.” “I may here remark, that owing to our loss 
of flesh, the hardness of the floor, from which we were only protected 
by a blanket, produced soreness over the body, and especially those 
parts on which the weight rested in lying; yet to turn ourselves for 
relief was a matter of toil and difficulty. However, during this period, 
and indeed all along after the acute pains of hunger, which lasted but 
a short time, had subsided, we generally enjoyed the comfort of a few 
hours’ sleep. The dreams which for the most part but not always 
accompanied it, were usually (though not invariably) of a pleasant 
character, being very often about the enjoyments of feasting. In the 
daytime, we fell into the practice of conversing on common and light 
subjects, although we sometimes discoursed, with seriousness and 
earnestness, on topics connected with religion. We generally avoided 
speaking, directly, of our present sulferings, or even of the prospect 
of relief. I observed, that in proportion as our strength decayed, our 
minds exhibited symptoms of weakness, evinced by a kind of unreason- 
able pettishness with each other. Each of us thought the other weaker 
in intellect than himself, and more in need of advice and assistance. 
So trifling a circumstance as a change of place, recommended by one 
as being warmer and more comfortable, and refused by the other from 
a dread of motion, frequently called forth fretful expressions, which 
were no sooner uttered than atoned for, to be repeated, perhaps, in 
the course of a few minutes. The same thing often occurred when 
we endeavoured to assist each other in carrying wood to the fire; 
none of us were willing to receive assistance, although the task was 
disproportioned to our strength. On one of these occasions, Hepburn 
was so convinced of this waywardness, that he exclaimed, ‘ Dear me, 
if we are spared to return to England, I wonder if we shall recover 
our understandings !’ ” 
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Surely it must be comforting- to the relatives and friends of Franklin 
and his brave companions in later dangers, now at rest, to reflect upon 
this manly and touching narrative ; to consider that at the time it so 
affectingly describes, and all the weaknesses of which it so truthfully 
depicts, the bodies of the dead lay within reach, preserved by the cold, 
but unmutilated; and to know it for an established truth, that the 
sufferers had passed the bitterness of hunger and were then dying 
passively. 

They knew the end they were approaching very well, as Franklin’s 
account of the arrival of their deliverance next day, shows. “Adam 
had passed a restless night, being disquieted by gloomy apprehensions 
of approaching death, which we tried in vain to dispel. He was so 
low in the morning as to be scarcely able to speak. I remained in 
bed by his side, to cheer him as much as possible. The Doctor and 
Hepburn went to cut wood. They had hardly begun tlieir labour, 
when they were amazed at hearing the report of a musket They 
could scarcely believe that there was really any one near, until they 
heard a shout, and immediately espied three Indians close to the house. 
Adam and I heard the latter noise, and I was fearful that a part of 
the house had fallen upon one of my companions; a disaster which 
had in fact been thought not unlikely. My alarm was only momentary. 
Dr. Richardson came in to communicate the joyful intelligence that 
relief had arrived. He and myself immediately addressed thanks- 
giving to the throne of mercy for this deliverance, but poor Adam was 
in so low a state that he could scarcely comprehend the information. 
When the Indians entered, he attempted to rise, but sank down again. 
But for this seasonable interposition of Providence, his existence must 
have terminated in a few hours, and that of the rest probably in not 
many days.” 

But, in the preceding trials and privations of that expedition, there 
was one man, Michel, an Iroquois hunter, who conceive the 
horrible idea of subsisting on the bodies of the stragglers, if not of 
even murdering the weakest with the express design of eating them — 
which is pretty certain. This man planned and executed his wolfish 
devices at a time when Sir John Richardson and Hepburn were afoot 
with him every day; when, though their sufferings were very great, 
they had not fallen into the weakened state of mind we have just read 
of; and when the mere difference between his bodily robustness and 
the emaciation of the rest of the party — to say nothing of his mysterious 
absences and returns — might have engendered suspicion. Yet, so 
far off was the unnatural thought of cannibalism from their minds, 
and from that of Mr. Hood, another offlcer who accompanied them — 
though they were all then suffering the pangs of hunger, and were 
sinking every hour — that no suspicion of the truth dawned upon one 
of them, until the same hunter shot Mr. Hood dead as he sat by a 
fire. It was after the commission of that crime, when he had become 
an object of horror and distrust, and seemed to be going savagely mad, 
that circumstances began to piece themselves together in the minds of 
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the two survivors, suggesting a guilt so monstrously unlikely to both 
of them that it had never flashed upon the thoughts of either until 
they knew the wretch to be a murderer. To be rid of his presence, 
and freed from the danger they at length perceived it to be fraught 
with, Sir John Richardson, nobly assuming the responsibility he would 
not allow a man of commoner station to bear, shot this devil through 
the head — to the infinite joy of all the generations of readers who wall 
honour him in his admirable narrative of that transaction. 

The words in which Sir John Richardson mentions this Michel, after 
the earth is rid of him, are extremely important to our purpose, as 
almost describing the broad general ground towards which we now 
approach. His principles, unsupported by a belief in the divine 
truths of Christianity, were unable to withstand the pressure of severe 
distress. His countrymen, the Iroquois, are generally Christians, but 
he was totally uninstructed, and ignorant of the duties inculcated by 
Christianity; and from his long residence in the Indian country, seems 
to have imbibed, or retained, the rules of conduct which the southern 
Indians prescribe to themselves.” 

Heaven forbid that we, sheltered and fed, and considering this 
question at our own warm hearth, should audaciously set limits to 
any extremity of desperate distress! It is in reverence for the brave 
and enterprising, in admiration for the great spirits who can endure 
even unto the end, in love for their names, and in tenderness for their 
memory, that we think of the specks, once ardent men, ^‘ scattered 
about in different directions ” on the waste of ice and snow, and plead 
for their lightest ashes. Our last claim in their behalf and honour, 
against the vague babble of savages, is, that the instances in which 
this ‘Mast resource” so easily received, has been permitted to interpose 
between life and death, are few and exceptional ; whereas the instances 
in which the sufferings of hunger have been borne until the pain was 
past, are very many. Also, and as the citadel of the position, that the 
better educated the man, the better disciplined the habits, the more 
reflective and religious the tone of thought, the more gigantically 
improbable the “last resource” becomes. 

Beseeching the reader always to bear in mind that the lost Arctic 
voyagers were carefully selected for the service, and that each was in 
his condition no doubt far above the average, we will test the Esqui- 
maux kettle-stories by some of the most trying and famous cases of 
hunger and exposure on record. 

This, however, we must reserve for another and concluding chapter 
next week. 




THE LOST ARCTIC 
VOYAGERS 


{^Conclusions 


We resume our subject of last week* 

The account of the sufferings of the shipwrecked men, in Don Juan, 
will rise into most minds as our topic presents itself. It is founded 
(so far as such a writer as Byron may choose to resort to facts, in 
aid of what he knows intuitively) on several real cases. Bligh’s 
undecked-boat navigation, after the mutiny of the Bounty; and the 
wrecks of the Centaur, the Peggy, the Pandora, the Juno, and the 
Thomas; had been, among other similar narratives, attentively read 
by the poet. 

In Bligh’s case, though the endurances of all on board were extreme, 
there was no movement towards the “last resource”. And this, 
though Bligh in the memorable voyage which showed his knowledge 
of navigation to be as good as his temper was bad (which is very high 
praise), could only serve out, at the best, “about an ounce of pork to 
each person ”, and was fain to weigh the allowance of bread against 
a pistol bullet, and in the most urgent need could only administer 
wine or rum by the teaspoonful. Though the necessities of the party 
were so great, that when a stray bird was caught, its blood was poured 
into the mouths of three of the people who were nearest death, and 
“ the body, with the entrails, beak, and feet, was divided into eighteen 
shares”. Though of a captured dolphin there was “issued about two 
ounces, including the offals, to each person”; and though the time 
came, when, in Bligh’s words, “there was a visible alteration for the 
worse in many of the people which excited great apprehensions in me. 
Extreme weakness, swelled legs, hollow and ghastly countenances, 
with an apparent debility of understanding, seemed to me the melan- 
choly presages of approaching dissolution.” 

The Centaur, man-of-war, sprung a leak at sea in very heavy 
weather; was perceived, after great labour, to be fast settling down 
by the head ; and was abandoned by the captain and eleven others, in 
the pinnace. They were *‘in a leaky boat, with one of the gunwales 
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stove, in nearly the middle of the Western Ocean ; without compass, 
quadrant, or sail : wanting great coat or cloak; all very thinly clothed, 
in a gale of wind, and with a great sea running They had ‘'one 
biscuit divided into twelve morsels for breakfast, and the same for 
dinner; the neck of a bottle, broke off with the cork in it, served for 
a glass; and this filled with water was the allowance for twenty-four 
hours, to each man This misery was endured, without any reference 
whatever to the last resource, for fifteen days: at the expiration of 
which time, they happily made land. Observe the captain’s words, at 
the height. “Our sufferings were now as great as human strength 
could bear; but, we were convinced that good spirits were a better 
support than great bodily strength; for on this day Thomas Mathews, 
quartermaster, perished from hunger and -cold. On the day before, 
he had complained of want of strength in his throat, as he expressed 
it, to swallow his morsel, and in the night grew delirious and died 
without a groan.” What were their reflections? That they could 
support life on the body? “As it became next to certainty that we 
should all perish in the same manner in a day or two, it was some- 
what comfortable to reflect that dying of hunger was not so dreadful 
as our imaginations had represented.” 

The Pandora, frigate, was sent out to Otaheite, to bring home for 
trial such of the mutineex"s of the Bounty as could be found upon the 
island. In Endeavour Straits, on her homeward voyage, she struck 
upon a reef; was got off, by great exertion; but had sustained such 
damage, that she soon heeled over and went down. One hundred 
and ten persons escaped in the boats, and entered on “a long and 
dangerous voyage The daily allowance to each, was a musket-ball 
weight of bread, and two small wineglasses of water. “The heat of 
the sun and reflexion of the sand became intolerable, and the quantity 
of salt water swallowed by the men created the most parching thirst; 
excruciating tortures were endured, and one of the men went mad 
and died.” Perhaps this body was devoured? No. “The people at 
length neglected weighing their slender allowance, their mouths be- 
coming so parched that few attempted to eat; and what was not 
claimed, was returned to the general stock.” They were a fine crew 
(but not so fine as Franklin’s), and in a state of high discipline. Only 
this one death occurred, and all the rest were saved. 

The Juno, a rotten and unseaworthy ship, sailed from Rangoon 
for Madras, with a cargo of teak-wood. She had been out three 
weeks, and had already struck upon a sandbank and sprung a leak, 
which the crew imperfectly stopped, when she became a wreck in a 
tremendous storm. The second mate and others, including the cap- 
tain’s wife, climbed into the mizen-top, and made themselves fast to 
the rigging. The second mate is the narrator of their distresses, and 
opens them with this remarkable avowal. “We saw that we might 
remain on the wreck till carried off by famine, the most frightful shape 
in which death could appear to us. I confess it was my intention, as 
well as that of the rest, to prolong my existence by the only means 
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that seemed likely to occur— eating the flesh of any whose life might 
terminate before my own. But this idea we did not communicate, 
or even hint to each other, until long afterwards; except once, that 
the gunner, a Roman Catholic, asked me if I thought there would 
be a sill in having recourse to such an expedient.” Now, it might 
reasonably be supposed, with this beginning, that the w’reck of the 
Juno furnishes some awful instances of the *‘last resource” of the 
Esquimaux stories. Not one. But, perhaps no unhappy creature 
died, in this mizen-top where the second mate w^as? Half a dozen, 
at least, died there; and the body of one Lascar getting entangled 
in the rigging, so that the survivors in their great weakness could 
not for some time release it and throw it overboard — which was their 
manner of disposing of the other bodies^ — hung there, for two or three 
days. It is worthy of all attention, that as the mate grew weaker, 
the terrible phantom which had been in his mind at first (as it might 
present itself to the mind of any other person, not actually in the 
extremity imagined), grew paler and more remote. At first, he felt 
sullen and irritable; on the night of the fourth day he had a re- 
freshing sleep, dreamed of his father, a country clergyman, thought 
that he was administering the Sacrament to him, and drew the cup 
away when he stretched out his hand to take it. He chewed canvas, 
lead, any substance he could find — would have eaten his shoes early 
in his misery, but that he wore none. And yet he says, and at an 
advanced stage of his story too, “After all that I suffered, I believe 
it fell short of the idea I had formed of what would probably be the 
natural consequence of such a situation as that to which we were 
reduced. I had read or heard that no person could live without food, 
beyond a few days; and when several had elapsed, I was astonished 
at my having existed so long, and concluded that every succeeding 
day must be the last. I expected, as the agonies of death approached, 
that we should be tearing the flesh from each other’s bones.” Later 
still, he adds: “I can give very little account of the rest of the time. 
The sensation of hunger was lost in that of weakness; and when I 
could get a supply of fresh water I was comparatively easy.” When 
land was at last descried, he had become too indifferent to raise his 
head to look at it, and continued lying in a dull and drowsy state, 
much as Adam the interpreter lay, with Franklin at his side. 

The Peggy was an American sloop, sailing home from the Azores 
to New York. She encountered great distress of weather, ran short 
of provision, and at length had no food on board, and no water, 
“except about two gallons which remained dirty at the bottom of a 
cask ”. The crew ate a cat they had on board, the leather from the 
pumps, their buttons and their shoes, the candles and the oil. Then, 
they went aft, and down into the captain’s cabin, and said they 
wanted him to see lots fairly drawn who should be killed to feed 
the rest. The captain refusing with horror, they went forward again, 
contrived to make the lot fall on a negro whom they had on board, 
shot him, fried a part of him for supper, and pickled the rest, with 
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the exception of the head and fingers which they threw overboard. 
The greediest man among them, dying raving mad on the third day 
after this event, they threw his body into the sea — it would seem be- 
cause they feared to derive a contagion of madness from it, if they 
ate it. Nine days having elapsed in all since the negroes death, and 
they being without food again, they went below once more and 
repeated their proposal to the captain (who lay weak and ill in his 
cot, having been unable to endure the mere thought of touching the 
negro’s remains), that he should see lots fairly drawn. As he had 
no security but that they would manage, if he still refused, that the 
lot should fall on him, he consented. It fell on a foremast-man, wdio 
was the favourite of the whole ship. He was quite willing to die, 
and chose the man who had shot the negro, to be his executioner. 
While he was yet living, the cook made a fire in the galley ; but, 
they resolved, when all was ready for his death, that the fire should 
be put out again, and that the doomed foremast -man should live 
until an hour before noon next day; after which they went once 
more into the captain’s cabin, and begged him to read prayers, with 
supplications that a sail might heave in sight before the appointed 
time. A sail was seen at about eight o’clock next morning, and they 
were taken off the wreck. 

Is there any circumstance in this case to separate it from the others 
already described, and from the case of the lost Arctic voyagers ? Let 
the reader judge. The ship was laden with wine and brandy. The 
crew w^ere incessantly drunk from the first hour of their calamities 
falling upon them. They were not sober, even at the moment when 
they proposed the drawing of lots. They were with difficulty re- 
strained from making themselves wildly intoxicated while the strange 
sail bore down to their rescue. And the mate, who should have been 
the exemplar and preserver of discipline, was so drunk after all, that 
he had no idea whatever of anything that had happened, and was 
rolled into the boat which saved his life. 

In the case of the Thomas, the surgeon bled the man to death on 
whom the lot fell, and his remains were eaten ravenously. The details 
of this shipwreck are not within our reach ; but, we confidently assume 
the crew to have been of an inferior class. 

The useful and accomplished Sir John Barrow, remarking that it 
is but too well established “that men in extreme cases have destroyed 
each other for the sake of appeasing hunger”, instances the English 
ship the Nautilus and the French ship the Medusa. Let us look into 
the circumstances of these two shipwrecks. 

The Nautilus, sloop of war, bound for England with despatches 
from the Dardanelles, struck, one dark and stormy January night, 
on a coral rock in the Mediterranean, and soon broke up. A number 
of the crew got upon the rock, which scarcely rose above the water, 
and was less than four hundred yards long, and not more than two 
hundred broad. On the fourth day— they having been in the mean- 
time hailed by some of their comrades who had got into a small 
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whale-boat which was hanging over the ship’s quarter when she 
struck; and also knowing that boat to have made for some fisher- 
men not far offi—these shipwrecked people ate the body of a young 
man who had died some hours before: notwithstanding that Sir John 
Barrow’s words would rather imply that they killed some unfortunate 
person for the purpose. Now, surely after what we have just seen 
of the extent of human endurance under similar circumstances, we 
know this to be an exceptional and uncommon case. It may likewise 
be argued that few of the people on the rock can have eaten of this 
fearful food; for, the survivors were fifty in number, and were not 
taken off until the sixth day, and the eating of no other body is men- 
tioned, though many persons died. 

We come then, to the wreck of the Medusa, of which there is a 
lengthened French account by two surviving members of the crew, 
which was very indifferently translated into English some five and 
thirty years ago. She sailed from France for Senegal, in company 
with three other vessels, and had about two hundred and forty souls 
on board, including a number of soldiers. She got among shoals and 
stranded, a fortnight after her departure from Aix Roads. After scenes 
of tremendous confusion and dismay, the people at length took to the 
boats, and to a raft made of topmasts, yards, and other stout spars, 
strongly lashed together. One hundred and fifty mortals were crammed 
together on the raft, of whom only fifteen remained to be saved at the 
end of thirteen days. The raft has become the ship, and may always 
be understood to be meant when the wreck of the Medusa is in 
question. 

Upon this raft, every conceivable and inconceivable horror, possible 
under the circumstances, took place. It was shamefully deserted by 
the boats (though the land was within fifteen leagues at that time), 
and it was so deep in the water that those who clung to it, fore and 
aft, were always immersed in the sea to their middles, and it was only 
out of the water amidships. It had a pole for a mast, on which the 
top -gallant sail of the Medusa was hoisted. It rocked and rolled 
violently with every wave, so that even in the dense crowd it was 
impossible to stand without holding on. Within the first few hours, 
people were washed off by dozens, flung themselves into the sea, were 
stifled in the press, and, getting entangled among the spars, rolled 
lifeless to and fro under foot. There was a cask of wine upon it 
which was secretly broached by the soldiers and sailors, who drank 
themselves so mad, that they resolved to cut the cords asunder, and 
send the whole living freight to perdition. They were headed by 
■^ an Asiatic, and soldier in a colonial regiment : of a colossal stature, 
with short curled hair, an extremely large nose, an enormous mouth, 
a sallow complexion, and a hideous air ”. Him, an officer cast into 
the sea; upon which, his comrades made a charge at the officer, threw 
into the sea, and, on his being recovered by their opponents who 
launched a barrel to him, tried to cut out his eyes with a penknife. 
Hereupon, an incessant and infernal combat was fought between the 
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two parties, with sabres, knives, bayonets, nails, and teeth, until the 
rebels were thinned and cowed, and they were all ferociously wild 
together. On the third day ^ they fell upon the dead bodies with 
which the raft was covered, and cut off pieces, which some instantly 
devoured. Many did not touch them; almost all the officers were of 
this number.” On the fourth ‘*we dressed some fish (they had fire 
on the raft) which we devoured with extreme avidity; but, our hunger 
was so great, and our portion of fish so small, that we added to it 
some human flesh, which dressing rendered less disgusting; it was 
this which the officers touched for the first time. From this day we 
continued to use it ; but we could not dress it any more, as we were 
entirely deprived of the means,” through the accidental extinction of 
their fire, and their having no materials to kindle another. Before the 
fourth night, the raving mutineers rose again, and were cut down 
and thrown overboard until only thirty people remained alive upon the 
raft. On the seventh day there were only twenty-seven ; and twelve 
of these, being spent and ill, were every one cast into the sea by the 
remainder, who then, in an access of repentance, threw the weapons 
away too, all but one sabre. After that, “the soldiers and sailors” 
were eager to devour a butterfly which was seen fluttering on the 
mast; after that, some of them began to tell the stories of their lives; 
and thus, with grim joking, and raging thirst and reckless bathing 
among the sharks which had now begun to follow the raft, and 
general delirium and fever, they were picked up by a ship: to the 
number, and after the term of exposure, already mentioned. 

Are there any circumstances in this frightful case, to account for 
its peculiar horrors? Again, the reader shall judge. No discipline 
worthy of the name had been observed aboard the Medusa from the 
minute of her weighing anchor. The captain had inexplicably dele- 
gated his authority “to a man who did not belong to the stafl. He 
was an ex-officer of the marine, who had just left an English prison, 
where he had been for ten years.” This man held the ship’s course 
against the protest of the officers, who warned him what would come 
of it. The work of the ship had been so ill done, that even the common 
manoeuvres necessary to the saving of a boy who fell overboard, had 
been bungled, and the boy had been needlessly lost. Important 
signals had been received from one of the ships in company, and 
neither answered nor reported to the captain. The Medusa had been 
on fire through negligence. When she struck, desertion of duty, 
mean evasion and fierce recrimination, wasted the precious moments. 
“It is probable that if one of the first officers had set the example, 
order would have been restored; but every one was left to himself.” 
The most virtuous aspiration of which the soldiers were sensible, was, 
to fire upon their officers, and, failing that, to tear their eyes, out and 
rend them to pieces. The historians compute that there were not in 
all upon the raft — before the sick were thrown into the sea—more than 
twenty men of decency, education, and purpose enough, even to oppose 
the maniacs. To crown all, they describe the soldiers as “wretches 
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who were not worthy to wear the French uniform. They were the 
scum of all countries, the refuse of the prisons, where they had been 
collected to make up the force. When, for the sake of health, they 
had been made to bathe in the sea (a ceremony from which some of 
them had the modesty to endeavour to excuse themselves), the whole 
crew had had ocular demonstration that it was not upon their breasts 
these heroes wore the insig-nia of the exploits which had led to their 
serving the state in the ports of Toulon, Brest, or Rochefort*’ And 
is it with the scourged and branded sweepings of the galleys of France, 
in their debased condition of eight-and-thirty years ago, that we shall 
compare the flower of the trained adventurous spirit of the English 
Navy, raised by Parry, Franklin, Richardson, and Back? 

Nearly three hundred years ago, a celebrated case of famine occurred 
in the Jacques, a French ship, homeward bound from Brazil, with 
forty-five persons on board, of whom twenty-five were the ship’s com- 
pany. She was a crazy old vessel, fit for nothing but firewood, and 
had been out four months, and was still upon the weary seas far from 
land, when her whole stock of provisions was exhausted. The very 
maggots in the dust of the bread-room had been eaten up, and the 
parrots and monkeys brought from Brazil by the men on board had 
been killed and eaten, when two of the men died. Their bodies were 
committed to the deep. At least twenty days afterwards, when they 
had had perpetual cold and stormy weather, and were grown too weak 
to navigate the ship; when they had eaten pieces of the dried skin 
of the wild hog, and leather jackets and shoes, and the horn-plates of 
the ship-lanterns, and all the wax-candles; the gunner died. His 
body likewise, was committed to the deep. They then began to hunt . 

for mice, so that it became a common thing on board, to see skeleton- j' 

men watching eagerly and silently at mouse-holes, like cats. They 
had no wine and no water; nothing to drink but one little glass of 
cider, each, per day. When they were come to this pass, two more 
of the sailors *Mied of hunger”. Their bodies likewise, were com- 
mitted to the deep. So long and doleful were these experiences on 
the barren sea, that the people conceived the extraordinary idea that 
another deluge had happened, and there was no land left. Yet, this 
ship drifted to the coast of Brittany, and no “last resource” had ever 
been appealed to. It is worth remarking that, after they were saved^ 
the captain declared he had meant to kill somebody, privately, next 
day. Whosoever has been placed in circumstances of peril, with com- 
panions, will know the infatuated pleasure some imaginations take in 
enhancing them and all their remotest possible consequences, after 
they are escaped from, and will know what value to attach to this 
declaration. 

In the reign of Queen Elizabeth, a ship’s master and fifteen men 
escaped from a wreck in an open boat, which they weighed down very 
heavy, and were at sea, with no fresh-water, and nothing to eat but 
the floating sea-weed, seven days and nights. “We will all live or die 
together,” said the master on the third day, when one of the men pro- 
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posed to draw lots — not who should become the last resource, but who 
should be thrown overboard to lighten the boat. On the fifth day, that 
man and another died. The rest were “very weak and praying for 
death but these bodies, also, were committed to the deep. 

In the reign of George the Third, the Wager, man-of-war, one of 
a squadron badly found and provided in all respects, sailing from 
England for South America, was wrecked on the coast of Patagonia. 
She was commanded by a brutal though bold captain, and manned by 
a turbulent crew, most of whom were exasperated to a readiness for 
all mutiny by having been pressed in the Downs, in the hour of their 
arrival at home from long and hard service. When the ship struck, 
they broke open the officers’ chests, dressed themselves in the officers’ 
uniforms, and got drunk in the old, Smollett manner. About a 
hundred and fifty of them made their way ashore, and divided into 
parties. Great distress was experienced from want of food, and one 
of the boys, ‘^having picked up the liver of one of the drowned men 
whose carcase had been dashed to pieces against the rocks, could be 
with difficulty withheld from making a meal of it One man, in a 
quarrel, on a spot which, in remembrance of their sufferings there, 
they called Mount Misery, stabbed another mortally, and left him dead 
on the ground. Though a third of the whole number were no more, 
chiefly through want, in eight or ten weeks ; and though they had in 
the meantime eaten a midshipman’s dog, and were now glad to feast 
on putrid morsels of seal that had been thrown away; certain men 
came back to this Mount Misery, expressly to give this body (which 
throughout had remained untouched), decent burial: assigning their 
later misfortunes “to their having neglected this necessary tribute”. 
Afterwards, in an open-boat navigation, when rowers died at their oars 
of want and its attendant weakness, and there was nothing to serve 
out but bits of rotten seal, the starving crew went ashore to bury the 
bodies of their dead companions, in the sand. At such a condition did 
even these ill-nurtured, ill-commanded, ill-used men arrive, without 
appealing to the “last resource”, that they were so much emaciated 
“as hardly to have the shape of men”, while the captain’s legs 
“ resembled posts, though his body appeared to be nothing but skin 
and bone ”, and he had fallen into that feeble state of intellect that he 
had positively forgotten his own name. 

In the same reign, an East Indiaman, bound from Surat to Mocha 
and Jidda in the Dead Sea, took fire when two hundred leagues 
distant from the nearest land, which was the coast of Malabar. The 
mate and ninety-five other people, white, brown, and black, found 
themselves in the long-boat, with this voyage before them, and neither 
water nor provisions on board. The account of the mate who con- 
ducted the boat, day and night, is, “We were never hungry, though 
our thirst was extreme. On the seventh day, our throats and tongues 
swelled to such a degree, that we conveyed our meaning by signs. 
Sixteen died on that day, and almost the whole people became silly, 
and began to die laughing. I earnestly petitioned God that I might 
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continue m my senses to my end, which He was pleased to graiit: 
I being- the only person on the eighth day that preserved them. 
Twenty more died that day. On the ninth I observed land, which 
overcame my senses, and I fell into a swoon with thankfulness of joy.” 
Again no last resource, and can the reader doubt that they would all 
have died without it? 

In the same reign, and within a few years of the same date, the 
Philip Aubin, bark of eighty tons, bound from Barbadoes to Surinam, 
broached-to at sea, and foundered. The captain, the mate, and two 
seamen, got clear of the wreck and into '‘a small boat twelve or 
thirteen feet long”. In accomplishing this escape, they all, but par- 
ticularly the captain, showed great coolness, courage, sense, and resig- 
nation, They took the captain’s dog on board, and picked up thirteen 
onions which floated out of the ship, after she went down. They had 
no water, no mast, sail, or oars ; nothing but the boat, what they wore, 
and a knife. The boat had sprung a leak, which was stopped with a 
shirt. They cut pieces of wood from the boat itself, which they made 
into a mast; they rigged the mast with strips of the shirt ; and they 
hoisted a pair of wide trousers for a sail. The little boat being cut 
down almost to the water’s edge, they made a bulwark against the 
sea, of their own backs. The mate steered with a topmast he had 
pushed before him to the boat, when he swam to it. On the third day, 
they killed the dog, and drank his blood out of a hat. On the fourth 
day, the two men gave in, saying they would rather die than toil on; 
and one persisted in refusing to do his part in baling the boat, though 
the captain implored him on his knees. But, a very decided threat 
from the mate to steer him into the other world with the topmast by 
bringing it down upon his skull, induced him to turn-to again. On 
the fifth day, the mate exhorted the rest to cut a piece out of his thigh, 
and quench their thirst; but, no one stirred. He had eaten more of 
the dog than any of the rest, and would seem from this wild proposal 
to have been the worse for it, though he was quite steady again next 
day, and derived relief (as the captain did), from turning a nail in his 
mouth, and often sprinkling his head with salt-water. The captain, 
first and last, took only a few mouthfuls of the dog, and one of the 
seamen only tasted it, and the other would not touch it. The onions 
they all thought of small advantage to them, as engendering greater 
thirst. On the eighth day, the two seamen, who had soon relapsed 
and become delirious and quite oblivious of their situation, died, within 
three hours of each other. The captain and mate saw the Island of 
Tobago that evening, but could not make it until late in the ensuing 
night. The bodies were found in the boat, unmutilated by the last 
resource. 

In the same reign still, and within three years of this disaster, the 
American brig, Tyrel, sailed from New York for the Island of Antigua. 
She was a miserable tub, grossly unfit for sea, and turned bodily over 
in a gale of wind, five days after her departure. Seventeen people 
took to a boat, nineteen feet and a half long, and less than six feet 
( 0347 ) L 




294 


HOUSEHOLD WORDS 


and a half broad. They had half a peck of white biscuit, changed intc 
salt dough by the sea-water; and a peck of common ship-biscuit. 
They steered their course by the polar-star. Soon after sunset on the 
ninth day, the second mate and the carpenter died very peacefully. 
‘‘All betook themselves to prayers, and then after some little time 
stripped the bodies of their two unfortunate comrades, and threw them 
overboard.” Next night, a man aged sixty-four who had been fifty 
years at sea, died, asking to the last for a drop of water; next day, two 
more died, in perfect repose; next night, the gunner; four more in the 
succeeding four and twenty hours. Five others followed in one day. 
And all these bodies were quietly thrown overboard- — though with 
great difficulty at last, for the survivors were now exceeding weak, 
and not one had strength to pull an oar. On the fourteenth or 
fifteenth morning, when there were only three left alive, and the body 
of the cabin boy, newly dead, was in the boat, the chief mate “ asked 
his two companions whether they thought they could eat any of the 
boy’s flesh? They signified their inclination to try; whence, the body 
being quite cold, he cut a piece from the inside of its thigh, a little 
above the knee. Part of this he gave to the captain and boatswain, 
and reserved a small portion to himself. But, on attempting to 
swallow the flesh, it was rejected by the stomachs of all, and the body 
was therefore thrown overboard.” Yet that captain, and that boat- 
swain both died of famine in the night, and another whole week elapsed 
before a schooner picked up the chief mate, left alone in the boat with 
their unmolested bodies, the dumb evidence of his story. Which bodies 
the crew of that schooner saw, and buried in the deep. 

Only four years ago, in the autumn of eighteen hundred and fifty, 
a party of British missionaries were most indiscreetly sent out by a 
Society, to Patagonia. They were seven in number, and all died near 
the coast (as nothing but a miracle could have prevented their doing), 
of starvation. An exploring party, under Captain Moorshead of her 
Majesty’s ship Dido, came upon their traces, and found the remains of 
four of them, lying by their two boats which they had hauled up for 
shelter. Captain Gardiner, their superintendent, who had probably 
expired the last, had kept a journal until the pencil had dropped from 
his dying hand. They had buried three of their party, like Christian 
men, and the rest had faded away in quiet resignation, and without 
great suffering. They were kind and helpful to one another, to the 
last. One of the common men, just like Adam with Franklin, was 
“cast down at the loss of his comrades, and wandering in his mind” 
before he passed away. 

Against this strong case in support of our general position, we will 
faithfully set four opposite instances we have sought out. 

The fii'st is the case of the New Horn, Dutch vessel, which was 
burnt at sea and blew up with a great explosion, upwards of two 
hundred years ago. Seventy-two people escaped in two boats. The 
old Dutch captain’s narrative being rather obscure, and (as we believe) 
scarcely traceable beyond a French translation, it is not easy to under- 
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stand how long they were at sea, before the people fell into the state to 
which the ensuing description applies. According to our calculation; 
however, they had not been shipvrrecked many days — we take the 
period to have been less than a week — and they had had seven or eight 
pounds of biscuit on board. “Our misery daily increased, and the 
rage of hunger urging us to extremities, the people began to regard 
each other with ferocious looks. Consulting among themselves, they 
secretly determined to devour the boys on board, and after their bodies 
were consumed, to throw lots who should next suffer death, that the 
lives of the rest might be preserved.” The captain dissuading them 
from this with the utmost loathing and horror, they reconsidered the 
matter, and decided “ that should we not get sight of land in three 
days, the boys should be sacrificed On the last of the three days, 
the land was made; so, whether any of them would have executed 
this intention, can never be known. 

The second case runs thus. In the last year of the last century, six 
men were induced to desert from the English artillery at St. Helena 
— a deserter from any honest service is not a character from which to 
expect much — and to go on board an American ship, the only vessel 
then lying in those roads. After they got on board in the dark, they 
saw lights moving about on shore, and, fearful that they would be 
missed and taken, went over the side, with the connivance of the ship’s 
people, got into the whale boat, and made off : purposing to be taken 
up again by and by, when the ship was under weigh. But, they 
missed her, and rowed and sailed about for sixteen days, at the end of 
which their provisions were all consumed. After chewing bamboo, 
and gnawing leather, and eating a dolphin, one of them proposed, 
when ten days more had run out, that lots should be drawn which 
deserter should bleed himself to death, to support life in the rest. 
It was agreed to, and done. They could take very little of this 
food. 

The third, is the case of the Nottingham Galley, trading from Great 
Britain to America, which was wrecked on a rock called Boon Island, 
off the coast of Massachusetts. About two days afterwards— the 
narrative is not very clear in its details — the cook died on the rock. 
“Therefore,” writes the captain, “we laid him in a convenient place 
for the sea to carry him away. None then proposed to eat his body, 
though several afterwards acknowledged that they, as well as myself, 
had thoughts of it.” They were “ tolerably well supplied with fresh- 
water throughout”. But, when they had been upon the rock about 
a fortnight, and had eaten all their provisions, the carpenter died. 
And then the captain writes : “ We suffered the body to remain with us 
till morning, when I desired those who were best able to remove it. I 
crept out myself to see whether Providence had yet sent us anything to 
satisfy our craving appetites. Returning before noon, and observing 
that the dead body still remained, I asked the men why they had not 
removed it; to which they answered, that all were not able. I there- 
fore fastened a rope to it, and, giving the utmost of my assistance, we, 
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with some difficulty, got it out of the tent But the fatigxie and con* 
sideration of our misery together, so overcame my spirits, that, being 
ready to faint, I crept into the tent and was no sooner there, than, as 
the highest aggravation of distress, the men began requesting me to 
give them the body of their lifeless comrade to eat, the better to support 
their own existence.” The captain ultimately complied. They became 
brutalised and ferocious; but they suffered him to keep the remains 
on a high part of the rock: and they were not consumed when relief 
arrived. 

The fourth and last case, is the wreck of the St Lawrence, bound 
from Quebec for New York. An ensign of foot, bringing home 
despatches, relates how she went ashore on a desolate part of the 
coast of North America, and how those who were saved from the 
wreck suffered great hardships, both by land and sea, and were 
thinned in their numbers by death, and buried their dead. All this 
time they had some provisions, though they ran short, but at length 
they were reduced to live upon weeds and tallow and melted snow. 
The tallow being all gone, they lived on weed and snow for three 
days, and then the ensign came to this: “The time was now arrived 
when I thought it highly expedient to put the plan before mentioned 
(casting lots who should be killed) into execution; but on feeling the 
pulse of my companions, I found some of them rather averse to the 
proposal. The desire of life still prevailed above every other senti- 
ment, notwithstanding the wretchedness of our condition, and the 
impossibility of preserving it by any other method. I thought it an 
extraordinary instance of infatuation, that men should prefer the 
certainty of a lingering and miserable death, to the distant chance 
of escaping one more immediate and less painful. However, on con- 
sulting with the mate what was to be done, I found that although they 
objected to the proposal of casting lots for the victim, yet all concurred 
in the necessity of some one being sacrificed for the preservation of 
the rest. The only question was how it should be determined ; when 
by a kind of reasoning more agreeable to the dictates of self-love than 
justice, it was agreed, that as the captain was now so exceedingly 
reduced as to be evidently the first who would sink under our present 
complicated misery; as he had been the person to whom we con- 
sidered ourselves in some measure indebted for all our misfortunes ; 
and further, as he had ever since our shipwreck been the most remiss 
in his exertions towards the general good—he was undoubtedly the 
person who should be the first sacrificed.” The design of which the 
ensign writes with this remarkable coolness, was not carried into 
execution, by reason of their falling in with some Indians ; but, some 
of the party who were afterwards separated from the rest, declared 
when they rejoined them, that they had eaten of the remains of their 
deceased companions. Of this case it is to be noticed that the captain 
is alleged to have been a mere kidnapper, sailing under false pre- 
tences, and therefore not likely to have had by any means a choice 
crew; that the greater part of them got drunk when the ship was 
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in danger; and that they had not a very sensitive associate in the 
ensign, on his own highly disagreeable showing. 

It appears to us that the influence of great privation upon the lower 
and least disciplined class of character, is much more bewildering and 
maddening at sea than on shore. The confined space, the monotonous 
aspect of the waves, the mournful winds, the monotonous motion, the 
dead uniformity of colour, the abundance of water that cannot be 
drunk to quench the raging thirst (which the Ancient Mariner per- 
ceived to be one of his torments)— these seem to engender a diseased 
mind with greater quickness and of a worse sort. The conviction on 
the part of the sufferers that they hear voices calling for them; that 
they descry ships coming to their aid ; that they hear the firing of guns, 
and see the flash; that they can plunge into the waves without injury, 
to fetch something or to meet somebody; is not often paralleled among 
suffering travellers by land. The mirage excepted — a delusion of the 
desert, which has its counterpart upon the sea, not included under 
these heads — we remember nothing of this sort experienced by Bruce, 
for instance, or by Mungo Park: least of all by Franklin in the 
memorable book we have quoted. Our comparison of the records 
of the two kinds of trial, leads us to believe, that even men who might 
be in danger of the last resource at sea, would be very likely to pine 
away by degrees, and never come to it, ashore. 

In his published account of the ascent of Mont Blanc, which is an 
excellent little book, Mr. Albert Smith describes, with very humorous 
fidelity, that when he was urged on by the guides, in a drowsy state 
when he would have given the world to lie down and go to sleep for 
ever, he was conscious of being greatly distressed by some difficult 
and altogether imaginary negotiations respecting a non-existent bed- 
stead; also, by an impression that a familiar friend in London came 
up with the preposterous intelligence that the King of Prussia objected 
to the party’s advancing, because it was his ground. But, these 
harmless vagaries are not the present question, being commonly 
experienced under most circumstances where an effort to fix the 
attention, or exert the body, contends with a strong disposition to 
sleep. We have been their sport thousands of times, and have passed 
through a series of most inconsistent and absurd adventures, while 
trying hard to follow a short dull story related by some eminent 
conversationalist after dinner. 

No statement of cannibalism, whether on the deep or the dry land, 
is to be admitted suppositiously, or inferentially, or on any but the 
most direct and positive evidence: no, not even as occurring among 
savage people, against whom it was in earlier times too often a pre- 
tence for cruelty and plunder. Mr. Prescott, in his brilliant history 
of the Conquest of Mexico, observes of a fact so astonishing as the 
existence of cannibalism among a people who had attained con- 
siderable advancement in the arts and graces of life, that ‘‘they did 
not feed on human flesh merely to gratify a brutish appetite, but in 
obedience to their religion— a distinction”, he justly says, “ worthy 
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of notice”. Besides which, it is to be remarked, that many of these 
feeding practices rest on the authority of narrators who distinctly saw 
St. James and the Virgin Mary fighting at the head of the troops 
of Cortes, and who possessed, therefore, to say the least, an unusual 
range of vision. It is curious to consider, with our general impres- 
sions on the subject — very often derived, we have no doubt, from 
Robinson Crusoe, if the oaks of men’s beliefs could be traced back 
to acorns— how rarely the practice, even among savages, has been 
proved. The word of a savage is not to be taken for it; firstly, 
because he is a liar; secondly, because he is a boaster; thirdly, because 
he often talks figuratively ; fourthly, because he is given to a super- 
stitious notion that when he tells you he has his enemy in his stomach, 
you will logically give him credit for having his enemy’s valour in his 
heart. Even the sight of cooked and dissevered human bodies among 
this or that tattoo’d tribe, is not proof. Such appropriate offerings to 
tlieir barbarous, wide-mouthed, goggle-eyed gods, savages have been 
often seen and known to make. And although it may usually be held 
as a rule, that the fraternity of priests lay eager hands upon everything 
meant for the gods, it is always possible that these offerings are an 
exception : as at once investing the idols with an awful chai'acter, and 
the priests with a touch of disinterestedness, wdiereof their order may 
occasionally stand in need. 

The imaginative people of the Eastj In the palmy days of its romance 
— not very much accustomed to the sea, perhaps, but certainly familiar 
by experience and tradition with the perils of the desert — had no notion 
of the last resource” among civilised human creatures. In the whole 
wild circle of the Arabian Nights, it is reserved for ghoules, gigantic 
^blacks with one eye, monsters like towers, of enormous bulk and 
dreadful aspect, and unclean animals lurking on the seashore, that 
puffed and blew their way into caves where the dead were interred. 
Even for Sinbad the Sailor, buried alive, the story-teller found it easier 
to provide some natural sustenance, in the shape of so many loaves 
of bread and so much water, let down into the pit with each of the 
other people buried alive after him (whom he killed with a bone, for 
he was not nice), than to invent this dismal expedient. 

We are brought back to the position almost embodied in the words 
of Sir John Richardson towards the close of the former chapter. In 
weighing the probabilities and improbabilities of the ** last resource”, 
the foremost question is — not the nature of the extremity; but the 
nature of the men. We submit that the memory of the lost Arctic 
voyagers is placed, by reason and experience, high above the taint 
of this so easily-allowed connection; and that the noble conduct and 
example of such men, and of their own great leader himself, under 
similar endurances, belies it, and outweighs by the weight of the 
whole universe the chatter of a gross handful of uncivilised people, 
with a domesticity of blood and blubber. Utilitarianism will protest 
“ they are dead ; why care about this?” Our reply shall be, “ Because 
they ARE dead, therefore we care about this. Because they served their 
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country well, and deserved well of her, and can ask, no more on this 
earth, for her justice or her loving -kindness ; give them both, fiill 
measure, pressed down, running over. Because no Franklin can 
come back, to write the honest story of their woes and resignation, 
read it tenderly and truly in the book he has left us. Because they 
lie scattered on those wastes of snow, and are as defenceless against 
the remembrance of coming generations, as against the elements into 
which they are resolving, and the winter winds that alone can waft 
them home, now, impalpable air; therefore, cherish them gently, even 
in the breasts of children. Therefore, teach no one to shudder without 
reason, at the history of their end. Therefore, confide with their own 
firmness, in their fortitude, their lofty sense of duty, their courage, and 
their religion.” 


THAT OTHER PUBLIC 







In our ninth volume,^ it fell naturally in our way to make a few 
enquiries as to the abiding place of that vague noun of multitude 
signifying many, The Public. We reminded our readers that it is 
never forthcoming when it is the subject of a joke at the theatre: 
which is always perceived to be a hit at some other Public richly 
deserving it, but not present. The circumstances of this time con- 
sidered, we cannot better commence our eleventh volume, than by 
gently jogging the memory of that other Public: which is often 
culpably oblivious of its own duties, rights, and interests: and to 
which it is perfectly clear that neither we nor our readers are in the 
least degree related. We are the sensible, reflecting, prompt Public, 
always up to the mark — whereas that other Public persists in supinely 
lagging behind, and behaving in an inconsiderate manner. 

To begin with a small example lately revived by our friend, The 
Examiner newspaper. What can that other Public mean, by allowing 
itself to be fleeced every night of its life, by responsible persons whom 
it accepts for its servants? The case stands thus. Bribes and fees to 
small officials, had become quite insupportable at the time when the 
great Railway Companies sprang into existence. All such abuses they 
immediately and very much to their credit, struck out of their system 
of management ; the keepers of hotels were soon generally obliged 
to follow in this rational direction; the Public (meaning always, that 
other one, of course) were relieved from a most annoying and exasper- 
ating addition to the hurry and worry of travel; and the reform, as is 
in the nature of every reform that is necessary and sensible, extended 
in many smaller directions, and was beneficially felt in many smaller 
ways. The one persistent and unabashed defyer of it, at this moment, 
is the Theatre — which pursues its old obsolete course of refusing to 
fulfil its contract with that other Public, unless that other Public, after 
paying for its box-seats or stalls, will also pay the wages of theatre ser- 
vants who buy their places that they may prey upon that other Public. 
As if we should sell our publisher’s post to the highest bidder, leaving 
him to charge an additional penny or twopence, or as much as he could 
get, on every number of Household Words with which he should gra- 

1 Household Words, volume IX, page 156. 
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ciously favour that other Public! Within a week or two of this present 
writing, we paid five shillings, at nine oklock in the evening, for our 
one seat at a pantomime ; after our cheerful compliance with which 
demand, a hungry footpad clapped a rolled-up playbill to our breast, 
like the muzzle of a pistol, and positively stood before the door of which 
he was the keeper, to prevent our access (without forfeiture of another 
shilling for his benefit) to the seat we had purchased. Now, that other 
Public still submits to the gross imposition, notwithstanding that its 
most popular entertainer fias abandoned all the profit derivable from 
it, and has plainly pointed out its manifest absurdity and extortion. 
And although to be sure it is universally known that the Theatre, as 
an Institution, is in a highly thriving and promising state, and although 
we have only to see a play, hap-hazard, to perceive that the great body 
of ladies and gentlemen representing it, have educated themselves with 
infinite labour and expense in a variety of accomplishments, and have 
really qualified for their calling in the true spirit of students of the Fine 
Arts; yet, we take leave to suggest to that other Public with which 
our readers and we are wholly unconnected, that these are no reasons 
for its being so egregiously gulled. 

We just now mentioned Railway Companies. That other Public is 
very jealous of Railway Companies. It is not unreasonable in being 
so, for, it is quite at their mercy; we merely observe that it is not 
usually slow to complain of them when it has any cause. It has remon- 
strated, in its time, about rates of Fares, and has adduced instances of 
their being undoubtedly too high. But, has that other Public ever 
heard of a preliminary system from which the Railway Companies 
have no escape, and wdiich runs riot in squandering treasure to an 
incredible amount, before they have excavated one foot of earth or laid 
a bar of iron on the ground? Why does that other public never begin 
at the beginning, and raise its voice against the monstrous charges of 
soliciting private bills in Parliament, and conducting inquiries before 
Committees of the House of Commons — allowed on all hands to be the 
very worst tribunals conceivable by the mind of man? Has that other 
Public any adequate idea of the corruption, profusion, and waste, occa- 
sioned by this process of misgovernment? Supposing it w=^ere informed 
that, ten years ago, the average Parliamentary and Law expenses of 
all the then existing Railway Companies amounted to a charge of 
seven hundred pounds a mile on every mile of railway made in the 
United Kingdom, would it be startled? But, supposing it were told 
in the next breath, that this charge was really — not seven, but seven- 
teen HUNDRED POUNDS A MILE, what would that Other Public (on 
whom, of course, every farthing of it falls), say then? Yet this is the 
statement, in so many words and figures, of a document issued by the 
Board of Trade, and which is now rather scarce— as well it may be, 
being a perilous curiosity. That other Public may learn from the 
same pages, that on the Law and Parliamentary expenses of a certain 
Stone and Rugby Line, the Bill for which was lost (and the Line con- 
sequently not made after all), there was expended the modest little 
(0 347 ) 
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preliminary total of one hundred and forty-six thousand pounds 1 That 
was in the joyful days when counsel learned in Parliamentary Law, 
refused briefs marked with one hundred guinea fees, and accepted 
the same briefs marked with one thousand guinea fees; the attorney 
making the neat addition of a third cipher, on the spot, with a presence 
of mind suggestive of his own little bill against that other Public (quite 
dissociated from us as aforesaid), at whom our readers and we are now 
bitterly smiling. That was also in the blessed times when, there being 
no Public Health Act, Whitechapel paid to the tutelary deities, Law 
and Parliament, six thousand five hundred pounds, to be graciously 
allowed to pull down, for the public good, a dozen odious streets in- 
habited by Vice and Fever. 

Our Public know all about these things, and our Public are not blind 
to their enormity. It is that other Public, somewhere or other — where 
can it be? — which is always getting itself humbugged and talked over. 
It has been in a maze of doubt and confusion, for the last three or four 
years, on that vexed question, the Liberty of the Press. It has been 
told by Noble Lords that the said Liberty is vastly inconvenient. No 
doubt it is. No doubt all Liberty is — to some people. Light is highly 
inconvenient to such as have their sufficient reasons for preferring 
darkness; and soap and water is observed to be a particular inconveni- 
ence to those who would rather be dirty than clean. But, that other 
Public finding the Noble Lords much given to harping between whiles, 
in a sly dull way, on this string, became uneasy about it, and wanted 
to know what the harpers would have — wanted to know, for in- 
stance, how they would direct and guide this dangerous Press. Well, 
now they may know. If that other Public will ever learn, their instruc- 
tion-book, very lately published, is open before them. Chapter one is 
a High Court of Justice; chapter two is a history of personal adven- 
ture, whereof they may hear more, perhaps, one of these days. The 
Queen’s Representative in a most important part of the United King- 
dom— a thorough gentleman, and a man of unimpeachable honour 
beyond all kind of doubt— knows so little of this Press, that he is seen 
in secret personal communication with tainted and vile instruments 
which it rejects, buying their praise with the public money, overlooking 
their dirty work, and setting them their disgraceful tasks. One of the 
great national departments in Downing Street is exhibited under strong 
suspicion of like ignorant and disreputable dealing, to purchase remote 
puffery among the most puff-ridden people ever propagated on the face 
of this earth. Our Public know this very well, and have, of course, 
taken it thoroughly to heart, in its many suggestive aspects ; but, 
when will that other Public- — always lagging behindhand in some out- 
of-the-way place— become informed about it, and consider it, and act 
upon it? 

It is impossible to over-state the completeness with which our Public 
have got to the marrow of the true question arising out of the con- 
dition of the British Army before Sebastopol. Our Public know per- 
fectly, that, making every deduction for haste, obstruction, and natural 
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strength of feeling in the midst of goading experiences, the correspon- 
dence of The Times has revealed a confused heap of mismanagement, 
imbecility, and disorder, under which the nation’s bravery lies crushed 
and wi|hered. Otir Public is profoundly acquainted with the fact that 
this is not a new kind of disclosure, but, that similar defection and 
incapacity have before prevailed at similar periods until the labouring 
age has heaved up a man strong enough to wrestle with the Misgovern- 
ment of England and throw it on its back. Wellington and Nelson 
both did this, and the next great General and Admiral — for whom we 
now impatiently wait, but may wait some time, content (if we can be) to 
know that it is not the tendency of our service, by sea or land, to help 
the greatest Merit to rise — must do the same, and will assuredly do it, 
and by that sign ye shall know them. Our Public reflecting deeply on 
these materials for cogitation, will henceforth hold fast by the truth, 
that the system of administering their affairs is innately bad ; that 
classes and families and interests, have brought them to a very low 
pass; that the intelligence, steadfastness, foresight, and wonderful 
power of resource, which in private undertakings distinguish England 
from all other countries, have no vitality in its public business; that 
while every merchant and trader has enlarged his grasp and quickened 
his faculties, the Public Departments have been drearily lying in state, 
a mere stupid pageant of gorgeous coffins and feebly-burning lights; 
and that the windows must now be opened wide, and the candles put 
out, and the coffins buried, and the daylight freely admitted, and the 
furniture made firewood, and the dirt clean swept away. This is the 
lesson from which our Public is nevermore to be distracted by any 
artifice, we all know. But, that other Public. What will they do? 
They are a humane, generous, ardent Public; but, will they hold like 
grim Death to the flower Warning, we have plucked from this nettle 
War? Will they steadily reply to all cajolers, that though every flannel 
waistcoat in the civilised, and every bearskin and buffalo-skin in the 
uncivilised, world, had been sent out in these days to our ill-clad coun- 
trymen (and never reached them), they would not in the least affect 
the lasting question, or dispense with a single item of the amendment 
proved to be needful, and, until made, to be severely demanded, in the 
whole household and system of Britannia? When the war is over, 
and that other Public, always ready for a demonstration, shall be busy 
throwing up caps, lighting up houses, beating drums, blowing trum- 
pets, and making hundreds of miles of printed columns of speeches, 
will they be flattered and wordily-pumped dry of the one plain issue 
left, or will they remember it ? O that other Public! If we — ^you, and 
I, and all the rest of us— could only make sure of that other Public! 

Would it not be a most extraordinary remissness on the part of that 
other Public, if it were content, in a crisis of uncommon difficulty, to 
laugh at a Ministry without a Head, and leave it alone? Would it 
not be a wonderful instance of the shortcomings of that other Public, 
if it were never seen to stand aghast at the supernatural imbecility of 
that authority to which, in a dangerous hour, it confided the body and 
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soul of the nation? Wb know what a sight It would be to behold that 
miserable patient, Mr. Cabinet, specially calling his relations and 
friends together before Christmas, tottering on his emaciated legs in 
the last stage of paralysis, and feebly piping that if such and such 
powers were not entrusted to him for instant use, he would certainly 
go raving mad of defeated patriotism, and pluck his poor old wretched 
eyes out in despair; we know with what disdainful emotions we should 
see him gratified and then shuffle away and go to sleep: to make no 
use of what he had got, and be heard of no more until one of his nurses, 
more irritable than the rest, should pull his weazen nose and make 
him whine— w know what these experiences would be to us, and 
Bless us! we should act upon them in round earnest— but, where is 
that other Public, whose indifference is the life of such scarecrows, 
and whom it would seem that not even plague pestilence and famine, 
battle murder and sudden death, can rouse? 

There is one comfort in all this. We English are not the only 
victims of that other Public. It is to be heard of, elsewhere. It got 
across the Atlantic, in the train of the Pilgrim Fathers, and has 
frequently been achieving wonders in America. Ten or eleven years 
ago, one Chuzzlewit was heard to say, that he had found it on that 
side of the water, doing the strangest things. The assertion made 
all sorts of Publics angry, and there was quite a cordial combination 
of Publics to resent it and disprove it. But there is a little book of 
Memoirs to be heard of at the present time, which looks as if young 
Chuzzlewit had reason in him too. Does the “smart” Showman, 
who makes such a Mermaid, and makes such a Washington’s Nurse, 
and makes such a Dwarf, and makes such a Singing Angel upon 
earth, and makes such a fortune, and, above all, makes such a book 
— does he address the free and enlightened Public of the great United 
States: the Public of State Schools, Liberal Tickets, First-chop In- 
telligence, and Universal Education? No, no. That other Public is 
the sharks’-prey. It is that other Public, down somewhere or other, 
whose bright particular star and stripe are not yet ascertained, which 
is so transparently cheated and so hardily outfaced. For that other 
Public, the hatter of New York outbid Creation at the auction of the 
first Lind seat. For that other Public, the Lind speeches were made, 
the tears shed, the serenades given. It is that other Public, always 
on the boil and ferment about anything or nothing, whom the travel- 
ling companion shone down upon from the high Hotel-Balconies. It 
is that other Public who will read, and even buy, the smart book in 
which they have so proud a share, and who will fly into raptures 
about its being circulated from the old Ocean Cliffs of the Old Granite 
State to the Rocky Mountains. It is indubitably in reference to that 
other Public that we find the following passage in a book called 
American Notes, “ Another prominent feature is the love of ‘ smart ’ 
dealing, which gilds over many a swindle and gross breach of trust, 
many a defalcation, public and private; and enables many a knave 
to hold his head up with the best, who well deserves a halter— though 
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it has not been without its retributive operation j for, this smartness 
has done more in a few years to impair the public credit and to cripple 
the public resources, than dull honesty, however rash, could have 
effected in a century. The merits of a broken speculation, or a bank- 
ruptcy, or of a successful scoundrel, are not gauged by its or his 
observance of the golden rule, ‘ Do as you would be done by but are 
considered with reference to their smartness. The following dialogue 
I have held a hundred times:— ‘Is it not a very disgraceful circum- 
stance that such a man as So and So should be acquiring a large 
property by the most infamous and odious means; and, notwith- 
standing all the crimes of which he has been guilty, should be tolerated 
and abetted by your Citizens? He is a public nuisance, is he not? 
—‘Yes, sir.’— ‘A convicted liar?’— ‘Yes, sir.’— ‘He has been kicked 
and cuffed and caned? ‘ Yes, sir.’— ‘ And he is utterly dishonourable, 
debased, and profligate?’— ‘ Yes, sir.’— ‘ In the name of wonder, then, 
what is his merit?’—* Well, sir, he is a smart man.’ ” 

That other Public of our own bore their full share, and more, of 
bowing down before the Dwarf aforesaid, in despite of his obviously 
being too young a child to speak plainly: and we, the Public who 
are never taken in, will not excuse their folly. So, if John on this 
shore, and Jonathan over there, could each only get at that trouble- 
some other Public of his, and brighten them up a little, it would be 
very much the better for both brothers. 
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Fancy an order for five-and-thirty Fairies ! Imagine a mortal in a 
loose-sleeved great coat, with the mud of London streets upon his 
legs, commercially ordering, in the common-place, raw', foggy fore- 
noon, “five-and-thirty more Fairies”! Yet I, the writer, heard the 
order given. “ Mr. Vernon, let me have five-and-thirty more Fairies 
to-morrow morning— and take care they are good ones.” 

Where was it that, towards the close of the year one thousand eight 
hundred and fifty-four, on a dark December morning, I overheard this 
astonishing commission given to Mr. Vernon, and by Mr. Vernon 
accepted without a word of remonstrance and entered in a note-book? 
It was in a dark, deep gulf of a place, hazy with fog — at the bottom 
of a sort of immense well without any water in it; remote crevices'" 
and chinks of daylight faintly visible on the upper rim; dusty palls 
enveloping the sides ; gas flaring at my feet ; hammers going, in 
invisible workshops; groups of people hanging about, trying to keep 
their toes and fingers warm, what time their noses were dimly seen 
through the smoke of their own breath. It was in the strange con- 
ventional world where the visible people only, never advance; where 
the unseen painter learns and changes ; where the unseen tailor learns 
and changes; where the unseen mechanist adapts to his purpose the 
striding ingenuity of the age ,v where the electric light comes, in a box 
that is carried under a man’s arm ; but, where the visible flesh and 
blood is so persistent in one routine that, from the waiting-woman’s 
apron-pockets (with her hands in them), upward to the smallest retail 
article in the “business” of mad Lear with straws in his wig, and 
downward to the last scene but one of the pantomime, where, for 
about one hundred years last past, all the characters have entered 
groping, in exactly the same way, in identically the same places, 
under precisely the same circumstances, and without the smallest 
reason — I say, it was in that strange world where the visible popu- 
lation have so completely settled their so-potent art, that when I pay 
my money at the door I know beforehand everything that can possibly 
happen to me, inside. It was in the Theatre, that I heard this order 
given for five-and-thirty Fairies. 

And hereby hangs a recollection, not out of place, though not of 
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a Fairy. Once, on just such another December morning, I stood on 
the same dusty boards, in the same raw atmosphere, intent upon 
a pantomime-rehearsaL A massive giant’s castle arose before me, 
and the giant’s body-guard marched in to comic music; twenty 
grotesque creatures, with little arms and legs, and enormous faces 
moulded into twenty varieties of ridiculous leer. One of these faces 
in particular— -an absurdly radiant face, with a wink upon it, and its 
tongue in its cheek— elicited much approving notice from the autho- 
rities, and a ready laugh from the orchestra, and was, for a full half 
minute, a special success. But, it happened that the wearer of the 
beaming visage carried a banner; and, not to turn a banner as a 
procession moves, so as always to keep its decorated side towards 
the audience, is one of the deadliest sins a banner-bearer can commit. 
This radiant goblin, being half-blinded by his mask, and further dis- 
concerted by partial suffocation, three distinct times omitted the first 
duty of man, and petrified us by displaying, with the greatest osten- 
tation, mere sackcloth and timber, instead of the giant’s armorial 
bearings. To crown which offence he couldn’t hear when he was 

called to, but trotted about in his richest manner, unconscious of 

threats and imprecations. Suddenly, a terrible voice was heard above 
the music, crying, ‘‘Stop!” Dead silence, and we became aware of 
Jove in the boxes. “ Hatchway,” cried Jove to the director, “who 
is that man? Show me that man.” Hereupon, Hatchway (who 
had a wooden leg), vigorously apostrophising the defaulter as an 
“old beast”, stumped straight up to the body-guard now in line 
before the castle, and taking the radiant countenance by the nose, 
lifted it up as if it were a saucepan-lid, and disclosed below, the 
features of a bald, superannuated, aged person, very much in want 
of shaving, who looked in the foriornest way at the spectators, 
while the large face aslant on the top of his head mocked him. 

“What I Ws you, is it?” said Hatchway, with dire contempt. “I 

thought it was you.” “I knew it was that man!” cried Jove. 
“ I told you, yesterday, Hatchway, he was not fit for it. Take him 
away, and bring another!” He was ejected with every mark of 
ignominy, and the inconstant mask was just as funny on another 
man’s shoulders immediately afterwards. To the present day, I 
never see a very comic pantomime-mask but I wonder whether this 
wretched old man can possibly have got behind it; and I never think 
of him as dead and buried (which is far more likely), but I make that 
absurd countenance a part of his mortality, and picture it to myself 
as gone the way of all the winks in the world. 

Five-and-thirty more Fairies, and let them be good ones. I saw 
them next day. They ranged from an anxious woman of ten, learned 
in the prices of victual and fuel, up to a conceited young lady of five 
times that age, who always persisted in standing on one leg longer 
than was necessary, with the determination (as I was informed), “to 
make a Part of it”. This Fairy was of long theatrical descent — 
centuries, I believe— and had never had an ancestor who was entrusted 
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to communicate one word to a British audience. Yet, the whole race 
had lived and died with the fixed idea of “making a Part of it”; 
and she, the last of the line, was still unchangeably resolved to go 
down on one leg to posterity. ller father had fallen a victim to the 
family ambition; having become in course of time so extremely diffi- 
cult to “get off”, as a villager, seaman, smuggler, or what not, 
that it was at length considered unsafe to allow him to **go on”. 
Consequently, those neat confidences with the public in which he 
had displayed the very acme of his art-— usually consisting of an 
explanatory tear, or an arch hint in dumb show of his own personal 
determination to perish in the attempt then on foot— were regarded 
as superfluous, and came to be dispensed with, exactly at the crisis 
when he himself foresaw that he would ‘f be put into Parts ” shortly. 
I had the pleasure of recognising in the character of an Evil Spirit 
of the Marsh, overcome by this lady with one (as I should else have 
considered purposeless) poke of a javelin, an actor whom I had 
formerly encountered in the provinces under circumstances that had 
fixed him agreeably in my remembrance. The play, represented to 
a nautical audience, was Hamlet ; and this gentleman having been 
killed with much credit as Polonius, reappeared in the part of Osric : 
provided against recognition by the removal of his white wig, and 
the adjustment round his waist of an extremely broad belt and buckle. 
He was instantly recognised, notwithstanding these artful precautions, 
and a solemn impression was made upon the spectators for which I 
could not account, until a sailor in the Pit drew a long breath, said 
to himself in a deep voice, “ Bio wed if there an’t another Ghost!” 
and composed himself to listen to a second communication from the 
tomb. Another personage whom I recognised as taking refuge under 
the wings of Pantomime (she was not a Fairy, to be sure, but she 
kept the cottage to which the Fairies came, and lived in a neat upper 
bedroom, with her legs obviously behind the street door), was a 
country manager’s wife — a most estimable woman of about fifteen 
stone, with a larger family than I had ever been able to count : whom 
I had last seen in Lincolnshire, playing Juliet, while her four youngest 
children (and nobody else) were in the boxes — hanging out of window, 
as it were, to trace with their forefingers the pattern on the front, 
and making all Verona uneasy by their imminent peril of falling into 
the Pit. Indeed, I had seen this excellent woman in the whole round 
of Shakesperian beauties, and had much admired her way of getting 
through the text. If anybody made any remark to her, in reference 
to which any sort of answer occurred to her mind, she made that 
answer; otherwise, as a character in the drama, she preserved an 
impressive silence, and, as an individual, was heard to murmur to the 
unseen person next in order of appearance, “Come on!” I found 
her, now, on good motherly terms with the Fairies, and kindly dis- 
posed to chafe and warm the fingers of the younger of that race. Out 
of Fairy-land, I suppose that so many shawls and bonnets of a peculiar 
limpness were never assembled together. And, as to shoes and boots, 
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I heartily wished that ‘‘the good people” were better shod, or were 
as little liable to take cold as in the sunny days when they were re- 
ceived at Court as God-mothers to Princesses. 

Twice a-year, upon an average, these gaslight Fairies appear to us; 
but, who knows what becomes of them at other times? You are sure 
to see them at Christmas, and they may be looked for hopefully at 
Easter; but, where are they through the eight or nine long intervening 
months? They cannot find shelter under mushrooms, they cannot 
live upon dew; unable to array themselves in supernatural green, they 
must even look to Manchester for cotton stuffs to wear. When they 
become visible, you find them a traditionary people, with a certain 
conventional monotony in their proceedings which prevents their 
surprising you very much, save now and then when they appear in 
company with Mr. Beverley. In a general way, they have been sliding 
out of the clouds, for some years, like barrels of beer delivering at a 
public-house. They sit in the same little rattling stars, with glorious 
cork-screws twirling about them and never drawing anything, through 
a good many successive seasons. They come up in the same shells 
out of the same three rows of gauze water (the little ones lying down 
in front, with their heads diverse ways); and you resign yourself to 
what must infallibly take place when you see them armed with gar- 
lands. You know all you have to expect of them by moonlight. In 
the glowing day, you are morally certain that the gentleman with the 
muscular legs and the short tunic (like the Bust at the Hairdresser’s, 
completely carried out), is coming, when you see them “getting over” 
to one side, while the surprising phenomenon is presented on the land- 
scape of a vast mortal shadow in a hat of the present period, violently 
directing them so to do. You are acquainted with all these peculia- 
rities of the gaslight Fairies, and you know by heart everything that 
they will do with their arms and legs, and when they will do it. But, 
as to the same good people in their invisible condition, it is a hundred 
to one that you know nothing, and never think of them. 

I began this paper with, perhaps, the most curious trait, after all, in 
the history of the race. They are certain to be found when wanted. 
Order Mr. Vernon to lay on a hundred and fifty gaslight Fairies next 
Monday morning, and they will flow into the establishment like so 
many feet of gas. Every Fairy can bring other Fairies; her sister 
Jane, her friend Matilda, her friend Matilda’s friend, her brother’s 
young family, her mother— if Mr. Vernon will allow that respectable 
person to pass muster. Summon the Fairies, and Drury Lane, Soho, 
Somers’ Town, and the neighbourhood of the obelisk in St. George’s 
Fields, will become alike prolific in them. Poor, good-humoured, 
patientj fond of a little self-display, perhaps, (sometimes, but far from 
always), they will come trudging through the mud, leading brother 
and sister lesser Fairies by the hand, and will hover about in the dark 
Stage-entrances, shivering and chattering in their shrill way, and earn- 
ing their little money hard, Idlers and vagabonds though we may be 
pleased to think them. I wish, myself, that we were not so often 
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pleased to think ill of those who minister to our amusement, I am 
far from having satisfied my heart that either we or they are a bit 
the better for it 

Nothing is easier than for any one of us to get into a pulpit, or upon 
a tub, or a stump, or a platform, and blight (so far as with our bilious 
and complacent breath we can), any class of small people we may 
choose to select. But, it by no means follows that because it is easy 
and safe, it is right. Even these very gaslight Fairies, now. Why 
should I be bitter on them because they are shabby personages, tawdrily 
dressed for the passing hour, and then to be shabby again? I have 
known very shabby personages indeed — the shabbiest I ever heard of— 
tawdrily dressed for public performances of other kinds, and performing 
marvellously ill too, though transcendently rewarded : yet whom none 
disparaged! In even-handed justice, let me render these little people 
their due. 

Ladies and Gentlemen. Whatever you may hear to the contrary 
(and may sometimes have a strange satisfaction in believing), there is 
no lack of virtue and modesty among the Fairies. All things con- 
sidered, I doubt if they be much below our own high level. In respect 
of constant acknowledgment of the claims of kindred, I assert for the 
Fairies, that they yield to no grade of humanity. Sad as it is to say, I 
have known Fairies even to fall, through this fidelity of theirs. As to 
young children, sick mothers, dissipated brothers, fathers unfortunate 
and fathers undeserving, Heaven and Earth, how many of these have 
I seen clinging to the spangled skirts, and contesting for the nightly 
shilling or two, of one little lop-sided, weak-legged Fairy! 

Let me, before I ring the curtain down on this short piece, take a 
single Fairy, as Sterne took his Captive, and sketch the Family-Picture. 
1 select Miss Fairy, aged three-and-twenty, lodging within cannon 
range of Waterloo Bridge, London—not alone, but with her mother, 
Mrs. Fairy, disabled by chronic rheumatism in the knees; and with her 
father, Mr. Fairy, principally employed in lurking about a public-house, 
and waylaying the theatrical profession for twopence wherewith to 
purchase a glass of old ale, that he may have something warming 
on his stomach (which has been cold for fifteen years); and with Miss 
Rosina Faiiy, Miss Angelica Fairy, and Master Edmund Fairy, aged 
respectively, fourteen, ten, and eight. Miss Fairy has an engagement 
of twelve shillings a week — sole means of preventing the Fairy family 
from coming to a dead lock. To be sure, at this time of year the three 
young Fairies have a nightly engagement to come out of a Pumpkin 
as French soldiers; but, its advantage to the housekeeping is rendered 
nominal, by that dreadiful old Mr. Fairy’s making it a legal formality 
to draw the money himself every Saturday— and never coming home 
until his stomach is warmed, and the money gone. Miss Fairy is 
pretty too, makes up very pretty. This is a trying life at the best, but 
very trying at the worst. And the worst is, that that always beery old 
Fairy, the father, hovers about the stage-door four or five nights a 
week, and gets his cronies among the carpenters and footmen to carry 
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in messages to his daughter (he is not admitted himself), representing 
the urgent coldness of his stomach and his parental demand for two- 
pence; failing compliance with which, he creates disturbances; and 
getting which, he becomes maudlin and waits for the manager, to 
whom he represents with tears that his darling child and pupil, the 
pride of his soul, is kept down in the Theatre A hard life this for 
Miss Fairy, I say, and a dangerous I And it is good to see her, in the 
midst of it, so watchful of Rosina Fairy, who otherwise might come to 
harm one day. A hard life this, I say again, even if John Kemble 
Fairy, the brother, who sings a good song, and when he gets an 
engagement always disappears about the second week or so and is 
seen no more, had not a miraculous property of turning up on a Satur- 
day without any heels to his boots, firmly purposing to commit suicide, 
unless bought off with half-a-crown. And yet — so curious is the gas- 
lighted atmosphere in which these Fairies dwell! —through all the 
narrow ways of such an existence. Miss Fairy never relinquishes the 
belief that that incorrigible old Fairy, the Father, is a wonderful man 1 
She is immovably convinced that nobody ever can, or ever could, 
approach him in Rolla. She has grown up in this conviction, will 
never correct it, will die in it. If, through any wonderful turn of 
fortune, she were to arrive at the emolument and dignity of a Free 
Benefit to-morrow, she would “put up” old Fairy, red nosed, stammer- 
ing and imbecile— with delirium tremens shaking his very buttons off 
— as the noble Peruvian, and would play Cora herself, with a profound 
belief in his taking the town by storm at last. 


SUPPOSING 



Supposing that a gentleman named Mr. Sidney Herbert were to get 
up in the House of Commons, to make the best case he could of a 
system of management that had filled all England with grief and 
shame: 

And supposing that this gentleman were to expatiate to the House 
of Commons on the natural helplessness of our English soldiers, conse- 
quent on their boots being made by one man, their clothes by another, 
their houses by another, and so forth — blending a sentimental political 
economy with Red Tape, in a very singular manner : 

I wonder, in such case, whether it would be out of order to suggest 
the homely fact that indeed it is not the custom to enlist the English 
Soldier in his cradle: that there really are instances of his having been 
something else before becoming a soldier; and that perhaps there is not 
a Regiment in the service but includes within its ranks, a number of 
men more or less expert in every handicraft-trade under the Sun. 
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We all know what treasures Posterity will inherit, in the fulness of 
time. We all know what handsome legacies are bequeathed to it 
every day, what long luggage-trains of Sonnets it will be the better 
for, what patriots and statesmen it will discover to have existed in 
this age whom we have no idea of, how very wide awake it will be, 
and how stone blind the Time is. We know what multitudes of dis- 
interested persons are always going down to it, laden, like processions 
of genii, with inexhaustible and incalculable wealth. We have fre- 
quent experience of the generosity with which the profoundest wits, 
the subtlest politicians, unerring inventors, and lavish benefactors 
of mankind, take beneficent aim at it with a longer range than 
Captain Warner’s, and blow it up to the very heaven of heavens, 
one hundred years after date. We all defer to it as the great capitalist 
in expectation, the world’s residuary legatee in respect of all the 
fortunes that are not just now convertible, the heir of a long and 
fruitful minority, the fortunate creature on whom all the true riches 
of the earth are firmly entailed. When Posterity does come into its 
own at last, what a coming of age there will be I 

It seems to me that Posterity, as the subject of so many handsome 
settlements, has only one competitor. I find the Dogs to be every 
day enriched with a vast amount of valuable property. 

What has become— to begin like Charity at home— what has be- 
come, I demand, of the inheritance I myself entered on, at nineteen 
years of age! A shining castle (in the air) with young Love looking 
out of window, perfect contentment and repose of spirit standing with 
ethereal aspect in the porch, visions surrounding it by night and day 
with an atmosphere of pure gold. This was my only inheritance, and 
I never squandered it. I hoarded it like a miser. Say, bright-eyed 
Araminta (with the obdurate parents), thou who wast sole lady of the 
castle, did I not? Down the flowing river by the walls, called Time, 
how blest we sailed together, treasuring our happiness unto death, 
and never knowing change, or weariness, or separation ! Where is 
that castle now, with all its magic furniture? Gone to the Dogs. 
Canine possession was taken of the whole of that estate, my youthful 
Araminta, about a quarter of a century ago. 
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Come back, friend of my youth. Come back from the glooms and 
shadows that have gathered round thee, and let us sit down once 
more, side by side, upon the rough, notched form at school ! Idle is 
Bob Tample, given to shirking his work and getting me to do it for 
him, inkier than a well-regulated mind in connection with a well- 
regulated body is usually observed to be, always compounding with 
his creditors on pocket-money days, frequently selling-off pen-knives 
by auction, and disposing of his sister’s birthday presents at an 
enormous sacrifice. Yet, a rosy, cheerful, thoughtless fellow is Bob 
Tample, borrowing with an easy mind, sixpences of Dick Sage the 
prudent, to pay eighteenpences after the holidays, and freely standing 
treat to all comers. Musical is Bob Tample. Able to sing and whistle 
anything. Learns the piano (in the parlour), and once plays a duet 
with the musical professor, Mr, Goavus of the Royal Italian Opera 
(occasional-deputy-assistant-copyist in that establishment, I have since 
seen reason to believe), whom Bob’s friends and supporters, I foremost 
in the throng, consider tripped up in the first half-dozen bars. Not 
without bright expectations is Bob Tample, being an orphan with 
a guardian near the Bank, and destined for the army. I boast of 
Bob at home that his name is “down at the Horse Guards”, and 
that his father left it in his will that “a pair of colours” (I like the 
expression without particularly knowing what it means), should be 
purchased for him. I go with Bob on one occasion to look at the 
building where his name is down. We wonder in which of the rooms 
it is down, and w'hether the two horse soldiers on duty know it. I 
also accompany Bob to see his sister at Miss Maggiggs’s boarding 
establishment at Hammersmith, and it is unnecessary to add that 
I think his sister beautiful and love her. She will be independent, 
Bob says. I relate at home that Mr. Tample left it in his will that 
his daughter was to be independent. I put Mr. Tample, entirely 
of my own accord and invention, into the army; and I perplex my 
family circle by relating feats of valour achieved by that lamented 
officer at the Battle of Waterloo, where I leave him dead, with the 
British flag (which he wouldn’t give up to the last) wound tightly 
round his left arm. So we go on, until Bob leaves for Sandhurst. 
I leave in course of time— everybody leaves. Years have gone by, 
when I twice or thrice meet a gentleman with a moustache, driving 
a lady in a very gay bonnet, whose face recalls the boarding establish- 
ment of Miss^ Maggiggs at Hammersmith, though it does not look 
so happy as it did under Miss Maggiggs, iron-handed despot as I 
believed that accomplished woman to be. This leads me to the dis- 
covery that the gentleman with the moustache is Bob ; and one day 
Bob pulls up, and talks, and asks me to dinner ; but, on subsequently 
ascertaining that I don’t play billiards, hardly seems to care as much 
about me as I had expected. I ask Bob at this period, if he is in the 
service ^still? Bob answers no my boy, he got bored and sold out; 
which induces me to think (for I am growing worldly), either that 
Bob must be very independent indeed, or must be going to the Dogs. 
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More years elapse, and having quite lost sight and sound of Bob 
meanwhile, I say on an average twice a week during three entire 
twelvemonths, that I really will call at the guardian’s near the Bank, 
and ask about Bob. At length I do so. Clerks, on being apprised 
of my errand, became disrespectful. Guardian, with bald head highly 
flushed, bursts out of inner office, remarks that he hasn’t the honour 
of my acquaintance, and bursts in again, without exhibiting the least 
desire to improve the opportunity of knowing me. I now begin 
sincerely to believe that Bob is going to the Dogs. More years go 
by, and as they pass Bob sometimes goes by me too, but never twice 
in the same aspect— -always tending lower and lower. No redeeming 
trace of better things would hang about him now, were he not always 
accompanied by the sister. Gay bonnet gone ; exchanged for some- 
thing limp and veiled, that might be a mere porter’s knot of the 
feminine gender, to carry a load of misery on — shabby, even slipshod. 
I, by some vague means or other, come to the knowledge of the fact 
that she entrusted that independence to Bob, and that Bob— in short, 
that it has all gone to the Dogs. One summer day, I descry Bob 
idling in the sun, outside a public-house near Drury Lane; she, in a 
shawl that clings to her, as only the robes of poverty do cling to their 
wearers when all things else have fallen away, waiting for him at the 
street corner; he, with a stale, accustomed air, picking his teeth and 
pondering; two boys watchful of him, not unadmiringly. Curious 
to know more of this, I go round that way another day, look at a 
concert-bill in the public-house window, and have not a doubt that 
Bob is Mr. Berkeley, the celebrated bacchanalian vocalist, who pre- 
sides at the piano. From time to time, rumours float by me after- 
wards, I can’t say how, or where they come from — from the expectant 
and insatiate Dogs for anything I know— touching hushed-up pawn- 
ings of sheets from poor furnished lodgings, begging letters to old 
Miss Maggiggs at Hammersmith, and the clearing away of all Miss 
Maggiggs’s umbrellas and clogs, by the gentleman who called for an 
answer on a certain foggy evening after dark. Thus downward, until 
the faithful sister begins to beg of me^ whereupon I moralise as to the 
use of giving her any money (for I have grown quite worldly now), 
and look furtively out of my window as she goes away by night with 
that half-sovereign of mine, and think, contemptuous of myself, can 1 
ever have admired the crouching figure plashing through the rain, in a 
long round crop of curls at Miss Maggiggs’s I Oftentimes she comes 
back with bedridden lines from the brother, who is always nearly dead 
and never quite, until he does tardily make an end of it, and at last 
this Actaeon reversed has run the Dogs wholly down and betaken 
himself to them finally. More years have passed, when I dine at 
Withers’s at Brighton on a day, to drink ’Forty-one claret; and there, 
Spithers, the new Attorney- General, says to me across the table, 
"‘Weren’t you a Mithers’s boy?” To which I say, “To be sure 
I was!” To which he retorts, “ And don’t you remember me?” To 
which I retort, “To be sure I do”- — which I never did until that 
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instant— and then he says how the fellows have all dispersed, and 
he has never seen one of them since, and have I? To which I, find- 
ing that my learned friend has a pleasant remembrance of Bob from- 
having given him a black eye on his fifteenth birthday in assertion 
of his right to “smug” a pen-wiper forwarded to said Bob by his 
sister on said occasion, make response by generalising the story I 
have now completed, and adding that I have heard that, after Bob’s 
death, Miss Maggiggs, though deuced poor through the decay of 
her school, took the sister home to live with her. My learned friend 
says, upon his word it does Miss Whatshername credit, and all old 
Mitherses ought to subscribe a trifle for her. Not seeing the necessity 
of that, I praise the wine, and we send it round, the way of the world 
(which world I am told is getting nearer to the Sun every year of its 
existence), and we bury Bob’s memory with the epitaph that he went 
to the Dogs. 

Sometimes, whole streets, inanimate streets of brick and mortar 
houses, go to the Dogs. Why, it is impossible to say, otherwise 
than that the Dogs bewitch them, fascinate them, magnetise them, 
summon them and they must go. I know of such a street at the 
present writing. It was a stately street in its own grim way, and 
the houses held together like the last surviving members of an 
aristocratic family, and, as a general rule, were — still not unlike 
them— very tall and very dull. How long the Dogs may have had 
their eyes of temptation upon this street is unknown to me, but they 
called to it, and it went. The biggest house — it was a corner one — 
went first. An ancient gentleman died in it; and the undertaker put 
up a gaudy hatchment that looked like a very bad transparency, not 
intended to be seen by day, and only meant to be illuminated at night; 
and the attorney put up a bill about the lease, and put in an old 
woman (apparently with nothing to live upon but a cough), who crept 
away into a corner like a scared old dormouse, and rolled herself up 
in a blanket. The mysterious influence of the Dogs was on the house, 
and it immediately began to tumble down. Why the infection should 
pass over fourteen houses to seize upon the fifteenth, I don’t know; 
but, fifteen doors off next began to be fatally dim in the windows ; and 
after a short decay, its eyes were closed by brokers, and its end was 
desolation. The best house opposite, unable to bear these sights 
of woe, got out a black board with all despatch, respecting unexpired 
remainder of term, and cards to view ; and the family fled, and a brick- 
layer’s wife and children came in to *‘mind” the place, and dried their 
little weekly wash on lines hung across the dining-room. Black 
boards, like the doors of so many hearses taken off the hinges, now 
became abundant. Only one speculator, without suspicion of the 
Dogs upon his soul, responded. He repaired and stuccoed number 
twenty-four, got up an ornamented parapet and balconies, took away 
the knockers, and put in plate glass, found too late that all the steam 
power on earth could never have kept the street from the Dogs when 
it was once influenced to go, and drowned himself in a water butt. 
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I Within a year, the house he had renewed became the w^orst of all ; the 

I stucco decomposing like a Stilton cheese, and the ornamented parapet 

I coming down in fragments like the sugar of a broken twelfth cake. 

1 Expiring efforts were then made by a few of the black boards to hint 

at the eligibility of these commodious mansions for public institutions, 
and suites of chambers. It was useless. The thing was done. The 
w'hole street may now be bought for a mere song. But, nobody will 
hear of it, for who dares dispute possession of it with the Dogs! 

Sometimes, it would seem as if the least yelp of these dreadful ani- 
mals, did the business at once. Which of us does not remember that 
eminent person — with indefinite resources in the City, tantamount to 
a gold mine — ^who had the delightful house near town, the famous 
gardens and gardener, the beautiful plantations, the smooth green 
j lawns, the pineries, the stabling for five-and-twenty horses, and the 

standing for half-a-dozen carriages, the billiard-room, the music-room, 
the picture gallery, the accomplished daughters and aspiring sons, all 
the pride pomp and circumstance of riches? Which of us does not 
I recall how we knew him through the good offices of our esteemed 

friend Swallowfly, who was ambassador on the occasion? Which of 
, us cannot still hear the gloating roundness of tone with which Swallow- 

fly informed us that our new friend was worth five hun-dred thou-sand 
pounds, sir, if he was worth a penny ? How we dined there with all 
the Arts and Graces ministering to us, and how we came away reflect- 
ing that wealth after all was a desirable delight, I need not say. 
Neither need I tell, how we every one of us met Swallowfly within six 
little months of that same day, wdien Swallowfly observed, with such 
surprise, “You haven’t heard? Lord bless me! Ruined-Channel 
Islands — gone to the Dogs!” 

Sometimes again, it would seem as though in exceptional eases here 
I and there, the Dogs relented, or lost their power over the imperilled 

man in an inscrutable way. There was my own cousin — he is dead 
now, therefore I have no objection to mention his name — Tom Flowers. 
He was a bachelor (fortunately), and, among other w^ays he had of 
increasing his income and improving his prospects, betted pretty high. 
He did all sorts of things that he ought not to have done, and he did 
everything at a great pace, so it was clearly seen by all who knew him 
that nothing would keep him from the Dogs; that he was running 
them down hard, and was bent on getting into the very midst of the 
pack with all possible speed. Well! He was as near them, I suppose, 
as ever man was, when he suddenly stopped short, looked them full in 
their jowls, and never stirred another inch onward, to the day of his 
^ death. He walked about for seventeen years, a very neat little figure, 

with a capital umbrella, an excellent neckcloth, and a pure white shirt, 
and he had not got a hair’s-breadth nearer to the horrible animals at 
the end of that time than he had when he stopped. How he lived, our 
family could never make out— whether the Dogs can have allowed 
him anything will always be a mystery to me — but, he disappointed 
all of us in the matter of the canine epitaph with which we had 
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expected to dismiss him, and merely efiabled us to remark that poor 
Tom Flowers was gone at sixty-seven. 

It is overwhelming to think of the Treasury of the Dogs. There 
are no such fortunes embarked in all the enterprises of life, as have 
gone their way. They have a capital Drama, for their amusement 
and instruction. They have got hold of all the People’s holidays for 
the refreshment of weary frames, and the renewal of weary spirits. 
They have left the People little else in that way but a Fast now and 
then for the ignorances and imbecilities of their rulers. Perhaps those 
days will go next. To say the plain truth very seriously, I shouldn’t 
be surprised- 

Consider the last possessions that have gone to the Dogs, Con- 
sider, friends and countrymen, how the Dogs have been enriched, by 
your despoilment at the hands of your own blessed governors — to 
whom be honour and renown, stars and garters, for ever and ever! — 
on the shores of a certain obscure spot called Balaklava, where Bri- 
tannia rules the waves in such an admirable manner, that she slays 
her children (who never never never will be slaves, but very very very 
often will be dupes), by the thousand, with every movement of her 
glorious trident! When shall there be added to the possessions of the 
Dogs, those columns of talk, which, let the columns of British soldiers 
vanish as they may, still defile before us wearily, wearily, leading to 
nothing, doing nothing, for the most part even saying nothing, only 
enshrouding us in a mist of idle breath that obscures the events which 
are forming themselves — not into playful shapes, believe me — beyond. 
If the Dogs, lately so gorged, still so voracious and strong, could and 
would deliver a most gracious bark, I have a strong impression that 
their warning would run thus : 

“My Lords and Gentlemen. We are open-mouthed and eager. 
Either you must send suitable provender to us without delay, or you 
must come to us yourselves. There is no avoidance of the alterna- 
tive. Talk never softened the three-headed dog that kept the passage 
to the Shades; less will it appease us. No jocular old gentleman 
throwing sommersaults on stilts because his great-grandmother is not 
worshipped in Nineveh, is a sop to us for a moment; no hearing, cheer- 
ing, sealing-waxing, tapeing, fire-eating, vote-eating, or other popular 
Club -performance, at all imports us. We are the Dogs. We are 
known to you just now, as the Dogs of War. We crouched at 
your feet for employment, as William Shakespeare, plebeian, saw us 
crouching at the feet of the Fifth Harry — and you gave it us; crying 
Havoc! in good English, and letting us slip (quite by accident), on 
good Englishmen. With our appetites so whetted, we are hungry. 
We are sharp of scent and quick of sight, and we see and smell a 
great deal coming to us rather rapidly. Will you give us such old 
rubbish as must be ours in any case? My Lords and Gentlemen, make 
haste! Something must go to the Dogs in earnest Shall it be you, 
or something else?” 
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I If the Directors of any great joint-stock commercial undertaking — say 

a Railway Company — ^were to get themselves made Directors princi- 
pally in virtue of some blind superstition declaring every man of the 
name of Bolter to be a man of business, every man of the name of 
Jolter to be a mathematician, and every man of the name of Polter 
to possess a minute acquaintance with the construction of locomotive 
steam-engines ; and if those ignorant Directors, so managed the affairs 
of the body corporate, as that the trains never started at the right 
times, began at their right beginnings, or got to their right ends, 
but always devoted their steam to bringing themselves into violent 
! collision with one another; and if by such means those incapable 

^ Directors destroyed thousands of lives, wasted millions of money, 

^ and hopelessly bewildered and conglomerated themselves and every- 

i body else; what would the shareholding body say, if those brazen- 

faced Directors called them together in the midst of the wreck and 
ruin they had made, and with an audacious piety addressed them thus : 

Lo, ye miserable sinners, the hand of Providence is heavy on you ! 
Attire yourselves in sackcloth, throw ashes on your heads, fast, and 
hear us condescend to make discourses to you on the wrong you have 
done!*’ 

Or, if Mr. Matthew Marshall of the Bank of England, were to be 
superseded by Bolter; if the whole Bank parlour were to be cleared 
for Jolter; and the engraving of bank-notes were to be given as a 
snug thing to Polter; and if Bolter Jolter and Polter, with a short pull 
and a weak pull and a pull no two of them together, should tear the 
Money Market to pieces, and rend the whole mercantile system and 
credit of the country to shreds; what kind of reception would Bolter 
Jolter and Polter get from Baring Brothers, Rothschilds, and Lom- 
bard Street in general, if those Incapables should cry out, “ Provi* 
dence has brought you all to the Gazette. Listen, wicked ones, and 
we will give you an improving lecture on the death of the old Lady in 
Threadneedle Street!” 

Or, if the servants in a rich man’s household were to distribute their 
duties exactly as the fancy took them; if the houseniaid were to under- 
take the kennel of hounds, and the dairymaid were to mount the coach- 
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box, and the cook were to pounce upon the secretaryship, and the 
groom were to dress the dinner, and the gamekeeper were to make 
the beds, while the gardener gave the young ladies lessons on the 
piano, and the stable-helper took the baby out for an airing; would 
the rich man, soon very poor, be much improved in his mind when the 
whole incompetent establishment, surrounding him, exclaimed, “You 
have brought yourself to a pretty pass, sin You had better see what 
fasting and humiliation will do to get you out of this. We will trouble 
you to pay us, keep us, and try!” 

A very fine gentleman, very daintily dressed, once took an uncouth 
creature under his protection — a wild thing, half man and half brute. 
And they travelled along together. 

The wild man was ignorant ; but, he had some desire for knowledge 
too, and at times he even fell into strange fits of thought, wherein he 
had gleams of reason and flashes of a quick sagacity. There was also 
veneration in his breast, for the Maker of all the wondrous universe 
about him. It has even been supposed that these seeds were sown 
within him by a greater and wiser hand than the hand of the very fine 
gentleman very daintily dressed. 

It was necessary that they should get on quickly to avoid a storm, 
and the first thing that happened was, that the vdld man’s feet became 
crippled. 

Now, the very fine gentleman had made the wild man put on a tight 
pair of boots which were altogether unsuited to him, so the wild man 
said; 

“ It’s the boots.” 

“ It’s a Rebuke,” said the very fine gentleman. 

“A WHAT?” roared the wild man. 

“ It’s Providence,” said the very fine gentleman. 

The wild man cast his eyes on the earth around him, and up at the 
sky, and then at the very fine gentleman, and was mightily displeased 
to hear that great word so readily in the mouth of such an interpreter 
on such an occasion; but, he hobbled on as well as he could without 
saying a syllable, until they had gone a very long way, and he was 
hungry. 

There was abundance of wholesome fruits and herbs by the way- 
side, which the wild man tried to reach by springing at them, but 
could not. 

“ I am starving,” the wild man complained. 

“ It’s a Rebuke,” said the very fine gentleman. 

“ It’s the hand-cuffs,” said the wild man. For, he had submitted to 
be handcuffed before he came out. 

However, his companion wouldn’t hear of that (he said it was not 
official, and was unparliamentary), so they went on and on, a weary 
journey; and the wild man got nothing, because he was handcuffed, 
and because the very fine gentleman couldn’t reach the fruit for him 
on account of his stays; and the very fine gentleman got what he had 
in his pocket. 
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By and by, they came to a house on fire, where the wild man’s 
brother was being burnt to death, because he couldn’t get out at the 
door: which door had been locked seven years before, by the very fine 
gentleman, who had taken away the key. 

“ Produce the key,” exclaimed the wild man, in an agony, ‘‘ and let 
my brother out.” 

I meant it to have been here the day before yesterday,” returned 
the very fine gentleman, in his leisurely way, “ and I had it put a-board 
ship to be brought here; but, the fact is, the ship has gone round the 
world instead of coming here, and I doubt if we shall ever hear any 
more about it.” 

It’s Murder!” cried the wild man. 

But, the very fine gentleman was uncommonly high with him, for 
not knowing better than that : so the brother was burnt to death, and 
they proceeded on their journey. 

At last, they came to a fine palace by a river, where a gentleman 
of a thriving appearance was rolling out at the gate in a very neat 
chariot, drawn by a pair of blood horses, with two servants up behind 
in fine purple liveries. 

‘‘Bless my soul!” cried this gentleman, checking his coachman, 
and looking hard at the wild man, “what monster have we here!” 

Then the very fine gentleman explained that it was a hardened 
creature with whom Providence was very much incensed ; in proof of 
which, here he was, rebuked, crippled, handcuffed, starved, with his 
brother burnt to death in a locked-up house, and the key of the house 
going round the world. 

Are jyou Providence?” asked the wild man, faintly. 

“ Hold your tongue, sir,” said the very fine gentleman. 

“ Are_y<3«?” asked the wild man of the gentleman of the palace. 

The gentleman of the palace made no reply ; but, coming out of his 
carriage in a brisk business-like manner, immediately put the wild 
man into a strait- waistcoat, and said to the very fine gentleman, “He 
shall fast for his sins.” 

“ I have already done that,” the wild man protested weakly. 

“ He shall do it again,” said the gentleman of the palace. 

“I have fasted from work too, through divers causes — you know 
I speak the truth— until I am miserably poor,” said the wild man. 

“ He shall do it again,” said the gentleman of the palace. 

“A day’s work just now, is the breath of my life,” said the wild 
man. 

“He shall do without the breath of his life,” said the gentleman 
of the palace. 

Therewith, they carried him off to a hard bench, and sat him down, 
and discoursed to him ding-dong, through and through the dictionary, 
about all manner of businesses except the business that concerned him. 
And when they saw his thoughts, red-eyed and angry though he was, 
escape from them up to the true Providence far away, and when they 
saw that he confusedly humbled and quieted his mind before Heaven, 
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in his innate desire to approach it and learn from it, and know better 
how to bear these things and set them right, they said ‘‘He is listen- 
ing to us, he is doing as we would have him, he will never be trouble- 
some.” 

What that wild man really had before him in his thoughts, at that 
time of being so misconstrued and so practised on, History shall tell — 
not the narrator of this story, though he knows full well. Enough 
for us, and for the present purpose, that this tale can have no applica- 
tion — how were that possible! — to the year one thousand eight hundred 
and fifty-five. 



THE THOUSAND AND 
ONE HUMBUGS 





Everybody is acquainted with that enchanting collection of stories, the 
Thousand and One Nights, better known in England as the Arabian 
Nights^ Entertainments. Most people know that these wonderful 
fancies are unquestionably of genuine Eastern origin, and are to be 
I found in Arabic manuscripts now existing in the Vatican, in Paris, 

in London, and in Oxford; the last-named city being particularly 
distinguished in this connection, as possessing, in the library of 
Christchurch, a manuscript of the never to be forgotten Voyages 
of Sinbad the Sailor. 

The civilised world is indebted to France for a vast amount of its 

I possessions, and among the rest for the first opening to Europe of 

this gorgeous storehouse of Eastern riches. So well did M. Galland, 
the original translator, perform his task, that when Mr. Wortley Mon- 
I TAGUE brought home the manuscript now in the Bodleian Library, 

I- there was found (poetical quotations excepted), to be very little, and 

f that of a very inferior kind, to add to what M. Galland had already 

" made perfectly familiar to France and England. 

[ Thus much as to the Thousand and One Nights, we recall, by way 
of introduction to the discovery we are about to announce. 

There has lately fallen into our hands, a manuscript in the Arabic 
Character (with which we are perfectly acquainted), containing a 
variety of stories extremely similar in structure and incident to the 
! Thousand and One Nights; but presenting the strange feature that 

although they are evidently of ancient origin, they have a curious 
accidental bearing on the present time. Allowing for the difference 

! of manners and customs, it would often seem — were it not for the mani- 
fest impossibility of such prophetic knowledge in any mere man or men 
. —that they were written expressly with an eye to events of the current 
age. We have referred the manuscript (which may be seen at our 
office on the first day of April in every year, at precisely four o’clock 
1 in the morning), to the profoundest Oriental Scholars of England and 

France, who are no less sensible than we are ourselves of this remark- 
able coincidence, and are equally at a loss to account for it. They are 
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agreed, we may observe, on the propriety of our rendering the title 
in the words, The Thousand and One Humbugs. For, although the 
Eastern story-tellers do not appear to have possessed any word, or 
combination of parts of words, precisely answering to the modern 
English Humbug (which, indeed, they expressed by the figurative 
phrase, A Camel made of sand), there is no doubt that they were 
conversant with so common a thing, and further that the thing was 
expressly meant to be designated in the general title of the Arabic 
manuscript now before us. Dispensing with further explanation, we 
at once commence the specimens we shall occasionally present, of this 
literary curiosity. 

Introductory Chapter 

Among the ancient Kings of Persia who extended their glorious con- 
quests into the Indies, and far beyond the famous River Ganges, even 
to the limits of China, Taxedtaurus (or Fleeced Bull) was incom- 
parably the most renowned. He was so rich that he scorned to 
undertake the humblest enterprise without inaugurating it by ordering 
his Treasurers to throw several millions of pieces of gold into the dirt. 
For the same reason he attached no value to his foreign possessions, 
but merely used them as playthings for a little while, and then always 
threw them away or lost them. 

This wise Sultan, though blessed with innumerable sources of happi- 
ness, was afflicted with one fruitful cause of discontent. He had 
been married many scores of times, yet had never found a wife to 
suit him. Although he had raised to the dignity of Howsa Kum- 
mauns^ (or Peerless Chatterer), a great variety of beautiful creatures, 
not only of the lineage of the high nobles of his court, but also selected 
from other classes of his subjects, the result had uniformly been the 
same. They proved unfaithful, brazen, talkative, idle, extravagant, 
inefficient, and boastful. Thus it naturally happened that a Howsa 
Kummauns very rarely died a natural death, but was generally cut 
short in some violent manner. 

At length, the young and lovely Reefawm (that is to say Light of 
Reason), the youngest and fairest of all the Sultan’s wives, and to 
whom he had looked with hope to recompense him for his many 
disappointments, made as bad a Howsa Kummauns as any of the 
rest. The unfortunate Taxedtaurus took this so much to heart that 
he fell into a profound melancholy, secluded himself from observation, 
and for some time was so seldom seen or heard of that many of his 
great officers of state supposed him to be dead. 

Shall I never, said the unhappy Monarch, beating his breast in his 
retirement in the Pavilion of Failure, and giving vent to his tears, 
find a Howsa Kummauns, who will be true to me! He then quoted 
from the Poet, certain verses importing, Every Howsa Kummauns 
has deceived me, Every Howsa Kummauns is a Humbug, I must 
slay the present Howsa Kummauns as I have slain so many others, 

1 Sounded like House o’ Commons 
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I am brought to shame and mortification, I am despised by the 
world. After which his grief so overpowered him, that he fainted 
away. 

It happened that on recovering his senses he heard the voice of the 
last-made Howsa Kummauns, in the Divan adjoining. Applying his 
ear to the lattice, and finding that that shameless Princess was vaunt- 
ing her loyalty and virtue, and denying a host of facts — which she 
always did, all night — the Sultan drew his scimitar in a fury, resolved 
to put an end to her existence. 

But, the Grand Vizier Parmarstoon (or Twirling Weathercock), w^ho 
was at that moment watching his incensed master from behind the 
silken curtains of the Pavilion of Failure, hurried forward and pros- 
trated himself, trembling, on the ground. This Vizier had newly 
succeeded to Abaddeen (or the Addled), who had for his misdeeds been 
strangled with a garter. 

The breath of the slave, said the Vizier, is in the hands of his Lord, 
but the Lion will sometimes deign to listen to the croaking of the frog. 
I swear to thee. Vizier, replied the Sultan, that I have borne too much 
already and will bear no more. Thou and the Howsa Kummauns are 
in one story, and by the might of Allah and the beard of the Prophet, 
I have a mind to destroy ye both I 

When the Vizier heard the Sultan thus menace him with destruction, 
his heart drooped within him. But, being a brisk and ready man, 
though stricken in years, he quoted certain lines from the Poet, imply- 
ing that the thunder-cloud often spares the leaf or there would be no 
fruit, and touched the ground with his forehead in token of submission. 
What wouldst thou say? demanded the generous Prince, I give thee 
leave to speak. Thou art not unaccustomed to public speaking ; speak 
glibly I Sire, returned the Vizier, but for the dread of the might of my 
Lord, I would reply in the words addressed by the ignorant man to 
the Genie. And what were those words? demanded the Sultan. Re- 
peat them ! Parmarstoon replied. To hear is to obey : 

The Story of the Ignorant Man and the Genie 

Sire, on the barbarous confines of the kingdom of the Tartars, there 
dwelt an ignorant man, who was obliged to make a journey through 
the Great Desert of Desolation ; which, as your Majesty know^s, is some- 
times a journey of upYrards of three score and ten years. He bade 
adieu to his mother very early in the morning, and departed without 
a guide, ragged, barefoot, and alone. He found the way surprisingly 
steep and rugged, and beset by vile serpents and strange unintelligible 
creatures of horrible shapes. It was likewise full of black bogs and 
pits, into which he not only fell himself, but often had the misfortune 
to drag other travellers whom he encountered, and who got out no 
more, but were miserably stifled. 

Sire, on the fourtefenth day of the journey of the ignorant man of the 
kingdom of the Tartars, he sat down to rest by the side of a foul well 
■<0 347 ) M ' 
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(being unable to find a better), and there cracked for a repast, as he 
best could, a very hard nut, which was all he had about him. He 
threw the shell anywhere as he stripped it off, and having made an 
end of his meal arose to wander on again, wdien suddenly the air was 
darkened, he heard a frightful cry, and saw a monstrous Genie, of 
gigantic stature, who brandished a mighty scimitar in a hand of iron, 
advancing tow^^ards him. Rise, ignorant beast, said the monster, as 
he drew nigh, that I, Law, may kill thee for having affronted my ward. 
Alas, my lord, returned the ignorant man, how can I have affronted 
thy ward whom I never saw? He is invisible to thee, returned the 
Genie, because thou art a benighted barbarian; but if thou hadst ever 
learnt any good thing thou wouldst have seen him plainly, and wouldst 
have respected him. Lord of my life, pleaded the traveller, how could 
I learn where there were none to teach me, and how affront thy ward 
whom I have not the power to see? I tell thee, returned the Genie, 
that with thy pernicious refuse thou hast struck my ward, Prince 
Socieetee, in the apple of the eye; and because thou hast done this, I 
will be thy ruin. I maim and kill the like of thee by thousands every 
year, for no other crime. And shall I spare theel Kneel and receive 
the blow. 

Your Majesty will believe (continued the Grand Vizier) that the 
ignorant man of the kingdom of the Tartars, gave himself up for lost 
when he heard those cruel words. Without so much as repeating the 
formula of our faith — There is but one Allah, from him we come, to 
him we must return, and who shall resist his will (for he was too 
ignorant even to have heard it), he bent his neck to receive the fatal 
stroke. His head rolled off as he finished saying these words : Dread 
Law, if thou hadst taken half the pains to teach me to discern thy ward 
that thou hast taken to avenge him, thou hadst been spared the great 
account to which I summon thee I 

Taxedtaurus the Sultan of Persia listened attentively to this recital 
on the part of his Grand Vizier, and when it was concluded said, with 
a threatening brow. Expound to me, O, nephew of a dog ! the points 
of resemblance between the Tiger and the Nightingale, and what thy 
ignorant man of the accursed kingdom of the Tartars has to do with 
the false Howsa Kummauns and the glib Vizier Parmarstoon? While 
speaking he again raised his glittering scimitar. Let not my master 
sully the sole of his foot by crushing an insect, returned the Vizier, 
kissing the ground seven times, I meant but to offer up a petition from 
the dust, that the Light of the eyes of the Faithful would, before 
striking, deign to hear my daughter. What of thy daughter? said 
the Sultan impatiently, and why should I hear thy daughter any more 
than the daughter of the dirtiest of the dustmen? Sire, returned the 
Vizier, I am dirtier than the dirtiest of the dustmen in your Majesty’s 
sight, but my daughter is deeply read in the history of every Howsa 
Kummauns who has aspired to your Majesty’s favour during many 
years, and if your Majesty would condescend to hear some of the 
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Legends she has to relate, they might What dost thou call thy 

daughter? demanded the Sultan, interrupting. Hansardadade, replied 
the Vizier. Go, said the Sultan, bring her hither. I spare thy life 
until thou shalt return. 

The Grand Vizier Parmarstoon, on receiving the injunction to bring 
his daughter Hansardadade into the royal presence, lost no time in 
repairing to his palace which was but across the Sultan’s gardens, and 
going straight to the women’s apartments, found Hansardadade sur- 
rounded by a number of old women wi'ho were all consulting her at 
once. In truth, this affable Princess was perpetually being referred to, 
by all manner of old women. Hastily causing her attendants, w^hen 
she heard her father’s errand, to attire her in her finest dress which 
outsparkled the sun; and bidding her young sister, Brothartoon (or 
Chamber Candlestick), to make similar preparations and accompany 
her; the daughter of the Grand Vizier soon covered herself with a rich 
veil, and said to her father, wdth a low obeisance. Sir, I am ready to 
attend you, to my Lord, the Commander of the Faithful. 

The Grand Vizier, and his daughter Hansardadade, and her young 
sister Brothartoon, preceded by Mistaspeeka, a black mute, the Chief 
of the officers of the royal Seraglio, went across the Sultan’s gardens 
by the way the Vizier had come, and arriving at the Sultan’s palace, 
found that monarch on his throne surrounded by his principal coun- 
sellors and officers of state. They all four prostrated themselves at 
a distance, and waited the Sultan’s pleasure. That gracious prince 
was troubled in his mind when he commanded the fair Hansardadade 
(who, on the whole, was very fair indeed), to approach, for he had 
sworn an oath in the Vizier’s absence from which he could not depart. 
Nevertheless, as it must be kept, he proceeded to announce it before 
the assembly. Vizier, said he, thou hast brought thy daughter here, 
as possessing a large stock of Howsa Kummauns experience, in the 
hope of her relating something that may soften me under my accumu- 
lated wrongs. Know that I have solemnly sworn that if her stories 
fail—as I believe they will — to mitigate my w'rath, I will have her 
burned and her ashes cast to the winds! Also, I will strangle thee 
and the present Howsa Kummauns, and will take a new one every day 
and strangle her as soon as taken, until I find a good and true one. 
Parmarstoon replied, To hear is to obey. 

Hansardadade then took a one-stringed lute, and sang a lengthened 
song in prose. Its purport was, I am the recorder of brilliant elo- 
quence, I am the chronicler of patriotism, I am the pride of sages, and 
the joy of nations. The continued salvation of the country is owing 
to what I preserve, and without it there would be no business done. 
Sweet are the voices of the crow and chough, and Persia never never 
never can have words enough. At the conclusion of this delightful 
strain, the Sultan and the whole divan were so faint with rapture that 
they remained in a comatose state for seven hours. 

Would your Majesty, said Hansardadade, when all were at length 
recovered, prefer first to hear the story of the Wonderful Camp, or the 
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story of the Talkative Barber, or the story of Scarli Tapa and the Forty 

Thieves? I would have thee commence, replied the Sultan, with the 

story of the Forty Thieves. . . 

Hansardadade began, Sire, there was once a poor relation— when 
Brothartoon interposed. Dear sister, cried Brothartoon, it is now past 
midnight, it will be shortly daybreak, and if you are not asleep, you 
ought to be. I pray you, dear sister, by all means to hold your tongue 
to-night, and if my Lord the Sultan will suffer you to hve another day 
you can talk to-morrow. The Sultan arose with a clouded face, but 
went out without giving any orders for the execution^ 
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; The Story of Scarli Tapa and the Forty Thieves 

I Accompanied by the Grand Vizier Parmarstoon, and the black mute 

Mistaspeeka the chief of the Seraglio, Hansardadade again repaired 
I next day to the august presence, and, after making the usual prostra- 

^ tions before the Sultan, began thus : 

Sire, there was once a poor relation who lived in a town in the 
dominions of the Sultan of the Indies, and whose name was Scarli 
Tapa. He was the youngest son of a Dowajah — which, as your 
Majesty knows, is a female spirit of voracious appetites, and generally 
with a wig and a carmine complexion, who prowls about old houses 
; and preys upon mankind. This Dowajah had attained an immense 

age, in consequence of having been put by an evil Genie on the 
I; Penshunlist, or talisman to secure long life ; but, at length she very 

I reluctantly died towards the close of a quarter, after making the most 

I affecting struggles to live into the half-year. 

Scarli Tapa had a rich elder brother named Cashim, who had mar- 
ii ried the widow of a prosperous merchant, and lived magnificently. 

I Scarli Tapa, on the other hand, could barely support his wife and 

I family by lounging about the town and going out to dinner with his 

f utmost powers of perseverance, betting on horse-races, playing at 

j billiards, and running into debt with everybody who would trust him 

— the last being his principal means of obtaining an honest livelihood, 
j One day, when Scarli Tapa had strolled for some time along the 

I banks of a great river of liquid filth which ornamented that agreeable 

country and rendered it salubrious, he found himself in the neighbour- 
hood of the Woods and Forests. Lifting up his eyes, he observed in 
the distance a great cloud of dust. He was not surprised to see it, 
f knowing those parts to be famous for casting prodigious quantities of 

dust into the eyes of the Faithful; but, as it rapidly advanced towards 
J him , he climbed into a tree, the better to observe it without being seen 

i himself. 


I 
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As the cloud of dust approached, Scarii Tapa perceived it from his 
hiding-place to be occasioned by forty mounted robbers, each bestriding 
a severely-goaded and heavily laden Bull. The whole troop came to 
a halt at the foot of the tree, and all the robbers dismounted. Every 
robber then tethered his hack to the most convenient shrub, gave it 
a full meal of very bad chaff, and hung over his arm the empty sack 
which had contained the same. Then the Captain of the Robbers, 
advancing to a door in an antediluvian rock, which Scarii Tapa 
had not observed before, and on which were the enchanted letters 
O. F. F. I. C. E., said, Debrett’s Peerage. Open Sesame! As soon 
as the Captain of the Robbers had uttered these words, the door, 
obedient to the charm, flew open, and all the robbers went in. The 
captain went in last, and the door shut of itself. 

The robbers stayed so long within the rock that Scarii Tapa more 
than once felt tempted to descend the tree and make off. Fearful, 
however, that they might reappear and catch him before he could 
escape, he remained hidden by the leaves, as patiently as he could. 
At last the door opened, and the forty robbers came out. As the cap- 
tain had gone in last, he came out first, and stood to see the whole 
troop pass him. When they had all done so, he said, Debrett’s 
Peerage. Shut Sesame! The door immediately closed again as 
before. Every robber then mounted his Bull, adjusting before him 
his sack well filled with gold, silver, and jewels. When the captain 
saw that they were all ready, he put himself at their head, and they 
rode off by the way they had come. 

Scarii Tapa remained in the tree until the receding cloud of dust 
occasioned by the troop of robbers with their captain at their head, was 
no longer visible, and then came softly down and approached the door. 
Making use of the words that he had heard pronounced by the Captain 
of the Robbers, he said, after first piously strengthening himself with 
the remembrance of his deceased mother the Dowajah, Debrett’s 
Peerage. Open Sesame ! The door instantly flew wide open. 

Scarii Tapa, who had expected to see a dull place, was surprised 
to find himself in an exceedingly agreeable vista of rooms, where 
everything was as light as possible, and where vast quantities of the 
finest wheaten loaves, and the richest gold and silver fishes, and all 
kinds of valuable possessions, were to be got for the laying hold of. 
Quickly loading himself with as much spoil as he could move under, 
he opened and closed the door as the Captain of the Robbers had done, 
and hurried away with his treasure to his poor home. 

When the wife of Scarii Tapa saw her husband enter their dwelling 
after it was dark, and proceed to pile upon the floor a heap of wealth, 
she cried, Alas ! husband, whom have you taken in, now? Be not 
alarmed, wife, returned Scarii Tapa, no one suffers but the public. 
And then told her how he, a poor relation, had made his way into 
Office by the magic words and had enriched himself. 

There being more money and more loaves and fishes than they 
knew what to do with at the moment, the wife of Scarii Tapa, trans- 
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ported with joy, ran oh to her sister-in-law, the wife of Cashim Tapa, 
who lived hard by, to borrow a measure by means of which their 
property could be got into some order. The wife of Cashim Tapa 
looking into the measure when it was brought back, found at the 
bottom of it, several of the crumbs of fine loaves and of the scales 
of gold and silver fishes ; upon which, flying into an envious rage, 
she thus addressed her husband: Wretched Cashim, you know you 
are of high birth as the eldest son of a Dowajah, and you think you 
are rich, but your despised younger brother, Scarli Tapa, is infinitely 
richer and more powerful than you. Judge of his wealth from these 
tokens. At the same time she showed him the measure. 

Cashim, who since his marriage to the merchant’s widow, had 
) treated his brother coolly and held him at a distance, was at once 

fired with a burning desire to know how he had become rich. He 
was unable to sleep all night, and at the first streak of day, before 
the summons to morning prayers was heard from the minarets of the 
mosques, arose and went to his brother’s house. Dear Scarli Tapa, 
said he, pretending to be very fraternal, what loaves and fishes are 
' these that thou hast in thy possession! Scarli Tapa perceiving from 

this discourse that he could no longer keep his secret, communicated 
I his discovery to his brother, who lost no time in providing all things 

i necessary for the stowage of riches, and in repairing alone to the 

mysterious door near the Woods and Forests. • 

When night came, and Cashim Tapa did not return, his relatives 
became uneasy. His absence being prolonged for several days and 
nights, Scarli Tapa at length proceeded to the enchanted door in 
; search of him. Opening it by the infallible means, what were his 

1 emotions to find that the robbers had encountered his brother within, 

\ and had quartered him upon the spot for ever! 

I Commander of the Faithful, when Scarli Tapa beheld the dismal 

? spectacle of his brother everlastingly quartered upon Office for having 

J merely uttered the magic words, Debrett’s Peerage. Open Sesame! 

i he was greatly troubled in his mind. Feeling the necessity of hushing 

the matter up, and putting the best face upon it for the family credit, 

' he at once devised a plan to attain that object. 

There was, in the House where his brother had sat himself down 
j on his marriage with the merchant’s widow, a discreet slave whose 

^ name was Jobbiana. Though a kind of under secretary in the 

treasury department, she was very useful in the dirty work of the 
establishment, and had also some knowledge of the stables, and could 
assist the whippers-in at a pinch. Scarli Tapa, going home and 
• taking the discreet slave aside, related to her how her master was 

quartered, and how it was now their business to disguise the fact, 
and deceive the neighbours. Jobbiana replied. To hear is to obey. 

Accordingly, before day — ^for she always avoided daylight — the dis- 
creet slave went to a certain cobbler whom she knew, and found him 
sitting in his stall in the public street. Good morrowj friend, said 
she, putting a bribe into his hand, will you bring the tools of your 
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trade and come to a House with me? Willingly, but what to do? 
replied the cobbler, who was a merry fellow. Nothing against my 
patriotism and conscience, I hope? (at which he laughed heartily). 
Not in the least, returned Jobbiana, giving him another bribe. But, 
you must go into the House blindfold and with your hands tied; you 
don’t mind that for a job? I don’t mind anything for a job, returned 
the cobbler with vivacity; I like a job. It is my business to job ; only 
make it worth my while, and I am ready for any job you may please 
to name. At the same time he arose briskly. Jobbiana then imparted 
to him the quartering that had taken place, and that he was wanted to 
cobble the subject up and hide what had been done. Is that all? If 
it is no more than that, returned the cobbler, blind my eyes and tie 
my hands, and let us cobble away as long as you like 1 

Sire, the discreet slave blindfolded the cobbler, and tied his hands, 
and took him to the House; where he cobbled the subject up with 
so much skill, that she rewarded him munificently. We must now 
return to the Captain of the Robbers, whose name was Yawyawah, 
and whose soul was filled with perplexities and anxieties, when he 
visited the cave and found, from the state of the wheaten loaves and 
the gold and silver fishes, that there was yet another person who 
possessed the secret of the magic door. 

Your majesty must know that Yawyawah, Captain of the Robbers 
‘(most of whose forefathers had been rebellious Genii, who never had 
had anything whatever to do with Solomon), sauntering through the 
city, in a highly disconsolate and languid state, chanced to come 
before daylight upon the cobbler working in his stall. Good morrow, 
honourable friend, said he, you job early. My Lord, returned the 
cobbler, I job early and late. You do well, observed the Captain 
of the Robbers; but, have you light enough? The less light the 
better, said the cobbler, ior my work. Ay 1 returned Yawyawah ; why 
so? Why so! repeated the cobbler, winking, because I can cobble 
certain businesses, best, in the dark. When the Captain of the 
Robbers heard him say this, he quickly understood the hint. He 
blindfolded him, and tied his hands, as the discreet slave had done, 
turned his coat, and led him away until he stopped at the House. 
This is the House that was concerned in the quartering and cobbling, 
said he. The captain set a mark upon it. But, Jobbiana coming 
by soon afterwards, and seeing what had been done, set exactly the 
same mark upon twenty other Houses in the same row. So that in 
truth they were all precisely alike, and one was marked by Jobbiana 
exactly as another was, and there was not a pin to choose between them. 

Thus discomfited, the Captain of the Robbers called his troop to- 
gether and addressed them. My noble, right honourable, honourable 
and gallant, honourable and learned, and simply honourable, friends, 
said he, it is apparent that we, the old band who for so many years 
have possessed the command of the magic door, are in danger of being 
superseded. In a word, it is clear that there are now two bands of 
robbers, and that we must overcome the opposition, or be ourselves 
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vanquished. All the robbers applauded this sentiment. Therefore, 
said the captain, I will disguise myself as a trader— in the patriotic 
line of business— and will endeavour to prevail by stratagem. The 
robbers as with one voice approved of this design. 

The Captain of the Robbers accordingly disguised himself as a 
trader of that sort which is called at the bazaars a patriot, and, having 
again had recourse to the cobbler, and having carefully obser\'ed the 
House, arranged his plans without delay. Feigning to be a dealer 
in soft-soap, he concealed his men in nine-and-thirty jars of that 
commodity, a man in every jar; and, loading a number of mules with 
i this pretended merchandise, appeared at the head of his caravan one 

evening at the House, where Scarli Tapa was sitting on a bench 
j| in his usual place, taking it (as he generally did in the House) very 

; coolly. My Lord, said the pretended trader, I am a stranger here, 

i and know not where to bestow my merchandise for the night. Suffer 

j me then, I beseech you, to warehouse it here. Scarli Tapa rose up, 

1 showed the pretended merchant where to put his goods, and instructed 

Jobbiana to prepare an entertainment for his guest. Also a bath for 
i himself; his hands being very far from clean. 

( The discreet slave, in obedience to her orders, proceeded to prepare 

I the entertainment and the bath ; but was vexed to discover, when 

^ it was late and the shops of the dealers were all shut, that there was 

no soft-soap in the House — which was the more unexpected, as there 
was generally more than enough. Remembering however, that the 
pretended trader had brought a large stock with him, she went to one 
of the jars to get a little. As she drew near to it, the impatient robber 
j within, supposing it to be his leader, said in a low voice, — Is it time 

, for our party to come in? Jobbiana, instantly comprehending the 

I danger, replied, Not yet, but presently. She went in this manner to 

, all the jars, receiving the same question, and giving the same answer. 

I The discreet slave returned into the kitchen, with her presence of 

^ mind not at all disturbed, and there prepared a lukewarm mess of 

j soothing syrup, worn-out wigs, weak milk and water, poppy-heads, 

empty nut-shells, froth, and other similar ingredients. When it was 
I sufficiently mawkish, she returned to the jars, bearing a large kettle 

1 filled with this mixture, poured some of it upon every robber, and 

I threw the whole troop into a state of insensibility or submission. She 

: then returned to the House, served up the entertainment, cleared away 

the fragments, and attired herself in a rich dress to dance before her 
; master and his disguised visitor. 

i In the course of her dances, which were performed in the slowest 

1 time, and during which she blew both her own and the family trumpet 

' with extraordinary pertinacity, Jobbiana took care always to approach 

nearer and still nearer to the Captain of the Robbers. At length she 
seized him by the sleeve of his disguise, disclosed him in his own dress 
to her master, and related where his men were, and how they had 
asked Was it time to come in? Scarli Tapa, so far from being angry 
j with the pretended trader, fell upon his neck and addressed him in 
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these friendly expressions : Since our object is the same and no great 
difference exists between us, O my brother, let us form a Coalition. 
Debrett’s Peerage will open Sesame to the Scarli Tapas and the 
Yawyawahs equally, and will shut out the rest of mankind. ^ Let it 
be SO. There is plunder enough in the cave. So that it is never 
restored to the original owners and never gets into other hands but 
ours, why should we quarrel overmuch! The Captain made a suit- 
able reply and embraced his entertainer. Jobbiana, shedding tears 
of joy, embraced them both. 

Shortly afterwards, Scarli Tapa in gratitude to the wise Jobbiana, 
caused her to be invested with the freedom of the City— where she 
had been very much beloved for many years— and gave her in marriage 
to his own son. They had a large family and a pow^erful number of 
relations, who all inherited, by right ot relationship, the power of 
opening Sesame and shutting it tight. The Yawyawahs became a 
very numerous tribe also, and exercised the same privilege. This, 
Commander of the Faithful, is the reason why, in that distant part 
of the dominions of the Sultan of the Indies, all true believers kiss 
the ground seven hundred and seventy-seven times on hearing the 
magic words, Debrett’s Peerage — wdiy the talisman of Office is always 
possessed in common by the three great races of the Scarli Tapas, the 
Yawyawmhs, and the Jobbianas — why the public affairs, great and 
small, and all the national enterprises both by land and sea are con- 
ducted on a system which is the highest peak of the mountain of 
justice, and which always succeeds — why the people of that country 
are serenely satisfied with themselves and things in general, are 
unquestionably the envy of surrounding nations, and cannot fail in 
the inevitable order of events to flourish to the end of the world- 
why all these great truths are incontrovertible, and why all who dis- 
pute them receive the bastinado as atheists and rebels. 

Here, Hansardadade concluded the story of the Forty Thieves, and 
said, If my Lord the Sultan will deign to hear another narrative from 
the lips of the lowest of his servants, I have adventures yet more sur- 
prising than these to relate: adventures that are worthy to be written 
in letters of gold. By Allah! exclaimed the Sultan, whose hand had 
been upon his scimitar several times during the previous recital, and 
whose eyes had menaced Parmarstoon until the soul of that Vizier had 
turned to w^ater, wffiat thou hast told but now, deserves to be recorded 
in letters of Brass ! 

Hansardadade was proceeding, Sire, in the great plain at the feet 
of the mountains of Casgar, which is seven weeks’ journey across— 
when Brothartoon interrupted her: Sister it is nearly daybreak, and 
if you are not asleep you ought to be. I pray you dear sister, tell 
us at present no more of those stories that you know so well, but hold 
your tongue and go to bed. Hansardadade was silent, and the Sultan 
arose in a very indifferent humour and gloomily walked out — in great 
doubt whether he would let her live, on any consideration, over another 
'day.'': \ ' 
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On the following night, Hansardadade proceeded with : 

The Story of the Talkative Barber 

In the great plain which lies at the feet of the mountains of Casgar, 
and which is seven weeks’ journey across, there is a city where a lame 
young man was once invited, with other guests, to an entertainment. 
Upon his entrance, the company already assembled rose up to do him 
honour, and the host taking him by the hand invited him to sit down 
with the rest upon the estradeo At the same time the master of the 
house greeted his visitor with the salutation, Allah is Allah, there is 
no Allah but Allah, may his name be praised, and may Allah be with 
you ! 

Sire, the lame young man, who had the appearance of one that had 
suffered much, was about to comply with the invitation of the master 
of the house to seat himself upon the estrade with the rest of the 
company, when he suddenly perceived among them, a Barber. He 
instantly flew back with every token of abhorrence, and made towards 
the door. The master of the house, amazed at this behaviour, stopped 
him. Sir, exclaimed the young man, I adjure you by Mecca, do not 
stop me, let me go. I cannot without horror look upon that abomin- 
able Barber. Upon him and upon the whole of his relations be the 
curse of Allah, in return for all I have endured from his intolerable 
levity, and from his talk never being to the point or purpose I With 
these words, the lame young man again made violently towards the 
door. The guests were astonished at this behaviour, and began to 
have a very bad opinion of the Barber. 

The master of the house so courteously entreated the lame young 
man to recount to the company the causes of this strong dislike, that 
at length lie could not refuse. Averting his head so that he might 
not see the Barber, he proceeded. Gentlemen, you must know that 
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this accursed Barber is the cause of my being crippled, and is the 
occasion of all my misfortunes, I became acquainted with him in the 
following manner. 

I am called Publeek, or The Many Headed. I am one of a large 
family, who have undergone an infinite variety of adventures and 
afflictions. One day, I chanced to sit down to rest on a seat in a 
narrow lane, when a lattice over against me opened, and I obtained 
a glimpse of the most ravishing Beauty in the world. After watering 
a pot of budding flowers which stood in the window, she perceived 
me and modestly withdrew; but, not before she had directed towards 
me a glance so full of charms, that I screamed aloud with love and 
became insensible for a considerable time. 

When I came to myself, I directed a favourite slave to make en- 
quiries among the neighbours, and, on pain of death, to bring me an 
exact account of the young lady’s family and condition. The slave 
acquitted himself so well, that he informed me within an hour that 
the young lady’s name was Fair Guvawnment, and that she was the 
daughter of the chief Cadi. The violence of my passion became so 
great that I took to my bed that evening, fell into a fever, and was 
reduced to the brink of death, when an old lady of my acquaintance 
came to see me. Son, said she, after observing me attentively, I per- 
ceive that your disease is love. Inform me who is the object of your 
affections, and rely upon me to bring you together. This address of 
the good old lady’s had such an effect upon me, that I immediately 
arose quite restored in health, and began to dress myself. 

In a word (continued the lame young man, addressing the company 
assembled in the house of the citizen of the plain at the feet of the 
mountains of Casgar, and always keeping his head in such a position 
as that he could not see the Barber), the old lady exerted herself in 
my behalf with such effect, that on the very next day she returned, 
commissioned by the enchantress of my soul to appoint a meeting 
between us. I arranged to attire myself in my richest clothes, and 
dispatched the same favourite slave with instructions to fetch a Barber, 
who knew his business, and who could skilfully prepare me for the 
interview I was to have, for the first time in all my life, with Fair 
Guvawnment. Gentlemen, the slave returned with the wretch whom 
you see here. 

Sir, began this accursed Barber whom a malignant destiny thus 
inflicted on me, how do you do, I hope you are pretty well. I do 
not wish to praise myself, but you are lucky to have sent for me. My 
name is Praymiah. In me you behold an accomplished diplomatist, 
a first-rate statesman, a frisky speaker, an easy shaver, a touch-and-go 
joker, a giver of the go-by to all complainers, and above all a member 
of the aristocracy of Barbers. Sir, I am a lineal descendant of the 
Prophet, and consequently a born Barber. All my relations, friends, 
acquaintances, connexions, and associates, are likewise lineal descen- 
dants of the Prophet, and consequently born Barbers every one. As 
I said, but the other day, to Layardeen, or the Troublesome, the 
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aristocracy —May Allah confound thy aristocracy and thee I cried I, 
will you begin to shave me? 

Gentlemen (proceeded the lame young man), the Barber had brought 
a showy case with him, and he consumed such an immense time in 
pretending to open it, that I was well nigh fretted to death. I will not 
be shaved at all, said 1 . Sir, returned the unabashed Barber, you sent 
for me to shave you, and with your pardon I will do it, whether 5^ou 
like it or not Ah, Sir! you have not so good an opinion of me as 
your father had. I knew your father, and he appreciated me. I said 
a thousand pleasant things to him, and rendered him a thousand 
services, and he adored me. Just Heaven, he would exclaim, you are 
an inexhaustible fountain of wisdom, no man can plumb the depth of 
your profundity I My dear Sir, I would reply, you do me more honour 
than I deserve. Still, as a lineal descendant of the Prophet, and one 
of the aristocracy of born Barbers, I will, with the help of Allah, shave 
you pretty close before I have done with you. 

You may guess, gentlemen, in my state of expectancy, with my 
heart set on Fair Guvawnment, and the precious time running by, 
how I cursed this impertinent chattering on the part of the Barber. 
Barber of mischief, Barber of sin. Barber of false pretence, Barber of 
froth and bubble, said I, stamping my foot upon the ground, will you 
begin to do your work? Fair and softly, Sir, said he, let me count 
you out first. With that, he counted from one up to thirty-eight with 
great deliberation, and then laughed heartily and went out to look at 
the weather. 

When the Barber returned, he went on prattling as before. You 
are in high feather, Sir, said he. I am glad to see you look so well. 
But, how can you be otherwise than flourishing after having sent for 
me\ I am called the Careless. I am not like DIzzee, who draws 
blood; nor like Darbee, who claps on blisters; nor like Johnnee, who 
works with the square and rule ; I am the easy shaver, and I care for 
nobody, I can do anything. Shall I dance the dance of Mistapit to 
please you, or shall 1 sing the song of Mistafoks, or joke the joke of 
Jomillah? Honour me with your attention while I do all three. 

The Barber (continued the lame young man, with a groan) danced 
the dance of Mistapit, and sang the song of Mistafoks, and joked the 
joke of Jomillah, and then began with fresh impertinences. Sir, said 
he, with a lofty flourish, when Britteen first at Heaven's command, 
arose from out the azure main, this was the charter of the land, and 
guardian angels sang this strain: Singing, as First Lord was a 
wallerking the Office-garding around, no end of born Barbers he 
picked up and found, Says he I will load them with silvier and gold, 
for the country’s a donkey, and as such is sold. — At this point I could 
bear his insolence no longer, but starting up, cried, Barber of hollow- 
ness, by what consideration am I restrained from falling upon and 
strangling thee? Calmly, Sir, said he, let me count you out first. 
He then played his former game of counting from one to under forty, 
and again laughed heartily, and went out to take the height of the 
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sun, and make a calculation of the state of the wind, that lie might 
know whether it was an auspicious time to begin to shave me. 

I took the opportunity (said the young man) of flying from my house 
so darkened by the fatal presence of this detestable Barber, and of 
repairing with my utmost speed to the house of the Cadi. But, the 
appointed hour was long past, and Fair Guvawnment had withdrawn 
no one knew whither. As I stood in the street cursing my evil destiny 
and execrating this intolerable Barber, I heard a hue and cry. Look- 
ing in the direction whence it came, I saw the diabolical Barber, 
attended by an immense troop of his relations and friends, the lineal 
descendants of the Prophet and aristocracy of born Barbers, all offering 
a reward to any one who would stop me, and all proclaiming the 
unhappy Publeek to be their natural prey and rightful property. I 
turned and fled. They jostled and bruised me cruelly among them, 
and I became maimed, as you see. I utterly detest, abominate, and 
abjure this Barber, and ever since and evermore I totally renounce 
him. With these concluding words, the lame young man arose in a 
sullen way that had something very threatening in it, and left the 
company. 

Commander of the Faithful, when the lame young man was gone, 
the guests, turning to the Barber, who wore his turban very much on 
one side and smiled complacently, asked him what he had to say for 
himself? The Barber immediately danced the dance of Mistapit, and 
sang the song of Mistafoks, and joked the joke of Jomillah. Gentle- 
men, said he, not at all out of breath after these performances, it is 
true that I am called the Careless; permit me to recount to you, as a 
lively diversion, what happened to a twin-brother of that young man 
who has so undeservedly abused me, in connexion with a near relation 
of mine. No one objecting, the Barber related: 

The Story of the Barmecide Feast 

^The young man’s twin-brother, Gold Publeek, was in very poor 
circumstances, and hardly knew how to live. In his reduced condition 
he was fain to go about to great men, begging them to take him in~ 
and to do them justice, they did it extensively. 

One day in the course of his poverty-stricken wanderings, he came 
to a large house with two high towers, a spacious hall, and abundance 
of fine gilding, statuary, and painting. Although the house was far 
from finished, he could see enough to assure him that enormous sums 
of money must be lavished upon it. He inquired who was the master 
of this wealthy rnansion, and received for information that he was 
a certain Barmecide. (The Barmecide, gentlemen, is my near rela- 
tion, and, like myself, a lineal descendant of the Prophet, and a born 
Barber.) 

The young man’s twin brother passed through the gateway, and 
crept submissively onward, until he came into a spacious apartment, 
where he descried the Barmecide sitting at the upper end in the post 
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of honour. The BarmeGide asked the young man’s brother what he 
wanted? My Lord, replied he, in a pitiful tone, I am sore distressed, 
and have none but high and mighty nobles like yourself, to help me. 
That much at least is true, returned the Barmecide, there is no help 
save in high and mighty nobles, it is the appointment of Allah. But, 
what is your distress? My Lord, said the young man’s brother, I am 
fasting from all the nourishment I want, and — whatever you may 
please to think — am in a dangerous extremity. A very little more at 
any moment, and you would be astonished at the figure I should make. 
Is it so, indeed? inquired the Barmecide. Sir, returned the young 
man’s brother, I swear by Heaven and Earth that it is so, and Heaven 
and Earth are every hour drawing nearer to the discovery that it is so. 
Alas, poor man! replied the Barmecide, pretending to have an interest 
in him. Ho, boy! Bring us of the best here, and let us not spare 
f our liberal measures. This poor man shall make good cheer without 

( delay. 

, Though no boy appeared, gentlemen, and though there was no sign 

( of the liberal measures of which the Barmecide spoke so ostentatiously, 

t the young man’s brother, Guld Publeek, endeavoured to fall in with 

the Barmecide’s humour. Come! cried the Barmecide, feigning to 
pour water on his hands, let us begin fair and fresh. How do you 
like this purity? Ah, my Lord, returned Quid Publeek, imitating the 
Barmecide’s action, this is indeed purity: this is in truth a delicious 
i beginning. Then let us proceed, said the Barmecide, seeming to dry 

I his hands, with this smoking dish of Reefawm. How do you like it? 

I Fat? At the same time he pretended to hand choice morsels to the 

* young man’s brother. Take your fill of it, exclaimed the Barmecide, 

there is plenty here, do not spare it, it was cooked for you. May Allah 
I prolong your life, my Lord, said Guld Publeek, you are liberal indeed! 

The Barmecide having boasted in this pleasant way of his smoking 
dish of Reefawm which had no existence, affected to call for another 
dish. Ho! cried he, clapping his hands, bring in those Educational 
Kabobs. Then, he imitated the action of putting some upon the plate 
of the young man’s brother, and went on. How do you like these Edu- 
cational Kabobs? The cook who made them is a treasure. Are they 
not justly seasoned? Are they not so honestly made, as to be adapted 
to all digestions? You want them very much, I know, and have 
wanted them this long time. Do you enjoy them? And here is a 
delicious mess, called Foreen Leejun. Eat of it also, for I pride my- 
self upon it, and expect it to bring me great respect and much friend- 
ship from distant lands. And this pillau of Church-endowments-and- 
duties, which you see so beautifully divided, pray how do you approve 
of this pillau? It was invented on your account, and no expense has 
been spared to render it to your taste. Ho, boy, bring in that ragout ! 
Now here, my friend, is a ragout, called Law-of-Partnership. It is 
expressly made for poor men’s eating, and I particularly pride myself 
upon it. This is indeed a dish at which you may cut and come again. 
And boy! hasten to set before my good friend, Guld Publeek, the rare 
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stew of colonial spices, minced crime, hashed poverty, swollen liver of 
ignorance, stale confusion, rotten tape, and chopped -up bombast, 
steeped in official sauce, and garnished with a great deal of tongue 
and a very little brains— the crowning dish, of which my dear friend 
never can have enough, and upon which he thrives so well 1 But, you 
don’t eat with an appetite, my brother, said the Barmecide. I fear the 
repast is hardly to your liking? Pardon me, my benefactor, returned 
the guest, whose jaws ached with pretending to eat, I am full almost 
to the throat. 

Well then, said the Barmecide, since you have dined so well, try the 
dessert Here are apples of discord from the Horse Guards and 
Admiralty, here is abundance of the famous fruit from the Dead Sea 
that turns to ashes on the lips, here are dates from the Peninsula in 
great profusion, and here is a fig for the nation. Eat and be happy! 
My Lord, replied the object of his merriment, I am quite worn out hy 
your liberality,? and can bear no more. 

Gentlemen ^continued the loquacious Barber), when the humorous 
Barmecide, my near relation lineally descended from the Prophet, had 
brought his guest to this pass, he clapped his hands three times to 
summon around him his slaves, and instructed them to force in reality 
the vile stew of which he had spoken down the throat of the hungry 
Guld Publeek, together with a nauseous mess called Dublincumtax, 
and to put bitters in his drink, strew dust on his head, blacken his 
face, shave his eyebrows, pluck away his beard, insult him and make 
merry with him. He then caused him to be attired in a shameful 
dress and set upon an ass wdth his face to the tail, and in this state to 
be publicly exposed with the inscription round his neck, This is the 
punishment of Guld Publeek who asked for nourishment and said he 
wanted it. Such is the present droll condition of this person ; while 
my near relation, the Barmecide, sits in the post of honour with his 
turban very much on one side, enjoying the joke. Which I think you 
will all admit is an excellent one. 

Hansardadade having made an end of the discourse of the loquacious 
Barber, would have instantly begun another story, had not Brothar- 
toon shut her up with, Dear Sister, it will be shortly daybreak. Get 
to bed and be quiet. 


THE TOADY TREE 


It is not a new remark, that any real and true change for the public 
benefit, must derive its vitality from the practice of consistent people. 
Whatever may be accepted as the meaning of the adage, Charity begins 
at home— which for the most part has very little meaning that I could 
ever discover— it is pretty clear that Reform begins at home. If I had 
the lungs of Hercules and the eloquence of Cicero, and devoted them 
at any number of monster-meetings to a cause which I deserted in my 
daily life whensoever the opportunity of desertion was presented to me 
(say on an average fifty times a day), I had far better keep my lungs 
and my eloquence to myself, and at all times and seasons leave that 
cause alone. 

The humble opinion of the present age, is, tliat no privileged class 
should have an inheritance in the administration of the public affairs, 
and that a system which fails to enlist in the service of the country, 
the greatest fitness and merit that the country produces, must have in 
I it something inherently wrong. It might be supposed, the year One 

i having been for some time in the calendar of the past, that this is on 

j the whole a moderate and reasonable opinion — not very far in advance 

of the period, or of any period, and involving no particularly unchristian 
;j revenge for a great national break-down. Yet, to the governing class 

( in the main, the sentiment is altogether so novel and extraordinary, 

that we may observe it to be received as an incomprehensible and 
incredible thing. I have been seriously asking myself, whose fault is 
this? I have come to the conclusion that it is the fault of the over- 
cultivation of the great Toady Tree; the tree of many branches, which 
grows to an immense height in England, and which overshadows all 
the land. 

My name is Cobbs. Why do I, Cobbs, love to sit like a Patriarch, 
in the shade of my Toady Tree! What have I to do with it? What 
comfort do T derive from it, what fruit of self-respect does it yield to 
me, what beauty is there in it? To lure me to a Public Dinner, why 
must I have a Lord in the chair? To gain me to a Subscription- 
list, why do I need fifty Barons, Marquises, Viscounts, Dukes, and 
Baronets, at the' head of it, in larger type and longer lines than the 
commonalty ? If I don^t want to be perpetually decorated with these 
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boughs from the Toady Tree— if it be my friend Dobbs, and not I, 
Cobbs, in whose ready button-hole such appliances are always stuck 
— why don’t I myself quietly and good-humouredly renounce them? 
Why not ! Because \ will be always gardening, more or less, at the 
foot of the Toady Tree. 

Take Dobbs. Dobbs is a well-read man, an earnest man, a man of 
strong and sincere convictions, a man who would be deeply wounded 
if I told him "he was not a true Administrative Reformer in the best 
sense of the word. When Dobbs talks to me about the House of 
Commons, (and lets off upon me those little revolvers of special official 
intelligence which he always carries, ready loaded and capped), why 
does he adopt the Lobby slang: with which he has as much to do as 
with any dialect in the heart of Africa? Why must he speak' of Mr. 
Fizmaili as “Fizzy”, and of Lord Gambaroon as “Gam”? How 
comes it that he is acquainted with the intentions of the Cabinet six 
weeks beforehand — often, indeed, so long beforehand that I shall 
infallibly die before there is the least sign of their having ever existed? 
Dobbs is perfectly clear in his generation that men are to be deferred 
to for their capacity for what they undertake, for their talents and 
worth, and for nothing else. Aye, aye, I know he is. But, I have 
seen Dobbs dive and double about that Royal Academy Exhibition, in 
pursuit of a nobleman, in a marvellously small way. I have stood 
with Dobbs examining a picture, when the Marquis has entered, and 
I have known of the Marquis’s entrance without lifting my eyes or 
turning my head, solely by the increased gentility in the audible tones 
of Dobbs’s critical observations. And then, the Marquis approaching, 
Dobbs has talked to me as his lay figure, at and for the Marquis, until 
the Marquis has said, “Ha, Dobbs?” and Dobbs, with his face folded 
into creases of deference, has piloted that illustrious nobleman away, 
to the contemplation of some pictorial subtleties of his own discovery. 
Now, Dobbs has been troubled and abashed in all this; Dobbs’s voice, 
face, and manner, with a stubbornness far beyond his control, have 
revealed his uneasiness ; Dobbs, leading the noble Marquis away, has 
shown me in the expression of his very shoulders that he knew I 
laughed at him, and that he knew he deserved it; and yet Dobbs 
could not for his life resist the shadow of the Toady Tree, and come 
out into the natural air! 

The other day, walking down Piccadilly from Hyde Park Corner, 
I overtook Hobbs. Hobbs had two relations starved to death with 
needless hunger and cold before Sebastopol, and one killed by mistake 
in the hospital at Scutari. Hobbs himself had the misfortune, about 
fifteen years ago, to invent a very ingenious piece of mechanism highly 
important to dockyards, which has detained him unavailingly in the 
waiting-rooms of public offices ever since, and which was invented last 
month by somebody else in France, and immediately adopted there. 
Hobbs had been one of the public at Mr. Roebuck’s committee, the 
very day I overtook him, and was burning with indignation at what 
he had heard. “This Gordian knot of red tape,” said Hobbs, “ must 
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be cut. All thing’s considered, there never was a people so abused as 
the English at this time, and there never was a country brought to 
such a pass. It will not bear thinking of— (Lord Joddle).” The paren- 
thesis referred to a passing carriage, which Hobbs turned and looked 
after with the greatest interest. “The system,” he continued, “must 
be totally changed. We must have the right man in the right place 
(Duke of Twaddleton on horseback), and only capability and not 
family connexions placed in office (brother-in-law of the Bishop of 
Gorhambury). We must not put our trust in mere idols (how do you 
do ! — Lady Coldveal — little too highly painted, but fine woman for her 
years), and we must get rid as a nation of our ruinous gentility and 
deference to mere rank. (Thank you, Lord Edward, I am quite well. 
Very glad indeed to have the honour and pleasure of seeing you. I 
hope Lady Edward is well. Delighted, I am sure).” Pending the last 
parenthesis, he stopped to shake hands with a dim old gentleman in 
a flaxen wig, whose eye he had been exceedingly solicitous to catch, 
and, when we went on again, seemed so refreshed and braced by the 
interview that I believe him to have been for the time actually taller. 
This in Hobbs, whom I knew to be miserably poor, whom I saw with 
my eyes to be prematurely grey, the best part of whose life had been 
changed into a wretched dream from which he could never awake 
now, who was in mourning without and in mourning within, and 
all through causes that any half-dozen shopkeepers taken at random 
from the London^irectory and shot into Downing Street out of sacks 
could have turned aside — this, I say, in Hobbs, of all men, gave me so 
much to think about, that I took little or no heed of his further conver- 
sation until I found we had come to Burlington House. “A little 
sketch” he was saying then, “by a little child, and two hundred and 
fifty pounds already bid for it I Veil, it’s very gratifying, isn’t it? 
Really, it’s very gratifying! Won’t you come in? Do come in!” I 
excused myself, and Hobbs went in without me; a drop in a swollen 
current of the general public. I looked into the courtyard as I went 
by, and thought I perceived a remarkably fine specimen of the Toady 
Tree in full growth there. 

There is my friend Nobbs. A man of sufficient merit, one would 
suppose, to be calmly self-reliant, and to preserve that manly equilibrium 
which as little needs to assert itself overmuch, as to derive a sickly 
reflected light from any one else. I declare in the face of day, that 
I believe Nobbs to be morally and physically unable to sit at a table 
and hear a man of title mentioned, whom he knows, without putting 
in his claim to the acquaintance. I have observed Nobbs under these 
circumstances, a thousand times, and have never found him able to 
hold his peace. I have seen him fidget, and worry himself, and try to 
get himself away from the Toady Tree, and say to himself as plainly 
as he could have said aloud, “ Nobbs, Nobbs, is not this base in you, 
and what can it possibly matter to these people present, whether you 
know this man, or not? ” Yet, there has been a compulsion upon him 
to say, “Lord Dash Blank? Oh, yes! I know him very well; very 
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well, indeed. I have known Dash Blank— let me see —really I am 
afraid to say how long I have known Dash Blank. It must be a 
dozen years. A very good fellow, Dash Blank!” And, like my friend 
Hobbs, he has been positively taller for some moments afterwards. 
I assert of Nobbs, as I have already in effect asserted of Dobbs, that 
if I could be brought blindfold into a room full of company, of whom 
he made one, I could tell in a moment, by his manner of speaking, 
not to say by his mere breathing, whether there were a title present. 
The ancient Egyptians in their palmiest days, had not an enchanter 
among them who could have wrought such a magical change in 
Nobbs, as the incarnation of one line from the book of the Peerage 
can effect in one minute. 

Pobbs is as bad, though in a different way. Pobbs affects to despise 
these distinctions. He speaks of his titled acquaintances, in a light 
and easy vein, as “the swells”. According as his humour varies, he 
will tell you that the swells are, after all, the best people a man can 
have to do with, or that he is weary of the swells, and has had enough 
of them. But, note, that to the best of my knowledge, information, 
and belief, Pobbs would die of chagrin, if the swells left off asking him 
to dinner. That he would rather exchange nods in the Park with a 
semi-idiotic Dowager, than fraternise with another Shakespeare. That 
he would rather have his sister. Miss Pobbs (he is greatly attached to 
her, and is a most excellent brother), received on sufferance by the 
swells, than hold her far happier place in the out^ darkness of the 
untitled, and be loved and married by some good fellow, who could daff 
the world of swells aside, and bid it pass. Yet, O, Pobbs, Pobbs! if 
for once — only for once — you could hear the magnificent patronage of 
some of those Duchesses of yours, casually making mention of Miss 
Pobbs, as “a rather pretty person ” ! 

I say nothing of Robbs, Sobbs, Tobbs, and so on to Zobbs, whose 
servility has no thin coating of disguise or shame upon it, who grovel 
on their waistcoats with a sacred joy, and who turn and roll titles in 
their mouths as if they were exquisite sweetmeats. I say nothing of 
Mayors and such like ; — to lay on adulation with a whitewashing brush 
and have it laid on in return, is the function of such people, and verily 
they have their reward. I say nothing of County families, and pro- 
vincial neighbourhoods, and lists of Stewards and Lady Patronesses, 
and electioneering, and racing, and flower- showing, and demarca- 
tions and counter-demarcations in visiting, and all the forms in which 
the Toady Tree is cultivated in and about cathedral towns and rural 
districts. What I wish to remark in conclusion is not that, but this : 

If, at a momentous crisis in the history and progress of the country 
we all love, we, the bulk of the people, fairly embodying the general 
moderation and sense, are so mistaken by a class, undoubtedly of great 
intelligence and public and private worth, as that, either they cannot 
by any means comprehend our resolution to live henceforth under a 
Government, instead of a Hustlement and Shufflement; or, compre- 
hending it, can think to put it away by cocking their hats in our faces 


THE TOADY TREE 


345 


(which is the official exposition of policy conceded to us on all occa- 
sions by our chief minister of State); the fault is our own. As the fault 
is our own, so is the remedy. We do not present ourselves to these 
personages as we really are, and we have no reason for surprise or 
complaint, if they take us for what we are at so much pains to appear. 
Let every man, therefore, apply his own axe to his own branch of the 
Toady Tree. Let him begin the essential Reform with himself, and 
he need have no fear of its ending there. We require no ghost to 
tell us that many inequalities of condition and distinction there must 
always be. Every step at present to be counted in the great social 
staircase would be still there, though the shadow of the Toady Tree 
were cleared away. More than this, the whole of the steps would be 
safer and stronger; for, the Toady Tree is a tree infected with rotten- 
ness, and its droppings wear away what they fall upon. 


i 





CHEAP PATRIOTISM 


When the writer of this paper states that he has retired from the 
civil service on a superannuation fund to which he contributed during 
forty years, he trusts that the prejudice likely to be engendered by the 
admission that he has been a Government-clerk, will not be violently 
strong against himo 

In short, to express myself in the first person at once — for, to that 
complexion I feel I must come, in consequence of the great difficulty 
of sustaining the third— I beg to make it known that I have no longer 
any connexion with Somerset House. I am a witness without bias, 
and will relate my experience in an equitable manner. 

Of my official career as an individual clerk, I may soon dispose. I 
went into the office at eighteen (my father having recently ‘‘plumped 
for Grobus ”, who, under the less familiar designation of The Right 
Honourable Sir Gilpin Grobus Grobus, Bart, one of His Majesty’s 
Most Honourable Privy Council, retired into remote space and un- 
approachable grandeur immediately after his election), and began at 
ninety pounds a-yean I did all the usual things. I wasted as much 
writing-paper as I possibly could. I set up all my younger brothers 
with public penknives. I took to modelling in sealing-wax (being 
hopeless of getting through the quantity I was expected to consume 
by any other means), and I copied a large amount of flute music into a 
ponderous vellum-covered book wnth an anchor outside (supposed to 
be devoted to the service of the Royal Navy), on every page of which 
there was a neat water-mark, representing Britannia with a sprig in 
her hand, seated in an oval. I lunched at the office every day, when I 
stayed till lunch time which was two o’clock, at an average expense of 
about sixty pounds per annum. My dress cost me (or cost somebody— 
I really at this distance of time cannot say whom), about a hundred 
more; and I spent the remainder of my salary in general amusements. 

We had the usual kind of juniors in the office, when I was a junior. 
We had young O’Killamollybore, nephew of the Member, and son of 
the extensive Irish Proprietor who had killed the other extensive Irish 
Proprietor in the famous duel arising out of the famous quarrel at the 
famous assembly about dancing with the famous Beauty— with the 
whole particulars of which events, mankind was acquainted. O’Killa- 
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mollybore represented himself to have been educated at every seat ot 
learning in the empire—and I dare say had been; but, he had not 
come out of the ordeal, in an orthographical point of view, with the 
efficiency that might have been expected. He also represented himself 
as a great artist, and used to put such capital imitations of the marks 
they make at the shops, on the backs of his pencil-drawings, that they 
had all the appearance of having been purchased. We had young 
Percival Fitz-Legionite, of the great Fitz-Legionite family, who “took 
the quarterly pocket-money”, as he told us, for the sake of having 
something to do (he never did it), and who went to all the parties in 
the morning papers, and used to be always opening soda-water all 
over the desks. We had Meltonbury, another nob and our great 
light, who had been in a crack regiment, and had betted and sold out, 
and had got his mother, old Lady Meltonbury, to “stump up”, on 
condition of his coming into our office, and playing at hockey with 
the coals. We had Scrivens (just of age), who dressed at the Prince 
Regent; and we had Baber, who represented the Turf in our depart- 
ment, and made a book, and wore a speckled blue cravat and top- 
boots. Finally, we had one extra clerk at five shillings a-day, who 
had three children, and did all the work, and was much looked down 
upon by the messengers. 

As to our ways of getting through the time, we used to stand before 
the fire, warming ourselves behind, until we made ourselves faint; 
and we used to read the papers; and, in hot weather, we used to make 
lemonade and drink it. We used to yawn a good deal, and ring the 
bell a good deal, and chat and lounge a good deal, and go out a good 
deal, and come back a little. We used to compare notes as to the 
precious slavery it was, and as to the salary not being enough for 
bread and cheese, and as to the manner in which we were screwed by 
the public— -and we used to take our revenge on the public by keeping 
it waiting and giving it short answers, whenever it came into our 
office. It has been matter of continuous astonishment to me, during 
many years, that the public never took me, when I was a junior, by 
the nape of my neck, and dropped me over the banisters down three 
stories into the hall. 

However, Time was good enough without any assistance on my 
part, to remove me from the juniors and to hoist me upward. I shed 
some of my impertinences as I grew qlder (which is the custom of 
most men), and did what I had to do, reasonably well. It did not 
require the head of a Chief Justice, or a Lord Chancellor, and I may 
even say that in general I believe I did it very well. There is a con- 
siderable flourish just now, about examining candidates for clerkships, 
as if they wanted to take high degrees in learned professions. I don’t 
myself think that Chief Justices and Lord Chancellors are to be got 
for twenty-two pound ten a quarter, with a final prospect of some five 
or six hundred a year in the ripe fulness of futurity— and even if they 
were, I doubt if their abilities could come out very strongly in the 
usual work of a government office. 
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This brings me to that part of my experience which I wish to put 
forth. It is surprising what I have, in my time, seen done in our 
Department in the reforming way—but always beginning at the wrong 
end— always stopping at the small men — always showing the public 
virtue of Two thousand a year M.P. at the expense of that wicked 
little victim. Two Hundred a year. I will recall a few instances. 

The head of our Department came in and went out with the Ministry. 
The place was a favourite place, being universally known among place- 
people as a snug thing. Soon after I became a Chief in the office, 
there was a change of Ministry, and we got Lord Stumpington. 
Down came Lord Stumpington on a certain day, and I had notice to 
be in readiness to attend him. I found him a very free and pleasant 
nobleman (he had lately had great losses on the turf, or he wouldnk 
have accepted any public office), and he had his nephew the Honour- 
able Charles Random with him, whom he had appointed as his official 
private secretary. 

*^Mr. Tapenham, I believe?” said His Lordship, with his hands 
under his coat-tails before the fire. I bowed and repeated, *‘Mr. 
Tapenham.” ‘‘Well, Mr, Tapenham,” said His Lordship, “how are 
we getting on in this Department?” I said that I hoped we were 
getting on pretty well. “At what time do your fellows come in the 
morning, now?” said His Lordship. “Half-past ten, my Lord.” 
“ The devil they do!” said His Lordship. “ Do you come at half-past 
ten?” “At half-past ten, my Lord.” “ Can’t imagine how you do it,” 
said His Lordship. “Surprising! Well, Mr. Tapenham, we must do 
something here, or the opposition will be down upon us and we shall 
get floored. What can we do? What do your fellows work at? Do 
they do sums, or do they write, or what are they usually up to?” 
I explained the general duties of our Department, which seemed to 
stagger His Lordship exceedingly. “ Ton my soul,” he said, turning 
to his private secretary, “ I am afraid from Mr. Tapenham’s account 
this is a horrible bore, Charley. However, we must do something, 
Mr. Tapenham, or we shall have those fellows down upon us and 
get floored. Isn’t there any Class (you spoke of the various Classes 
in the Department just now), that we could cut down a bit. Couldn’t 
we clear off some salaries, or superannuate a few fellows, or blend 
something with something else, and make a sort of an economical 
fusion somewhere?” I looked doubtful, and felt perplexed. “ I tell 
you what we can do, Mr. Tapenham, at any rate,” said His Lordship, 
brightening with a happy idea. “We can make your fellows come at 
ten— Charley, you must turn out in the middle of the night and come 
at ten. And let us have a Minute that in future the fellows must 
know something — say French, Charley; and be up in their arithmetic 
—Rule of Three, Tare and Tret, Charley, Decimals, or something or 
other. And Mr. Tapenham, if you will be so good as to put yourself 
in communication with Mr. Random, perhaps you will be able between 
you to knock out some idea in the economical fusion way, Charley, 
I am sure you will find Mr. Tapenham a most invaluable cuadjutor, 
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I and I have no doubt that with such assistance, and getting the fellows 

here at Ten, we shall make quite a Model Department of it and do 
all sorts of things to promote the efficiency of the public service.’* 
Here His Lordship, who had a very easy and captivating manner, 
laughed, and shook hands with me, and said that he needn’t detain 
me any longer. 

That Government lasted two or three years, and then we got Sir 
Jasper Janus, who had acquired in the House the reputation of being 
a remarkable man of business, through the astonishing confidence 
' with which he explained details of which he was entirely ignorant, 

to an audience who knew no more of them than he did. Sir Jasper 
had been in office very often, and was known to be a Dragon in the 
recklessness of his determination to make out a case for himself. It 
! was our Department’s first experience of him, and I attended him 

with fear and trembling. ‘‘Mr. Tapenham,” said Sir Jasper, “if 
your memoranda are prepared, I wish to go through the whole busi- 
ness and system of this Department with you. I must first master 
it completely, and then take measures for consolidating it.” He said 
this with severe official gravity, and I entered on my statement; he 
j leaning back in his chair with his feet on the fender, outwardly look- 

; ing at me, and inwardly (as it appeared to me), paying no attention 

whatever to anything I said. “Very good, Mr. Tapenham,” he 
observed, when I had done. “ Now, I gather from your exposition” 
— whereas I know he had got it out of the Court Calendar before he 
f came — that there are forty-seven clerks in this Department, distributed 

I through four classes. A, B, C, and D. This Department must be 

I consolidated, by the reduction of those forty-seven clerks to thirty-four 

f — in other words, by the abolition of thirteen juniors — the substitution 

f of two classes and a Remove for four— and the construction of an 

I entirely new system of check, by double entry and countersign, on 

^ the issue at the outports of fore-top-gallant-yards and snatch-blocks 

to the Royal Navy. You will be so good, Mr. Tapenham, as to 
5 furnish me with the project you w^ould recommend for carrying this 

consolidation into effect, the day after to-morrow, as I desire to be in 
a condition to explain the consolidation I propose, when the House 
is in committee on the Miscellaneous Estimates.” I had nothing for it 
but to flounder through an impracticable plan that would barely last 
Sir Jasper Janus’s time (which I knew perfectly well, was all he cared 
for), and he made a speech upon it that would have set up the 
Ministry, if any effort could have made such a lame thing walk. I do 
in my conscience believe that in every single point he touched arising 
out of our Department, he was as far from accuracy as mortal man 
could possibly be; yet he was inaccurate with such an air, that I 
almost doubted my own knowledge of the facts as I sat below the 
bar and heard him. I myself observed three admirals cheering vigor- 
ously when the fore-top-gallant-yards and snatch-blocks came into play ; 

i and though the effect of that part of the consolidation was, that no 

ship in the Navy could under any conceivable circumstances of emer- 
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gency have got rigged while it lasted, it became so strong a card 
in Sir Jasper’s favour that within a fortnight after the coming-in of 
the opposition, he gave notice of his intention to ask his successor 

Whether Her Majesty’s Government had abandoned the system of 
check by double- entry, and countersign, on the issue at the out- 
ports of fore -top -gallant -yards and snatch -blocks”, amidst vehement 
cheering. 

The next man of mark we got, was the Right Honourable Mr. 
Gritts, the member for Sordust Mr. Gritts came to our Department 
with a Principle; and the principle was, that no man in a clerkship 
ought to have more than a hundred a-year. Mr. Gritts held that 
more did such a man no good ; that he didn’t want it ; that he was 
not a producer — for he grew not|iing; or a manufacturer — for he 
changed the form of nothing; and that there was some first principle 
in figures which limited the income of a man who grew nothing and 
changed the form of nothing, to a maximum of exactly one hundred 
pounds a-year. Mr. Gritts had acquired a reputation for unspeakable 
practical sagacity, entirely on the strength of this discovery. I believe 
it is not too much to say, that he had destroyed two Chancellors of the 
Exchequer by hammering them oh the head with it, night and day. 
Now, I have seen a little jobbery in forty years ; but, such a jobber 
as Mr, Gritts of Sordust never entered our Department. He brought 
a former book-keeper of his with him as his private secretary, and 
I am absolutely certain, to begin with, that he pocketed one-half of 
that unfortunate man’s public salary, and made it an exalted piece 
of patronage to let him have the other. Of all the many underfed, 
melancholy men whom Mr. Gritts appointed, I doubt if there were 
one who was not appointed corruptly. We had consolidations of 
clerkships to provide for his brother-in-law, we had consolidations 
of clerkships to provide for his cousin, we had amalgamations to in- 
crease his own salary, we had immolations of juniors on the altar of 
the country every day— but I never knew the country to require the 
immolation of a Gritts. Add to this, that it became the pervading 
characteristic of our Department to do everything with intense mean- 
ness; to alienate everybody with whom it had to deal; to shuffle, and 
chaffer, and equivocate; and be shabby, suspicious, and huckstering; 
and the Gritts administration is faithfully described. Naturally enough, 
we soon got round to Lord Stumpington again; and then we came to 
Sir Jasper Janus again; and so we have been ringing the changes on 
the Stumpingtons and Januses, and each of them has been undoing 
the doings of the other, ever since. 

I am in a disinterested position, and wish to give the public a 
caution. They will never get any good out of those virtuous changes 
that are severely virtuous upon the juniors. Such changes originate 
in the cheapest patriotism in the world, and the commonest. The 
official system is upside down, and the roots are at the top. Begin 
there, and the little branches will soon come right. 
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I When I was a child, I remember to have had my ears boxed tor 

i informing a lady-visitor who made a morning call at our house, that 

a certain ornamental object on the table, which was covered with 
marbled paper, ‘‘ wasn’t marble”. Years of reflection upon this injury 
have fully satisfied me that the honest object in question never imposed 
upon anybody ; further, that my honoured parents, though both of a 
sanguine temperament, never can have conceived it possible that it 
might, could, should, would, or did, impose upon anybody. Yet, 

I have no doubt that I had my ears boxed for violating a tacit com- 
pact in the family, and among the family visitors, to blink the stubborn 
fact of the marbled paper, and agree upon a fiction of real marble. 

I Long after this, when my ears had been past boxing for a quarter 

I of a century, I knew a man with a cork leg. That he had a cork leg 

I >--or, at all events, that he was at immense pains to take about with 

I him a leg which was not his own leg; or a real leg— was so plain 

I and obvious a circumstance, that the whole universe might have 

I made affidavit of it. Still, it was always understood that this cork 

^ leg was to be regarded as a leg of flesh and blood, and even that 

the very subject of cork in the abstract was to be avoided in the 
5 wearer’s society. 

i I have had my share of going about the world; wherever I have 

I been, I have found the marbled paper and the cork leg. I have found 

I them in many forms; but, of all their Protean shapes, at once the 

commonest and strangest has been— Smuggled Relations.^ 

I was on intimate terms for many, many years, with my late 
i lamented friend, Cogsford, of the great Greek house of Cogsford 

Brothers and Cogsford. I was his executor. I believe he had no 
secrets from me but one — his mother. That the agreeable old lady 
who kept his house for him his mother, must be his mother, 

couldn’t possibly be anybody but his mother, was evident; not to me 
alone, but to everybody who knew him. She was not a refugee, she 
was not proscribed, she was not in hiding, there was- no price put 
upon her venerable head; she was invariably liked and resected as 
; a good-humoured, sensible, cheerful old soul. Then why did Cogsford 

t smuggle his mother all the days of his life? I have not the slightest 
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idea why, I cannot so much as say whether she had ever contracted 
a second marriage, and her name was really Mrs. Bean : or whether 
that name was bestowed upon her as a part of the smuggling trans- 
action. I only know that there she used to sit at one end of the 
hospitable table, the living image in a cap of Cogsford at the other 
end, and that Cogsford knew that I knew who she was. Yet, if I had 
been a Custom-house officer at Folkestone, and Mrs. Bean a French 
clock that Cogsford was furtively bringing from Paris in a hat-box, 
he could not have made her the subject of a more determined and 
deliberate pretence. It was prolonged for years upon years. It sur- 
vived the good old lady herself. One day, I received an agitated note 
from Cogsford, entreating me to go to him immediately ; I went, and 
found him weeping, and in the greatest affliction. ‘‘ My dear friend,” 
said he, pressing my hand, I have lost Mrs. Bean. She is no more.” 
I went to the funeral with him. He was in the deepest grief. He 
spoke of Mrs. Bean, on the way back, as the best of women. But, 
even then he never hinted that Mrs. Bean was his mother; and the 
first and last acknowledgment of the fact that I ever had from him 
was in his last will, wherein he entreated “his said dear friend and 
executor” to observe that he requested to be buried beside his mother 
— whom he didn’t even name, he was so perfectly confident that I had 
detected Mrs. Bean. 

I was once acquainted with another man who smuggled a brother. 
This contraband relative made mysterious appearances and disappear- 
ances, and knew strange things. He was called John—simply John. 

I have got into a habit of believing that he must have been under 
a penalty to forfeit some weekly allowance if he ever claimed a sur- 
name. He came to light in this way; — I wanted some information 
respecting the remotest of the Himalaya range of mountains, and I 
applied to my friend Benting (a member of the Geographical Society, 
and learned on such points), to advise me. After some consideration, 
Benting said, in a half reluctant and constrained way, very unlike his 
usual frank manner, that he “ thought he knew a man ” who could 
tell me, of his own experience, what I wanted to learn. An appoint- 
ment was made for a certain evening at Beating’s house. I arrived 
first, and had not observed for more than five minutes that Benting 
was under a curious cloud, when his servant announced — in a hushed, 
and I may say unearthly manner — “ Mr. John A rather stiff and 
shabby person appeared, who called Benting by no name whatever 
(a Singularity that I always observed whenever I saw them together 
afterwards), and whose manner was curiously divided between familia- 
rity and distance. I found this man to have been all over the Indies, 
and to possess an extraordinary fund of traveller’s experience. It 
came from him drily at first; but he warmed, and it flowed freely 
until he happened to meet Benting’s eye. Then, he subsided again, 
and (it appeared to me), felt himself, for some unknown reason, in 
danger of losing that weekly allowance. This happened a dozen 
times in a couple of hours, and not the least curious part of the matter 
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was, that Denting himself was always as much disconcerted as the 
other man. It did not occur to me that night, that this was Benting’s 
brother, for I had known him very well indeed for years, and had 
always understood him to have none. Neither can I now recall, nor, 
if I could, would it matter, by what degrees and stages I arrived at 
the knowledge. However this may be, I knew it, and Denting knew 
that I knew it. But, we always preserved the fiction that I could have 
no suspicion that there was any sort of kindred or affinity between 
them. He went to Mexico, this John — and he went to Australia^ — and 
he went to China — and he died somewhere in Persia — and one day, 
when we went down to dinner at Benting’s, I would find him in the 
dining-room, already seated (as if he had just been counting the 
allowance on the table-cloth), and another day I would hear of him 
as being among scarlet parrots in the tropics; but, I never knew 
whether he had ever done anything wrong, or whether he had ever 
done anything right, or why he went about the world, or how. As 
I have already signified, I get into habits of believing; and I have 
got into a habit of believing that Mr. John had something to do w^ith 
the dip of the magnetic needle — he is all vague and shadowy to me, how- 
ever, and I only know him for certain to have been a smuggled relation. 

Other people, again, put these contraband commodities entirely aw’-ay 
from the light, as smugglers of wine and brandy bury tubs. I have 
heard of a man who never imparted, to his most intimate friend, the 
terrific secret that he had a relation in the world, except when he lost 
one by death ; and then he would be weighed down by the greatness 
of the calamity, and would refer to his bereavement as if he had lost 
the very shadow of himself, from whom he had never been separated 
since the days of infancy. Within my own experience, I have observed 
smuggled relations to possess a wonderful quality of coming out when 
they die. My own dear Tom, who married my fourth sister, and who 
is a great Smuggler, never fails to speak to me of one of his relations 
newly deceased, as though, instead of never having in the remotest 
way alluded to that relative’s existence before, he had been perpetually 
discoursing of it. *‘My poor, dear, darling Emmy,” he said to me, 
within these six months, ‘'she is gone— I have lost her.” Never until 
that moment had Tom breathed one syllable to me of the existence of 
any Emmy whomsoever on the face of this earth, in whom he had the 
smallest interest He had scarcely allowed me to understand, very 
distantly and generally, that he had some relations — *‘ my people ”, 
he called them — down in Yorkshire. “ My own dear, darling Emmy,” 
says Tom, notwithstanding, “she has left me for a better world.” 
(Tom must have left her for his own world, at least fifteen years.) 
I repeated, feeling my way, “ Emmy, Tom?” “My favourite niece,” 
said Tom, in a reproachful tone, “Emmy, you know. I was her 
godfather, you remember. Darling, fair-haired Emmy I Precious, 
blue-eyed child 1” Tom burst into tears, and we both understood that 
henceforth the fiction was established between us that I had been quite 
familiar with Emmy by reputation, through a series of years. 
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Occasionally, smuggled relations are discovered by accident : just as 
those tubs may be, to which I have referred. M mean, 

of course, my wife — once discovered a large cargo in this way, wLich 
had been long concealed. In the next street to ns, lived an acquain- 
tance of ours, who was a Commissioner of something or other, and 
kept a handsome establishment. We used to exchange dinners, and 
I have frequently heard him at his own table mention his father as 
a “poor dear good old boy’% who had been dead for any indefinite 
period. He was rather fond of telling anecdotes of liis very early 
days, and from them it appeared that he had been an only child. One 
summer afternoon, my other half, walking in our immediate neigh- 
bourhood, happened to perceive Mrs. Commissioner’s last year’s bonnet 
(to every inch of which, it is unnecessary to add, she could have sworn), 
going along before her on somebody else’s head. Having heard gene- 
rally of the swell mob, my good lady’s first impression was, that the 
wearer of this bonnet belonged to that fraternity, had just abstracted 
the bonnet from its place of repose, was in every sense of the term 
walking off with it, and ought to be given into the custody of the 
nearest policeman. Fortunately, however, my Susannah, who is not 
distinguished by closeness of reasoning or presence of mind, reflected, 
as it were by a flash of inspiration, that the bonnet might have been 
given away. Curious to see to wdiom, she quickened her steps, and 
descried beneath it, an ancient lady of an iron-bound presence, in whom 
(for my Susannah has an eye), she instantly recognised the lineaments 
of the Commissioner I Eagerly pursuing this discovery, she, that very 
afternoon, tracked down an ancient gentleman in one of the Com- 
missioner’s hats. Next day she came upon the trail of four stony 
maidens, decorated with artificial flowers out of the Commissioner’s 
epergne; and thus we dug up the Commissioner’s father and mother 
and four sisters, who had been for some years secreted in lodgings 
round the corner and never entered the Commissioner’s house save in 
the dawn of morning and the shades of evening. From that time 
forth, whenever ray Susannah made a call at the Commissioner’s, she 
always listened on the doorstep for any slight preliminary scuffling in 
the hall, and, hearing it, was delighted to remark, “The family are 
here, and they are hiding them!” 

I have never been personally acquainted with any gentleman who 
kept his mother-in-law in the kitchen, in the useful capacity of Cook ; 
but I have heard of such a case on good authority. I once lodged in 
the house of a genteel lady claiming to be a widow, who had four 
pretty children, and might be occasionally overheard coercing an ob- 
scure man in a sleeved waistcoat, who appeared to be confined in some 
Pit below the foundations of the house, where he was condemned to 
be always cleaning knives. One day, the smallest of the children 
crept into my room, said, pointing downward with a little chubby 
finger, “Don’t tell! It’s Pa!’ and vanished on tiptoe. 


One other branch of the smuggling trade demands a word of men- 
tion before I conclude. My friend of friends in my bachelor days, 
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became the friend of the house when I got married. He is our 
Amelia’s godfather ; Amelia being the eldest of our cherubs. Through 
upwards of ten years he was backwards and forwards at our house 
three or four times a week, and always found his knife and fork ready 
for him. What was my astonishment on coming home one day to 
find Susannah sunk upon the oil-cloth in the hall, holding her brow 
with both hands, and meeting my gaze, when I admitted myself with 
my latch-key, in a distracted manner I “Susannah,” I exclaimed, 

“ what has happened? ” She merely ejaculated, “ Larver ’’—that be- 
ing the name of the friend in question. “ Susannah!” said I, “what 
of Larver? Speak! Has he met with any accident? Is he ill?” 
Susannah replied faintly, “ Married— married before we were!” and 
would have gone into hysterics but that I make a rule of never 
permitting that disorder under my roof. 

For upwards of ten years, my bosom friend Larver, in close com- 
munication with me every day, had smuggled a wife ! He had at last 
confided the truth to Susannah, and had presented Mrs. Larver. There 
was no kind of reason for this, that we could ever find out. Even 
Susannah had not a doubt of things being all correct. He had “ run ” 
Mrs. Larver into a little cottage in Hertfordshire, and nobody ever 
knew why, or ever will know. In fact, I believe there was no why 
in it. 

The most astonishing part of the matter is, that I have known other 
men do exactly the same thing. I could give the names of a dozen in 
a footnote, if I thought it right. 
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Has it occurred to any of our readers that that is surely an unsatis- 
factory state of society which presents, in the year eighteen hundred 
and fifty-five, the spectacle of a committee of the People’s representa- 
tives, pompously and publicly inquiring how the People shall be trusted 
with the liberty of refreshing themselves in humble taverns and tea- 
gardens on their day of rest? Does it appear to any one whom we 
now address, and who will pause here to reflect for a moment on the 
question we put, that there is anything at ail humiliating and incon- 
gruous in the existence of such a body, and pursuit of such an inquiry, 
in this country, at this time of day? 

For ourselves, we will answer the question without hesitation. We 
feel indignantly ashamed of the thing as a national scandal. It would 
be merely contemptible, if it were not raised into importance by its 
slanderous aspersions of a hard-worked, heavily -taxed, but good- 
humoured and most patient people, who have long deserved far better 
treatment In this green midsummer, here is a committee virtually 
inquiring whether the English can be regarded in any other light, and 
domestically ruled in any other manner, than as a gang of drunkards 
and disorderlies on a Police charge-sheet ! O my Lords and Gentlemen, 
my Lords and Gentlemen, have we got so very near Utopia after our 
long travelling together over the dark and murderous road of English 
history, that we have nothing else left to say and do to the people but 
this? Is there nothing abroad, nothing at home, nothing seen by us, 
nothing hidden from us, which points to higher and more generous 
things? 

There are two public bodies remarkable for knowing nothing of the 
people, and for perpetually interfering to put them, right. The one is 
the House of Commons; the other the Monomaniacs. Between the 
Members and the Monomaniacs, the devoted People, quite unheard, 
get harried and worried to the last extremity. Everybody of ordinary 
sense, possessing common sympathies with necessities not their own, 
and common means of observation — Members and Monomaniacs are 
of course excepted — has perceived for months past, that it was mani- 
festly impossible that the people could or would endure the incon- 
veniences and deprivations, sought to be imposed upon them by the 
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latest Sunday restrictions. We who write this^ have again and again 
by word of mouth forewarned many scores both of Members and Mono- 
maniacs, as we have heard others forewarn them, that what they were 
in the densest ignorance allowing to be done, could not be borne. 
Members and Monomaniacs knew better, or cared nothing about it; 
and we all know the rest — to this time. 

Now, the Monomaniacs, being by their disease impelled to clamber 
upon platforms, and there squint horribly under the strong possession 
of an unbalanced idea, will of course be out of reason and go wrong. 
But, why the Members should yield to the Monomaniacs is another 
question. And why do they? Is it because the People is altogether an 
abstraction to them; a Great Baby, to be coaxed and chucked under 
I the chin at elections, and frowned upon at quarter sessions, and stood 

in the corner on Sundays, and taken out to stare at the Queen’s coach 
on holidays, and kept in school under the rod, generally speaking, 
from Monday morning to Saturday night? Is it because they have no 
other idea of the People than a big-headed Baby, now to be flattered 
and now to be scolded, now to be sung to and now to be denounced to 
old Boguey, now to be kissed and now to be whipped, but always to be 
kept in long clothes, and never under any circumstances to feel its legs 
and go about of itself? We take the liberty of replying. Yes. 

And do the Members and Monomaniacs suppose that this is our 
discovery? Do they live in the shady belief that the object of their 
' capricious dandling and punishing does not resentfully perceive that 

it is made a Great Baby of, and may not begin to kick thereat with 
I legs that may do mischief ? 

I In the first month of the existence of this Journal, we called attention 

1 to a detachment of the Monomaniacs, who, under the name of jail- 

chaplains, had taken possession of the prisons, and were clearly offer- 
ing premiums to vice, promoting hypocrisy, and making models of 
dangerous scoundrels.^ They had their way, and the Members backed 
them; and now their Pets recruit the very worst class of criminals 
f known. The Great Baby, to whom this copy was set as a moral 

I lesson, is supposed to be perfectly unimpressed by the real facts, and 

I to be entirely ignorant of them. So, down at Westminster, night after 

I night, the Right Honourable Gentleman the Member for Somewhere, 

and the Honourable Gentleman the Member for Somewherelse, badger 
I; one another, to the infinite delight of their adherents in the cockpit; 

\ and when the Prime Minister has released his noble bosom of its per- 

I sonal injuries, and has made his jokes and retorts for the evening, and 

S has said little and done less, he winds up with a standard form of words 

respecting the vigorous prosecution of the war, and a just and honour- 
I able peace, which are especially let off upon the Great Baby ; which 

( Baby is always supposed never to have heard before; and which it is 
understood to be a part of Baby’s catechism to be powerfully affected 
by. And the Member for Somewhere, and the Member for Somewher- 
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else, and the Noble Lord, and all the rest of that Honourable House, 
go home to bed, really persuaded that the Great Baby has been talked 
to sleep! 

Let us see how the unfortunate Baby is addressed and dealt with, in 
the inquiry concerning his Sunday eatings and drinkings— -as wild as 
a nursery rhyme, and as inconclusive as Bedlam. 

The Great Baby is put upon his trial. A mighty noise of ci'eaking 
boots is heard in an outer passage. O good gracious, here’s an official 
personage! Here’s a solemn witness! Mr. Gamp, we believe you 
have been a dry-nurse to the Great Baby for some years? Yes, I have. 
— Intimately acquainted with his character? Intimately acquainted. 
— ^As a police magistrate, Mr. Gamp? As a police magistrate. (Sen- 
sation.)— Pray, Mr. Gamp, would you allow a working man, a small 
tradesman, clerk, or the like, to go to Hampstead or to Hampton 
Court at his own convenience on a Sunday, with his family, and 
there to be at liberty to regale himself and them, in a tavern where he 
could buy a pot of beer and a glass of gin-and- water? I would on no 
account concede that permission to any person. — Will you be so kind 
as to state why, Mr. Gamp? Willingly. Because I have presided for 
many years at the Bo-Peep police office, and have seen a great deal 
of drunkenness there. A large majority of the Bo-Peep charges are 
charges against persons of the lowest class, of having been found 
drunk and incapable of taking care of themselves. — Will you instance 
a case, Mr. Gamp? I will instance the case of Sloggins.— -Was that 
a man with a broken nose, a black eye, and a bull-dog? Precisely so. 
— Was Sloggins frequently the subject of such a charge? Continually. 
I may say, constantly. — Especially on Monday? Just so. Especially 
on Monday.— And therefore you would shut the public-houses, and 
particularly the suburban public-houses, against the free access of 
working-people on Sunday? Most decidedly so. (Mr. Gamp retires, 
much complimented.) 

Naughty Baby, attend to the Reverend Single Swallow! Mr. 
Swallow, you have been much in the confidence of thieves and mis- 
cellaneous miscreants? I have the happiness to believe that they have 
made me the unworthy depository of their unbounded confidence. — 
Have they usually confessed to you that they have been in the habit of 
getting drunk? Not drunk; upon that point I wish to explain. Their 
ingenuous expression has generally been, ^‘lushy”. — But those are 
convertible terms? I apprehend they are; still, as gushing freely from 
a penitent breast, I am weak enough to wish to stipulate for lushy; 
I pray you bear with me.— Have you reason, Mr. Swallow, to believe 
that excessive indulgence in “lush” has been the cause of these 
men’s crimes? O yes indeed. O yes !— Do you trace their offences to 
nothing else? They have always told me, that they themselves traced 
them to nothing else worth mentioning.— Are you acquainted with a 
man named Sloggins? O yes ! I have the truest affection for Slog- 
gins. — Has he made any confidence to you that you feel justified in 
disclosing, bearing on this subject of becoming lushy? Sloggins, 
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when in solitary confinement, informed me, every morning for eight 
months, always with tears in his eyes, and uniformly at five minutes 
past eleven o’clock, that he attributed his imprisonment to his having 
partaken of rum-and-water at a licensed house of entertainment, called 
(I use his own words) The Wiry Tarrier. He never ceased to recom- 
mend that the landlord, landlady, young family, potboy, and the whole 
of the frequenters of that establishment, should be taken up. — Did you 
: recommend Sloggins for a commutation of his term, on a ticket of 

leave? I did.— Where is he now? I believe he is in Newgate now. — 
Do you know what for? Not of my own knowledge, but I have heard 
that he got into trouble through having been weakly tempted into the 
folly of garotting a market gardener.— Where was he taken for this 
last olfence? At The Wiry Tarrier, on a Sunday.— It is unnecessary to 
ask you, Mr. Single Swallow, whether you therefore recommend the 
closing of all public-houses on a Sunday? Quite unnecessary. 

Bad Baby, fold your hands and listen to the Reverend Temple 
Pharisee, who will step out of his carriage at the Committee Door, 
to give you a character that will rather astonish you. Mr. Temple 
Pharisee, you are the incumbent of the extensive rectory of Camel- 
cum-Needle’s-eye? I am.— Will you be so good as to state your ex- 
perience of that district on a Sunday? Nothing can be worse. That 
part of the Rectory of Camel-cum-Needle’s-eye in which my principal 
church is situated, abuts upon the fields. As I stand in the pulpit, 
I can actually see the people, through the side windows of the building 
(when the heat of the weather renders it necessary to have them open), 
walking. I have, on some occasions, heard them laughing. Whistling 
has reached my curate’s ears (he is an industrious and well-meaning 
young man) ; but I cannot say I have heard it myself.— Is your church 
well frequented? No. I have no reason to complain of the Pew- 
portion of my flock, who are eminently respectable; but, the Free Seats 
are comparatively deserted: which is the more emphatically deplorable, 
as there are not many of them. — Is there a Railway near the church? 
I regret to state that there is, and that I hear the rush of the trains, 
even while I am preaching.— Do you mean to say that they do not 
slacken speed for your preaching? Not in the least. — Is there any- 
thing else near the church, to which you would call the Committee’s 
attention? At the distance of a mile and a half and three rods (for 
I my clerk has measured it by my direction), there is a common public- 

house with tea-gardens, called The Glimpse of Green. In fine weather 
j these gardens are filled with people on a Sunday evening. Frightful 

I scenes take place there. Pipes are smoked ; liquors mixed with hot 

I water are drunk; shrimps are eaten; cockles are consumed; tea is 

I swilled; ginger-beer is loudly exploded. Young women with tlieir 

young men; young men with their young women; married people 
with their children; baskets, bundles, little chaises, wicker-work 
perambulators, every species of low abomination is to be observed 
there. As the evening closes in, they all come straggling home to- 
; gether through the fields; and the vague sounds of merry conversation 
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which then strike upon the ear, even at the further end of my dining- 
room (eight-and-thirty feet by twenty-seven), are most distressing. 
I consider The Glimpse of Green irreconcileable with public morality. 
—Have you heard of pickpockets resorting to this place? I have. 
My clerk informed me that his uncle’s brother-in-law, a marine store- 
dealer who went there to observe the depravity of the people, missed 
his pocket handkerchief when he reached home. Local ribaldry has 
represented him to be one of the persons who had their pockets picked 
at St. Paul’s Cathedral on the last occasion when the Bishop of London 
preached there. I beg to deny this; I know those individuals very 
well, and they were people of condition.— Do the mass of the inhabi- 
tants of your district work hard all the week? I believe they do.— 
Early and late? My curate reports so. — Are their houses close and 
crowded? I believe they are.— Abolishing The Glimpse of Green, 
where would you recommend them to go on a Sunday ? I should say 
to church. —Where after church? Really, that is their affair; not 
mine. 

Adamantine-hearted Baby, dissolve into scalding tears at sight of 
the next witness, hanging his head and beating his breast. He was 
one of the greatest drunkards in the world, he tells you. When he 
was drunk, he w'as a very demon — and he never was sober. He never 
takes any strong drink now, and is as an angel of light. And because 
this man never could use without abuse; and because he imitated the 
Hyaena or other obscene animal, in not knowing, in the ferocity of his 
appetites, what Moderation was ; therefore, O Big-headed Baby, you 
perceive that he must become as a standard for you ; and for his back- 
slidings you shall be put in the corner evermore. 

Ghost of John Bunyan, it is surely thpu who usherest into the Com- 
mittee Room, the volunteer testifier, Mr. Monomaniacal Patriarch! 
Baby, a finger in each eye, and ashes from the nearest dustbin on your 
wretched head, for it is all over with you now. Mr. Monomaniacal 
Patriarch, have you paid great attention to drunkenness? Immense 
attention, unspeakable attention.— For how many years? Seventy 
years. — Mr. Monomaniacal Patriarch, have you ever been in White- 
chapel? Millions of times. — Did you ever shed tears over the scenes 
you have witnessed there? Oceans of tears, — Mr. Monomaniacal 
Patriarch, will you proceed with your testimony? Yes; I am the 
only man to be heard on the subject; I am the only man who knows 
anything about it. No connexion with any other establishment; all 
others are impostors; I am the real original. Other men are said to 
have looked into these places, and to have worked to raise them out 
of the Slough of Despond. Don’t believe it. Nothing is genuine 
unless signed by me. I am the original fly with the little eye. No- 
body ever mourned over the miseries and vices of the lowest of the 
low, but 1. Nobody has ever been haunted by them, waking and sleep- 
ing, but L Nobody would raise up the sunken wretches, but 1. 
Nobody understands how to do it, but I.^ — Do you think the People 
ever really want any beer or liquor to drink? Certainly not. I know 
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all about it, and I know they don’t.— Do you think they ever ought 
to have any beer or liquor to drink? Certainly not I know all 
about it, and I know they oughtn’t— Do you think they could suffer 
any inconvenience from having their beer and liquor entirely denied 
them? Certainly not I know all about it, and I know they couldn’t 
Thus, the Great Baby is dealt with from the beginning to the end 
of the chapter. It is supposed equally by the Members and by the 
Monomaniacs to be incapable of putting This and That together, and 
of detecting the arbitrary nonsense of these monstrous deductions. 
That a whole people, — a domestic, reasonable, considerate people, 
whose good-nature and good sense are the admiration of intelligent 
foreigners, and who are no less certain to secure the affectionate 
esteem of such of their own countrymen as will have the manhood to 
be open with them, and to trust them,— that a whole people should be 
judged by, and made to answer and suffer for, the most degraded and 
most miserable among them, is a principle so shocking in its injustice, 
and so lunatic in its absurdity, that to entertain it for a moment is 
to exhibit profound ignorance of the English mind and, character. In 
Monomaniacs this may be of no great significance, but in Members it 
is alarming; for, if they cannot be brought to understand the People for 
whom they make laws, and if they so grievously under-rate them, how 
is it to be hoped that they, and the laws, and the People, being such 
a bundle of anomalies, can possibly thrive together? ’ 

It is not necessary for us, or for any decent person to go to West- 
minster, or anywhere else, to make a flourish against intemperance. 
We abhor it ; would have no drunkard about us, on any consideration ; 
would thankfully see the child of our heart, dead in his baby beauty, 
rather than he should live and grow with the shadow of such a horror 
upon him. In the name of Heaven, let drunkards and ruffians restrain 
themselves and be restrained by all conceivable means— but, not govern, 
bind, and defame, the temperance, the industry, the rational wants 
and decent enjoyments of a whole toiling nation! We oppose those 
virtuous Malays who run a-muck out of the House of Peers or Exeter 
Hall, as much as those vicious Malays who run a-muck out of Sailors’ 
lodging-houses in Rotherhithe. We have a constitutional objection 
in both cases to being stabbed in the back, and we claim that the one 
kind of Monomaniac has no more right than the other to gash and 
disfigure honest people going their peaceable way. Lastly, we humbly 
beg to assert and protest with all the vigour that is in us, that the 
People is, in sober truth and reality, something very considerably more 
than a Great Baby; that it has come to an age when it can distinguisli 
sound from sense; that mere jingle, will not do for it; in a word, that 
the Great Baby is growing up, and had best be measured accordingly- 
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OUR COMMISSION 


The disclosures in reference to the adulteration of Food, Drinks, and 
Drugs, for which the public are indebted to the vigour and spirit of 
our contemporary The Lancet, lately inspired us with the idea of 
originating a Commission to inquire into the extensive adulteration 
of certain other articles which it is of the last importance that the 
country should possess in a genuine state. Every class of the general 
public was included in this large Commission; and the whole of the 
analyses, tests, observations, and experiments, were made by that 
accomplished practical chemist, Mr. Bull. 

The first subject of inquiry was that article of universal consumption 
familiarly known in England as Government Mr. Bull produced 
a sample of this commodity, purchased about the middle of July in the 
present year, at a wholesale establishment in Downing Street The 
first remark to be made on the sample before the Commission, Mr. Bull 
observed, was its excessive dearness. There was little doubt that the 
genuine article could be furnished to the public, at a fairer profit to the 
real producers, for about fifty per cent less than the cost price of the 
specimen under consideration. In quality, the specimen was of an 
exceedingly poor and low description; being deficient in flavour, char- 
acter, clearness, brightness, and almost every other requisite. It was 
what would be popularly termed wishy-washy, muddled, and flat. 
Mr- Bull pointed out to the Commission, floating on the top of this 
sample, a volatile ingredient which lie considered had no business 
there. It might be harmless enough, taken into the system at a 
debating-society, or after a public dinner, or a comic song ; but in its 
present connexion, it was dangerous. It had not improved with keep- 
ing. It had come into use as a ready means of making froth, but 
froth was exactly what ought not to be found at the top of this article, 
or indeed in any part of it. The sample before the Commission was 
frightfully adulterated with immense infusions of the common weed 
called Talk. Talk, in such combination, was a rank Poison. He had 
obtained a precipitate of Corruption from this purchase. He did not 
mean metallic corruption, as deposits of gold, silver or copper; but, 
that species of corruption which, on the proper tests being applied, 
turned white into black, and black into white, and likewise engendered 
quantities of parasite vermin. He had tested the strength of the 
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sample, and found it not nearly up to the mark. He had detected 
the presence of a Grey deposit in one large Department, which pro- 
duced vacillation and weakness; indisposition to action to-day, and 
action upon compulsion to-morrow. He considered the sample, on 
the whole, decidedly unfit for use. Mr. Bull went on to say, that he 
had purchased another specimen of the same commodity at an oppo- 
sition establishment over the way, which bore the sign of the British 
Lion, and proclaimed Itself, with the aid of a Brass Band, as ‘‘The 
only genuine and patriotic shop”; but, that he had found it equally 
deleterious; and that he had not succeeded in discovering any dealer 
in the commodity under consideration who sold it in a genuine or 
wholesome state. 

The bitter drug called Public Offices, formed the next subject of 
inquiry. Mr. Bull produced an immense number of samples of this 
drug, obtained from shops in Downing Street, Whitehall, Palace Yard, 
the Strand, and elsewhere. Analysis had detected in every one of them, 
from seventy-five to ninety-eight per cent of Noodledom. Noodledom 
was a deadly poison. An over-dose of it would destroy a whole nation, 
and he had known a recent case where it had caused the death of many 
thousand men. It was sometimes called Routine, sometimes Gentle- 
manly Business, sometimes The Best Intentions, and soiuetimes Ami- 
able Incapacity; but, call it what you would, analysis always resolved 
it into Noodledom. There was nothing in the whole united domains 
of the animal, vegetable, and mineral kingdoms, so incompatible with 
all the functions of life as Noodledom. It was producible with most 
unfortunate ease. Transplant anything from soil and conditions it 
was fit for, to soil and conditions it w^as not fit for, and you imme- 
diately had Noodledom. The germs of self- propagation contained 
within this baleful poison, w^ere incalculable: Noodledom uniformly 
and constantly engendering Noodledom, until every available inch of 
space was over-run by it. The history of the adulteration of the drug 
now before the Commission, he conceived to be this : — Every wholesale 
dealer in that drug was sure to have on hand, in beginning business, 
a large stock of Noodledom; which was extremely cheap, and lament- 
ably abundant. He immediately mixed the drug with the poison. 
Now, it was the peculiarity of the Public-Office trade that the whole- 
sale dealers were constantly retiring from business, and having succes- 
sors. A new dealer came into possession of the already adulterated 
stock, and he, in his turn, infused into it a fresh quantity of Noodle- 
dom from his own private store. Then, on his retirement, came another 
dealer who did the same; then, on retirement, another dealer who 
did the same ; and so on. Thus, many of the samples before the Corn- 
mission, positively contained nothing but Noodledom— enough, in 
short, to paralyse the whole country. To the question, whether the 
useful properties of the drug before the Commission were not of neces- 
sity impaired by these malpractices, Mr. Bull replied, that all the 
samples were perniciously weakened, and that half of them were good 
for nothing. To the question, how he would remedy a state of things 
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so niucli to be deplored, Mr- Bull replied, that he would take the drug 
out of the hands of mercenary dealers altogether. 

Mr. Bull next exhibited three or four samples of Lawn-sleeves, 
warranted at the various establishments from which they had been 
procured, to be fine and spotless, but evidently soiled and composed 
of inferior materials ill made up. On one pair, he pointed out exten- 
sive stains of printeris-ink, of a very foul kind ; also a coarse inter- 
weaving, which on examination clearly betrayed, without the aid of 
the microscope, the fibres of the thistle, Old Bailey Attorneyism. A 
third pair of these sleeves, though sold as white, were really nothing 
but the ordinary Mammon pattern, chalked over—a fact which Mr. 
Bull showed to be beyond dispute, by merely holding them up to the 
light. He represented this branch of industry as overstocked, and in 
an unhealthy condition. 

There were then placed upon the table, several samples of British 
Peasant, to which Mr. Bull expressed himself as particularly solicitous 
to draw the attention of the Commission, with one plain object ; the 
good of his beloved country. He remarked that with that object before 
him, he would not inquire into the general condition, whether perfectly 
healthy or otherwise, of any of the samples now produced. He would, 
not ask, whether this specimen or that specimen might have been 
stronger, larger, better fitted for w'ear and tear, and less liable to early 
decay, if the human creature were reared with a little more of such 
care, study, and attention, as were rightfully bestowed on the vege- 
table world around it. But, the samples before the Commission had 
been obtained from every county in England, and, though brought 
from opposite parts of the kingdom, were alike deficient in the ability 
to defend their country by handling a gun or a sword, or by uniting 
in any mode of action, as a disciplined body. It was said in a breath, 
that the English were not a military people, and that they made 
(equally on the testimony of their friends and enemies), the best 
soldiers in the world. He hoped that in a time of war and common 
danger he might take the liberty of putting those opposite assertions 
into the crucible of Common Sense, consuming the Humbug, and 
producing the Truth — at any rate he would, whether or no. Now, 
he begged to inform the Commission that, in the samples before 
them and thousands of others, he had carefully analysed and tested 
the British Peasant, and had found him to hold in combination just 
the same qualities that he always had possessed. Analysing and 
testing, however, as a part of the inquiry, certain other matters not 
fairly to be separated from it, he (Mr. Bull) had found the said Peasant 
to have been some time ago disarmed by lords and gentlemen who 
were jealous of their game, and by administrations — hirers of spies 
and suborners of false witnesses— who were jealous of their power. 
‘‘ So, if you wish to restore to these samples,” said Mr. Bull, “ the 
serviceable quality that I find to be wanting in them, and the absence 
of which so much surprises you, be a little more patriotic and a little 
less timorously selfish; trust your Peasant a little more; instruct him 
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a little better, in a freeman’s knowledge— not in a good child’s merely; 
and you will soon have your Saxon Bowmen with percussion rifles, 
and may save the charges of your Foreign Legion.” 

Having withdrawn the samples to which his observations referred— 
the production whereof, in connection with Mr. Bull’s remarks, had 
powerfully impressed the assembled Commission, some of whom even 
went so far as to register vows on the spot that they would look into 
this matter some day — Mr. Bull laid before the Commission a great 
variety of extremely fine specimens of genuine British Job. He ex- 
pressed his opinion that these thriving Plants upon the public pro- 
perty, were absolutely immortal : so surprisingly did they flourish, and 
so perseveringly were they cultivated. Job was the only article he 
had found in England, in a perfectly unadulterated state. He con- 
gratulated the Commission on there being at least one commodity 
enjoyed by Great Britain, with which nobody successfully meddled, 
and of which the Public always had an ample supply, unattended by 
the smallest prospect of failure in the perennial crop. 

On the subsidence of the sensation of pleasure with which this 
gratifying announcement was received, Mr. Bull informed the Com- 
mission, that he now approached the most serious and the most 
discouraging part of his task. He would not shrink from a faithful 
description of the laborious and painful analysis which formed the 
crown of his labours, but he would prepare the Commission to be 
shocked by it. With these introductory words, he laid before them 
a specimen of Representative Chamber. 

When the Commission had examined, obviously with emotions of 
the most poignant and painful nature, the miserable sample produced, 
Mr. Bull proceeded with his description. The specimen of Repre- 
sentative Chamber to which he invited their anxious attention, was 
brought from Westminster Market. It had been collected there in 
the month of July in the present year. No particular counter had 
been resorted to more than another, but the whole market had been 
laid under contribution to furnish the sample. Its diseased condition 
would be apparent, without any scientific aids, to the most short- 
sighted individual. It was fearfully adulterated with Talk, stained 
with Job, and diluted with large quantities of colouring matter of a 
false and deceptive nature. It was thickly overlaid with a varnish 
which he had resolved into its component parts, and had found to 
be made of Trash (both maudlin and defiant), boiled up with large 
quantities of Party Turpitude, and a heap of Cant. Cant, he need 
not tell the Commission, was the worst of poisons. It was almost 
inconceivable to him how an article in itself so wholesome as Repre- 
sentative Chamber, could have been got into this disgraceful state. 
It was mere Carrion, wholly unfit for human consumption, and cal- 
culated to produce nausea and vomiting. 

Gn being questioned by the Commission, whether, in addition to 
the deleterious substances already mentioned, he had detected the 
presence of Humbug in the sample before them, Mr. Bull replied, 
(:0 347 '')''; N 2 
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“Humbug? Rank Humbug, in one form or another, pervades the 
entire mass.” He went on to say, that he thought it seaixely in 
human nature to endure, for any length of time, the close contem- 
plation of this specimen : so revolting was it to all the senses. Mr. 
Bull was asked, whether he could account; first, for this alarming 
degeneracy in an article so important to the Public; and secondly, 
for its acceptance by the Public? The Commission observing that 
however the stomachs of the people might revolt at it— and justly— 
still they did endure it, and did look on at the Market in which it 
was exposed. In answer to these inquiries, Mr. Bull offered the 
following explanation. 

In respect of the wretched condition of the article itself (he said), he 
attributed that result, chiefly, to its being in the hands of those un- 
principled wholesale dealers to whom he had already referred. When 
one of those dealers succeeded to a business — or “ came in ”, according 
to the slang of the trade — ^his first proceeding, after the adulteration of 
Public Office with Noodledom, was to consider how he could adul- 
terate and lower his Representative Chamber. This he did by a variety 
of arts, recklessly employing the dirtiest agents. Now, the trade had 
been so long in the hands of these men, and one of them had so uni- 
formly imitated another (however violent their trade-opposition might 
be among themselves), in adulterating this commodity, that respec- 
table persons who wished to do business fairly had been prevented from 
investing their capital, whatever it might be, in this branch of com- 
merce, and had indeed been heard to declare in many instances that 
they would prefer the calling of an honest scavenger. Again, it was 
to be observed, that the before-mentioned dealers, being for the most 
part in a large way, had numbers of retainers, tenants, tradesmen, 
and workpeople, upon whom they put off their bad Representative 
Chamber, by compelling them to take it whether they liked it or not. 
In respect of the acceptance of this dreadful commodity by the Public, 
Mr. Bull observed, that it was not to be denied that the Public had 
been much too prone to accept the colouring matter in preference to 
the genuine article. Sometimes it was Blood, and sometimes it was 
Beer; sometimes it was Talk, and sometimes it was Cant; but, mere 
colouring matter they certainly had too often looked for, when they 
should have looked for bone and sinew. They suffered heavily for it 
now, and he believed were penitent; there was no doubt whatever in 
his mind that they had arrived at the mute stage of indignation, and 
had thoroughly found this article out. 

One further question was put by the Commission: namely, what 
hope had the witness of seeing this necessary of English life, restored 
to a genuine and wholesome state? Mr. Bull returned, that his sole 
hope was in the Public’s resolutely rejecting all colouring matter what- 
soever— in their being equally inexorable with the dealers, whether 
they threatened or cajoled — and in their steadily insisting on being 
provided with the commodity in a pure and useful form. The Com- 
mission then adjourned, in exceedingly low spirits, die. 


THE WORTHY MAGISTRATE 



Under this stereotyped title expressive of deference to the police-bench, 
we take the earliest opportunity afforded us by our manner of pre- 
paring this publication, of calling upon every Englishman who reads 
these pages to take notice what he is. The circulation of this journal 
comprising a wide diversity of classes, we use it to disseminate the 
information that every Englishman is a drunkard. Drunkenness is 
the national characteristic. Whereas the German people (when uncon- 
taminated by the English), are always sober, the English, setting at 
nought the bright example of the pure Germans domiciled among 
them, are always drunk. The authority for this polite and faithful 
exposition of the English character, is a modern Solomon, whose 
temple rears its head near Drury Lane; the wise Mr; Hall, Chiet 
Police Magistrate, sitting at Bow Street, Covent Garden, in the County 
of Middlesex, Barrister at Law. 

As we hope to keep this household word of Drunkard, affixed to the 
Englishman by the awful Mr. Hall from whom there is no appeal, 
pretty steadily before our readers, we present the very pearl discovered 
in that magisterial oyster. On Thursday, the ninth of this present 
month of August, the following sublime passage evoked the virtuous 
laughter of the thief-takers of Bow Street : 

J/r. AT-a//.— Were you sober, Sir? 

Prosecutor* — Yes, certainly. 

Mr* Hall * — ^You must be a foreigner, then? 

Prosecutor * — I am a German. 

Mr* Hall* — Ah, that accounts for it. If you had been an Englishman, you 
would have been drunk, for a certainty. 

Prosecutor (smiling). — The Germans get drunk sometimes, I fear. 

Mr* Hall, — Yes, after they have resided any time in this country. They 
acquire our English habits. 


In reproducing these noble expressions, equally honourable to the 
Sage who uttered them, and to the Country that endures them, we 
will correct half-a-dozen vulgar errors which, within our observation, 
have been rather prevalent since the great occasion on which the 
Oracle at Bow Street, spake. 

I. It is altogether a mistake to suppose that if a magistrate wilfully 
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deliver himself of a slanderous aspersion, knowing it to be unjust, he 
is unfit for his post. 

2. It is altogether a mistake to suppose that if a magistrate, in a fit 
of bile brought on by recent disregard of some very absurd evidence 
of h^s, so yield to his ill-temper as to deliver himself, in a sort of mad 
exasperation, of such slanderous aspersion as aforesaid, he is unfit for 
his post. 

3. It is altogether a mistake to suppose it to be very questionable 
whether, even in degraded Naples at this time, a magistrate could 
from the official bench insult and traduce the whole people, without 
being made to suffer for it. 

4. It is altogether a mistake to suppose that it would be becoming 
in some one individual out of between six and seven hundred national 
representatives, to be so far jealous of the honour of his country, as 
indignantly to protest against its being thus grossly stigmatised. 

5. It is altogether a mistake to suppose that the Home Office has 
any association whatever with the general credit, the general self- 
respect, the general feeling in behalf of decent utterance, or the 
general resentment when the same is most discreditably violated. 
The Home Office is merely an ornamental institution supported out 
of the general pocket. 

6. It is altogether a mistake to suppose that Mr. Hall is anybody’s 
business, or that we, the mere bone and sinew, tag rag and bobtail of 
England, have anything to do with him, but to pay him his salary, 
accept his Justice, and meekly bow our heads to his high and mighty 
reproof. 




OF THE CURRENCY 




It was said by the wise and witty Sydney Smith, that many English- 
men appear to have a remarkable satisfaction in even speaking of 
large sums of money; and that when men of this stamp say of Mr. 
So-and-So, “I am told he is worth Two HuN-dred THOu-sand 
Pounds ”, there is a relish in their emphasis, an unctuous appetite and 
zest in their open-mouthed enunciation, which nothing but the one 
inspiring theme, Money, develops in them. 

That this is an accurate piece of observation, few who observe at all 
will dispute. Its application is limited to no class of society, and it is 
even more generally true of the genteel than of the vulgar. The last 
famous golden calf that disfigured this country, was set up for worship 
in the highest places, and was pampered to its face and made a stand- 
ing-jest of behind its back throughout Belgravia, with an intensity of 
meanness never surpassed in Seven Dials. 

But I am not going to write a homily upon that ancient text, the 
general deification of Money. The few words that I wish to note 
down here, bear reference to one particular misuse of Money, and 
exaggeration of its power, which presents itself to my mind as a 
curious rottenness appertaining to this age. 

Let us suppose, to begin with, that there was once upon a time 
a Baron, who governed his estate not wisely nor too well, and whose 
dependents sustained in consequence many preventible hardships. 
Let us suppose that the Baron was of a highly generous disposition, 
and that when he found a vassal to have been oppressed or maltreated 
by a hard or foolish steward, who had strained against him some 
preposterous point of the discordant system on which the estate was 
administered, he immediately gave that vassal Money. Let us suppose 
that such munificent action set the noble Baron’s mind completely at 
rest, and that, having performed it, he felt quite satisfied with himself 
and everybody else ; considered his duty done, and never dreamed of 
so adjusting that point for the future as that the thing could not recur. 
Let us suppose the Baron to have been continually doing this from 
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day to day and from year to year— to have been perpetually patching 
broken heads with Money, and repairing moral wrongs with Money, 
yet leaving the causes of the broken heads and the moral wrongs in 
unchecked operation. Agreed upon these suppositions, we shall pro- 
bably agree in the conclusion that the Baron’s estate was not in a 
promising way; that the Baron was a lazy Baron, who would have 
done far better to be just than generous; and that the Baron, in this 
easy satisfaction of his noble conscience, showed a false idea of the 
powers and uses of Money. 

Is it possible that we, in England, at the present time, bear any 
resemblance to the supposititious and misguided Baron? Let us 
inquire. 

A year or so ago, there was a court-martial held at Windsor, which 
attracted the public attention in an unusual manner; not so much 
because it was conducted in a spirit hardly reconcileable with the 
popular prejudice in favour of fair play, as because it suggested very 
grave defects in our military system, and exhibited us, as to the train- 
ing of our officers, in very disadvantageous contrast with other coun- 
tries. The result at which that court-martial arrived, was widely 
regarded as absurd and unjust. What were we w'ho held that opinion, 
moved by our honest conviction, to do? To bestir ourselves to amend 
the system thus exposed ? To apply ourselves to reminding our coun- 
trymen that it was fraught with enormous dangers to us and to our 
children, and that, in suffering any authorities whatsoever to maintain 
it, or in allowing ourselves to be either bullied or cajoled about it, 
w’e were imperilling the institutions under which we live, the national 
liberty of which we boast, and the very existence of England in her 
place among the nations? Did we go to work to point out to the 
unthinking, what our valiant forefathers did for us, what their resolute 
spirit won for us, what their earnestness secured to us, and what we, 
by allowing work to degenerate into play, were relaxing our grasp 
of, every hour? Did numbers of us unite into a phalanx of steady 
purpose, bent upon impressing these truths upon those who accept 
the responsibility of government, and on having them enforced, in 
stern and steady practice, through all the vital functions of Great 
Britain? No. Not quite that. We were highly indignant, we were 
a little alarmed; between the two emotions we were made, for the 
moment, exceedingly uncomfortable ; so we relieved our uneasy souls 
by — giving the subject of the court-martial, Money. In putting our 
hands into our pockets and pulling out our five-pound notes, we dis- 
charged, as to that matter, the wffiole duty of man. The thing was 
set right, the country had nothing further to do with it. The sub- 
scription amounted, sir, to upwards of Two THOU-sand pounds. 

Now, I will assume that the cash could not have been better laid 
out. I will assume that the recipient in every such case is none the 
worse for the gift, but is all the more independent, high-spirited, and 
self-reliant Still I take the liberty of questioning whether I have any 
right to be satisfied with my part in that subscription ; whether it is 
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the least discharge of a citizen; whether it is not an easj 

shirking of my difficult task in that capacity; whether it is not a miser- 
able compromise leading to the substitution of sand for rock in the 
foundations of this kingdom; whether it does not exhibit my sordid 
appreciation of Money, and the low belief I have within me that it can 
do anything. 

Take another case. Two labouring men leave their work for half 
a day (having given notice of their intention before-hand, and having 
risen betimes to make amends), and go to see a review: w^hich review 
is commended to their fellows and neighbours as a highly patriotic 
and loyal sight. Under a foolish old act of Parliament which nobody 
but a country justice would have the kindred foolishness to enforce, 
the men are haled before country justices, and committed by those 
Brobdingnagian donkeys to jail — illegally, by the bye; but never mind 
that. An unconstitutional person in the neighbourhood, making this 
Bedlamite cruelty known, there arises a growl of wonder and dis- 
satisfaction from all the other unconstitutional persons in the counti-y. 
We try the Home Secretary, but he “sees no i*eason’’ to reverse the 
decision— and how can we expect that he should; knowing that he 
never sees any reason, hears any reason, or utters any reason, for any- 
thing. What do we then? Do we get together and say “We really 
must not in these times allow the labouring men to live under the 
impression that this is the spirit of our Law towards them. We posi- 
tively must not, cannot, wdll not, put such a weapon in the hands of 
those who tamper with them constantly. These justices have made 
it necessary for us to insist on their dismissal from the bench, as an 
assurance to the order so ridiculously oppressed in the persons of these 
two men, that the common sense of the country revolts from the out- 
rage. Furthermore, we must now exert ourselves to prevent other 
such justices from being intrusted with like powers, and to take new 
securities for their moderate and reasonable exercise.” Is this our 
course? Why no. What is our course? We give the two men 
Money — and there an end of it. 

Try again. A countryman has a little field of wheat which he reaps 
upon a Sunday; foreseeing that he will otherwise have his tiny harvest 
spoiled. For this black offence he, too, is had before a country justice 
of the vast Shallow family, and is punished by fine. It is to be pre- 
sumed that, with this new stimulant upon us, we are roused into an 
attitude against the Shallows, which has some faint approach to deter- 
mination in it, and that we become resolved to take our laws and our 
people out of their hands. But, no. This would occasion us trouble, 
and we all have our business to attend to, and have a languid objection 
to being bored. We put our hands into our pockets again, and let the 
obsolete acts of Parliament and the evergreen Shallows drift us where 
they may. 

It was remarked in these pages, some time ago, that the raising of 
a shout of triumph over the enactment of a wretched little law for the 
protection of women, punishing the greatest brutes on the earth with 
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six months’ imprisonment, surely suggested that our legislative civili- 
sation must be very imperfect; and bad. The insufficiency of this 
puny law, and the frequency of the offence against which it is directed, 
are matter of public notoriety. Do we take this subject into our 
own hands, then; declare that we will have the severity of the Law 
increased ; examine the social condition laid bare in such cases, and 
plainly avow that we find great numbers of the people sunk in hor- 
rible debasement, and that they must be got out of it by (among other 
means), having more humanising pleasures provided for them, and 
better escapes than gin-shops afforded them from the wretchedness of 
their existence? That they even stand in need of cheerful relief without 
the Cant of instruction, and that Marlborough House itself, may be 
but a solemn nightmare to legions who, nevertheless, pay taxes, and 
have souls to be saved? Do we leave off blinking the real ques- 
tion, and manfully say, ‘‘We find the existence of these people— men, 
women, and children, all alike— to be most deplorable, and, as matters 
stand, we really do not know what it is made easy for them to do wdien 
they are not at work, but to lurk, and sot, and quarrel, and fight?” 
All of us who know an5thing of the facts know this to be God’s truth; 
but, instead of asserting it, we send five shillings’ worth of postage 
stamps to the police magistrate for the relief of the last unhappy 
woman who has been half-murdered; and go to church next Sunday 
with the adhesive plaster of those sixty queen’s heads, binding up our 
rickety consciences. 

Neither is it we alone, the body of the people, who have this base 
recourse to Money as a healing balm on all occasions. The leaders 
who carry the banners we engage to follow, set us the example, and 
do the same. The last Thanksgiving Day was not so long ago but 
that we may all remember the advertising columns of the newspapers 
about that time, and the desirable opportunities they offered for devout 
investment. It was clear to the originators of those advertisements, 
manifest to the whole tribe of Moses (and Sons) who published those 
decorous appeals — that we must coin our thankful feelings into Money. 
If we wanted another victory, we could not hope to get it for nothing, 
or on credit, but must come down with our ready Money. There was 
not a church-organ unpaid for, not a beadle’s cocked hat and blushing 
breeches for which church-wardens were responsible, not a chapel 
painting and glazing job, on any painters’ and glaziers’ books, but we 
were called upon to liquidate that obligation, and get a ticket in return, 
entitling us to the other side of Sebastopol. And we paid the money 
and took the ticket. Hosts of us did so. We paid the balance due 
upon that organ, we settled the bill for the cocked hat and blushing 
breeches, we settled the account of the painter and glazier, and we felt, 
in the vulgar phrase, that we had gone and been and done it. 

So many of us parted with our small change to clear off these scores, 
because we found it much easier to pay the fine than undertake the 
service. The service required of us was severe. Paralysis had dis- 
closed itself in the heart and brain of our administration of affairs ; 
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favour and dull routine were all in all, merit and exigency were no- 
thing. A class had ^ot possession of our strength, and made it weak- 
ness; and three-quarters of the globe stood looking on with a rather 
keen interest in the Wonderful sight. The service demanded of us by 
the crisis, was the recovery of our strength through stedfastness in 
what was plainly right, and overthrow of what was plainly wrong. 
The service was difficult, ungentlemanly, unpopular in good society; 
and we paid the fine with pleasure. 

But if every man drawn in a conscription paid a fine instead of going 
for a soldier, the country in which that happened would have no de- 
fenders. There are fights not fought by soldiers, O my countrymen, 
and they are no less necessary to the defence of a country, and the 
conscription for that war is on every one of us. Money is great, but it 
is not omnipotent. All the Money that could be piled up between this 
and the moon would not fill the place of one little grain of duty. 



INSULARITIES 



It is more or less the habit of every country— more or less commend- 
able in every case — to exalt itself and its institutions above every other 
country, and be vain-glorious. Out of the partialities thus engendered 
and maintained, there has arisen a great deal of patriotism, and a 
great deal of public spirit. On the other hand, it is of paramount 
importance to every nation that its boastfulness should not generate 
prejudice, conventionality, and a cherishing of unreasonable ways of 
acting and thinking*, which have nothing in them deserving of respect, 
but are ridiculous or wrong. 

We English people, owing in a great degree to our insular position, 
and in a small degree to the facility with which we have permitted 
electioneering lords and gentlemen to pretend to think for us, and to 
represent our weaknesses to us as our strength, have been in particular 
danger of contracting habits which we will call for our present pur- 
pose, Insularities. Our object in this paper, is to string together a few 
examples. 

On the continent of Europe, generally, people dress according to 
their personal convenience and inclinations. In that capital which is 
supposed to set the fashion in affairs of dress, there is an especial inde- 
pendence in this regard. If a man in Paris have an idiosyncrasy on 
the subject of any article of attire between his hat and his boots, he 
gratifies it without the least idea that it can be anybody’s affair but his; 
nor does anybody else make it his affair. If, indeed, there be anything 
obviously convenient or tasteful in the peculiarity, then it soon ceases 
to be a peculiarity, and is adopted by others. If not, it is let alone. 
In the meantime, the commonest man in the streets does not consider 
it at all essential to his character as a true Frenchman, that he should 
howl, stare, jeer, or otherwise make himself offensive to the author of 
the innovation. That word has ceased to be Old Boguey to him since 
he ceased to be a serf, and he leaves the particular sample of innovation 
to come in or go out upon its merits. 

Our strong English prejudice against anything of this kind that is 
new to the eye, forms one of our decided insularities. It is disappear- 
ing before the extended knowledge of other countries consequent upon 
steam and electricity, but it is not gone yet. The hermetically-sealed, 
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black, stiff, chimney-pot, a foot and a half high, which we call a hat, 
is generally admitted to be neither convenient nor graceful ; but, there 
are very few middle-aged gentlemen within two hours’ reach of the 
Royal Exchange, who would bestow their daughters on wide-awakes, 
however estimable the wearers.^ Smith Payne and Smith, or Ransorn 
and Co,, would probably consider a run upon the house not at all 
unlikely, in the event of their clerks coming to business in caps, or 
with such felt-fashions on their heads as didn’t give them the head- 
ache, and as they could wear comfortably and cheaply. During the 
dirt and wet of at least half the year in London, it would be a great 
comfort and a great saving of expense to a large class of persons, to 
wear the trousers gathered up about the leg, as a Zouave does, with 
a long gaiter below-~to shift which, is to shift the whole mud-incum- 
bered part of the dress, and to be dry, and clean directly. To such 
clerks, and others with much out-door work to do, as could afford it, 
Jack-boots, a much more costly article, would, for similar reasons, be 
excellent wear. But what would Griggs and Bodger say to Jack- 
boots? They would say, “ This sort of thing, sir, is not the sort of 
thing the house has been accustomed to, you will bring the house into 
the Gazette, you must ravel out four inches of trousers daily, sir, or 
you must go.” 

Some years ago, we, the writer, not being in Griggs and Dodger’s, 
took the liberty of buying a great coat which we saw exposed for sale 
in the Burlington Arcade, London, and which appeared to be in our 
eyes the most sensible great coat we had ever seen. Taking the 
further liberty to wear this great coat after we had bought it, we 
became a sort of Spectre, eliciting the wonder and terror of our fellow 
creatures as we flitted along the streets. We accompanied the coat to 
Switzerland for six months ; and, although it was perfectly new there, 
we found it was not regarded as a portent of the least importance. 
We accompanied it to Paris for another six months; and, although it 
was perfectly new there too, nobody minded it. This coat so intoler- 
able to Britain, was nothing more nor less than the loose wide-sleeved 
mantle, easy to put on, easy to put off, and crushing nothing beneath 
it, which everybody now wears. 

During hundreds of years, it was the custom in England to wear 
beards. It became, in course of time, one of our Insularities to shave 
close. Whereas, in almost all the other countries of Europe, more or 
less of moustache and beard was habitually worn, it came to be estab- 
lished in this speck of an island, as an Insularity from which there was 
no appeal, that an Englishman, whether he liked it or not, must hew, 
hack, and rasp his chin and upper lip daily. The inconvenience of 
this infallible test of British respectability was so widely felt, that for- 
tunes were made by razors, razor-strops, hones, pastes, shaving-soaps, 
emollients for the soothing of the tortured skin, all sorts of contrivances 
to lessen the misery of the shaving process and diminish the amount 
of time it occupied. This particular Insularity even went some miles 
further on the broad highway of Nonsense than other Insularities; for 
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it not only tabooed unshorn civilians, but claimed for one particular 
and very limited military class the sole right to dispense with razors 
as to their upper lips. We ventured to suggest in this journal that 
the prohibition was ridiculous, and to show some reasons why it was 
ridiculous. The Insularity having no sense in it, has since been losing 
ground every day. 

One of our most remarkable Insularities is a tendency to be firmly 
persuaded that what is not English is not natural. In the Fine Arts 
department of the French Exhibition recently closed, we repeatedly 
heard, even from the more educated and reflective of our countrymen, 
that certain pictures which appeared to possess great merit — ^of which 
not the lowest item was, that they possessed the merit of a vigorous 
and bold Idea— were all very well, but were “theatrical”. Conceiving 
the difference between a dramatic picture and a theatrical picture, to 
be, that in the former case a story is strikingly told, without apparent 
consciousness of a spectator, and that in the latter case the groups 
are obtrusively conscious of a spectator, and are obviously dressed up, 
and doing (or not doing) certain things with an eye to the spectator, 
and not for the sake of the story; we sought in vain for this defect. 
Taking further pains then, to find out what was meant by the term 
theatrical, we found that the actions and gestures of the figures were 
not English. That is to say,— the figures expressing themselves in 
the vivacious manner natural in a greater or less degree to the whole 
great continent of Europe, were overcharged and out of the truth, 
because they did not express themselves in the manner of our little 
Island — which is so very exceptional, that it always places an English- 
man at a disadvantage, out of his own country, until his fine sterling 
qualities shine through his external formality and constraint. Surely 
nothing can be more unreasonable, say, than that we should require 
a Frenchman of the days of Robespierre, to be taken out of his jail 
to the guillotine with the calmness of Glapham or the respectability of 
Richmond Hill, after a trial at the Central Criminal Court in eighteen 
hundred and fifty-six. And yet this exactly illustrates the requirement 
of the particular Insularity under consideration. 

When shall we get rid of the Insularity of being afraid to make the 
most of small resources, and the best of scanty means of enjoyment? 
In Paris (as in innumerable other places and countries) a man who has 
six square feet of yard, or six square feet of housetop, adorns it in his 
own poor way, and sits there in the fine weather because he likes to do 
it, because he chooses to do it, because he has got nothing better of his 
own, and has never been laughed out of the enjoyment of what he has 
got. Equally, he will sit at his door, or in his balcony, or out on the 
pavement, because it is cheerful and pleasant and he likes to see the 
life of the city. For the last seventy years his family have not been 
tormenting their lives with continual enquiries and speculations whether 
other families, above and below, to the right and to the left, over the 
way and round the corner, would consider these recreations genteel, 
or would do the like, or would not do the like. That abominable old 
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Tyrant, Madame Grundy, has never been of his acquaintance. The 
result is, that, with a very small income and in a very dear city, he has 
more innocent pleasure than fifty Englishmen of the same condition; 
and is distinctly, in spite of our persuasion to the contrary (another 
Insularity!) a more domestic man than the Englishman, in regard of 
his simple pleasures being, to a much greater extent, divided with his 
wife and children. It is a natural consequence of their being easy and 
cheap, and profoundly independent of Madame Grundy. 

But, this Insularity rests, not to the credit of England, on a more 
palpable foundation than perhaps any other. The old school of Tory 
writers did so pertinaciously labour to cover all easily available recrea- 
tions and cheap reliefs from the monotony of common life, with ridicule 
and contempt, that great numbers of the English people got scared 
into being dull, and are only now beginning to recover their courage. 
The object of these writers, when they had any object beyond an 
insolent disparagement of the life-blood of the nation, was to jeer the 
weaker members of the middle class into making themselves a poor 
fringe on the skirts of the class above them, instead of occupying their 
own honest, honourable, independent place. Unfortunately they suc- 
ceeded only too well, and to this grievous source may be traced many 
of our present political ills. In no country but England have the only 
means and scenes of relaxation within the reach of some million or 
two of people been systematically lampooned and derided. This dis- 
graceful Insularity exists no longer. Still, some weak traces of its 
contemptuous spirit may occasionally be found, even in very unlikely 
places. The accomplished Mr. Macaulay, in the third volume of his 
brilliant History, writes loftily about ** the thousands of clerks and 
milliners who are now thrown into raptures by the sight of Loch 
Katrine and Loch Lomond’’. No such responsible gentleman, in 
France or Germany, writing history — writing anything — would think 
it fine to sneer at any inoffensive and useful class of his fellow subjects. 
If the clerks and milliners — who pair off arm in arm, by thousands, 
for Loch Katrine and Loch Lomond, to celebrate the Early Closing 
Movement, we presume — wdll only imagine their presence poisoning 
those waters to the majestic historian as he roves along the banks, 
looking for Whig Members of Parliament to sympathise with him in 
admiration of the beauties of Nature, we think they will be amply 
avenged in the absurdity of the picture. 

Not one of our Insularities is so astonishing in the eyes of an intelli- 
gent foreigner, as the Court Newsman. He is one of the absurd little 
obstructions perpetually in the way of our being understood abroad. 
The quiet greatness and independence of the national character seems 
so irreconcileable with its having any satisfaction in the dull slipslop 
about the slopes and the gardens, and about the Prince Consort’s 
going a-hunting and coming back to lunch, and about Mr. Gibbs and 
the ponies, and about the Royal Highnesses on horseback and the 
Royal infants taking carriage exercise, and about the slopes and the 
gardens again, and the Prince Consort again, and Mr. Gibbs and the 


i 




HOUSEHOLD WORDS 




ponies again, and the Royal Highnesses on horseback again, and the 
Royal infants taking carriage exercise again, and so on for every day 
In the week and every week in the year, that in questions of importance 
the English as a people, really miss their just recognition. Similar 
small beer is chronicled with the greatest care about the nobility in 
their country-houses. It is in vain to represent that the English people 
don’t care about these insignificant details, and don’t want them ; that 
aggravates the misunderstanding. If they don’t want them, why do 
they have them? If they feel the effect of them to be ridiculous, why 
do they consent to be made ridiculous? If they can’t help it, why, 
then the bewildered foreigner submits that he was right at first, and 
that it is not the English people that is the power, but Lord Aberdeen, 
or Lord Palmerston, or Lord Aldborough, or Lord Knowswhom. 

It is an Insularity well worth general consideration and correction, 
that the English people are wanting in self-respect. It would be 
difficult to bear higher testimony to the merits of the English aris- 
tocracy than they themselves afford in not being very arrogant or 
intolerant, with so large a public always ready to abase themselves 
before titles. On all occasions, public and private, where the oppor- 
tunity is afforded, this readiness is to be observed. So long as it 
obtains so widely, it is impossible that we should be justly appre- 
ciated and comprehended, by those who have the greatest part in 
ruling us. And thus it happens that now we are facetiously pooh- 
poohed by our Premier in the English capital, and now the accredited 
representatives of our arts and sciences are disdainfully slighted by our 
Ambassador in the French capital, and we wonder to find ourselves in 
such curious and disadvantageous comparison with the people of other 
countries. Those people may, through many causes, be less fortunate 
and less free; but, they have more social self-respect: and that self- 
respect must, through all their changes, be deferred to, and will assert 
itself. We apprehend that few persons are disposed to contend that 
Rank does not receive its due share of homage on the continent of 
Europe; but, between the homage it receives there, and the homage it 
receives in our island, there is an immense difference. Half-a-dozen 
dukes and lords, at an English county ball, or public dinner, or any 
tolerably miscellaneous gathering, are painful and disagreeable com- 
pany ; not because they have any disposition unduly to exalt them- 
selves, or are generally otherwise than cultivated and polite gentlemen, 
but, because too many of us are prone to twist ourselves out of shape 
before them, into contortions of servility and adulation. Elsewhere, 
Self-respect usually steps in to prevent this ; there is much less toady- 
ing and tuft-hunting ; and the intercourse between the two orders is 
infinitely more agreeable to both, and far more edifying to both. 

It is one of our Insularities, if we have a royal or titled visitor 
among us, to use expressions of slavish adulation in our public ad- 
dresses that have no response in the heart of any breathing creature, 
and to encourage the diffusion of details respecting such visitor’s devout 
behaviour at church, courtly behaviour in reception-rooms, decent 


1 



INSULARITIES 


behaviour at dinner-tables, implying^ previous aci^uaintance with the 
uses of knife, fork, spoon, and wine-glass,— which would really seem 
to denote that we had expected Orson. These doubtful compliments 
are paid nowhere else, and would not be paid by us if we had a little 
more self-respect. Through our intercourse with other nations, we 
cannot too soon import some. And when we have left off reoresent- 


A NIGHTLY SCENE IN 
LONDON 


On the fifth of last November, I, the Conductor of this journal, accom- 
panied by a friend well-known to the public, accidentally strayed into 
Whitechapel. It was a miserable evening; very dark, very muddy, 
and raining hard. 

There are many woful sights in that part of London, and it has 
been well-known to me in most of its aspects for many years. We 
had forgotten the mud and rain in slowly walking along and looking 
about us, when we found ourselves, at eight o’clock, before the Work- 
house. 

Crouched against the wall of the Workhouse, in the dark street, on 
the muddy pavement-stones, with the rain raining upon them, were 
five bundles of rags. They were motionless, and had no resemblance 
to the human form. Five great beehives, covered with rags — five 
dead bodies taken out of graves, tied neck and heels, and covered with 
rags — would have looked like those five bundles upon which the rain 
rained down in the public street. 

“ What is this I” said my companion. “ What is* this!” 

** Some miserable people shut out of the Casual Ward, I think,” 
said I. 

We had stopped before the five ragged mounds, and were quite 
rooted to the spot by their horrible appearance. Five awful Sphinxes 
by the wayside, crying to every passer-by, *'Stop and guess! What 
is to be the end of a state of society that leaves us here!” 

As we stood looking at them, a decent working-man, having the 
appearance of a stone-mason, touched me on the shoulder. 

“This is an awful sight, sir,” said he, “ in a Christian country!” 

**God knows it is, my friend,” said I. 

“I have often seen it much worse than this, as I have been going 
home from my work. I have counted fifteen, twenty, five-and-twenty, 
many a time. It’s a shocking thing to see.” 

**A shocking thing, indeed,” said I and my companion together. 
The man lingered near us a little while, wished us good-night, and 
went on. 
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We should have felt it brutal in us who had a better chance of being 
heard than the working-man, to leave the thing as it was, so we 
knocked at the Workhouse Gate. I undertook to be spokesman. 
The moment the gate was opened by an old pauper, I went in, followed 
close by my companion. I lost no time in passing the old porter, for 
I saw in his watery eye a disposition to shut us out. 

‘‘Be so good as to give that card to the master of the Workhouse, 
and say 1 shall be glad to speak to him for a moment.” 

We were in a kind of covered gateway, and the old porter went 
across it with the card. Before he had got to a door on our left, a 
man in a cloak and hat bounced out of it very sharply, as if he were 
in the nightly habit of being bullied and of returning the compliment. 
“Now, gentlemen,” said he in a loud voice, “what do you want 
here?” 

“ First,” said I, “ will you do me the favour to look at that card in 
your hand. Perhaps you may know my name.” 

“Yes,” says he, looking at it “I know this name.” 

“ Good. I only want to ask you a plain question in a civil manner, 
and there is not the least occasion for either of us to be angry. It 
would be very foolish in me to blame you, and I don’t blame you. 
I may find fault with the system you administer, but pray understand 
that I know you are here to do a duty pointed out to you, and that I 
have no doubt you do it. Now, I hope you won’t object to tell me 
what I want to know.” 

“No,” said he, quite mollified, and very reasonable, “not at all. 
What is it?” 

“ Do you know that there are five wretched creatures outside?” 

“ I haven’t seen them, but I dare say there are.” 

“ Do you doubt that there are?” 

“ No, not at all. There might be many more.” 

“Are they men? Or women?” 

“Women, I suppose. Very likely one or two of them were there 
last night, and the night before last” 

“There all night, do you mean?” 

“Very likely.” 

My companion and I looked at one another, and the master of the 
Workhouse added quickly, “Why, Lord bless my soul, what am I to 
do? What can I do? The place is full. The place is always full — 
every night. I must give the preference to women with children, 
mustn’t I? You wouldn’t have me not do that?” 

“Surely not,” said L “It is a very humane principle, and quite 
right; and I am glad to hear of it Don’t forget that I don’t blame 
yGu,''\ 

“ Well !” said he. And subdued himself again. 

“ What I want to ask you,” I went on, “ is whether you know any- 
thing against those five miserable beings outside?” 

“Don’t know anything about them,” said he, with a wave of his 
arm. 
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I ask, for this reason: that we mean to give them a trifle to get a 
lodging — if they are not shelterless because they are thieves for in- 
stance. — You don’t know them to be thieves?” 

“ I don’t know anything about them,” he repeated emphatically. 

“ That is to say, they are shut out, solely because the Ward is full?” 

“ Because the Ward is full.” 

“And if they got in, they would only have a roof for the night and 
a bit of bread in the morning, I suppose?” 

“That’s all. You’ll use your own discretion about what you give 
them. Only understand that I don’t know anything about them beyond 
what I have told you.” 

“Just so, I wanted to know no more. You have answered my 
question civilly and readily, and I am much obliged to you. I have 
nothing to say against you, but quite the contrary. Good night!” 

“Good night, gentlemen!” And out we came again. 

We went to the ragged bundle nearest to the Workhouse-door, and 
I touched it No movement replying, I gently shook it. The rags 
began to be slowly stirred within, and by little and little a head was 
unshrouded. The head of a young woman of three or four and twenty, 
as I should judge; gaunt with want, and foul with dirt ; but not natu- 
rally ugly. 

“Tell us,” said I, stooping down. “Why are you lying here?” 

“ Because I can’t get into the Workhouse.” 

She spoke in a faint dull way, and had no curiosity or interest left. 
She looked dreamily at the black sky and the falling rain, but never 
looked at me or my companion. 

“Were you here last night?” 

“Yes. All last night. And the night afore too.” 

“ Do you know any of these others?” 

“ I know her next but one. She was here last night, and she told 
me she come out of Essex. I don’t know no more of her.” 

“ You were here all last night, but you have not been here all day?” 

“No. Not all day.” 

“ Where have you been all day?” 

“About the streets.” 

“ What have you had to eat?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Come!” said I. “Think a little. You are tired and have been 
asleep, and don’t quite consider what you are saying to us. You have 
had something to eat to-day. Come! Think of it I” 

“ No I haven’t. Nothing but such bits as I could pick up about the 
market. Why, look at me! 

She bared her neck, and I covered it up again. 

“ If you had a shilling to get some supper and a lodging, should 
you know where to get it?” 

“Yes. I could do that.” 

“ For God’s sake get it then I” 

I put the money into her hand, and she feebly rose up and went 
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away. She never thanked me, never looked at me— melted away into 
the miserable night, in the strangest manner I ever saw. I have seen 
many strange things, but not one that has left a deeper impression on 
my memory than the dull impassive way in which tliat worn-out heap 
of misery took that piece of money, and was lost. 

One by one I spoke to all the five. In every one, interest and curi- 
osity were as extinct as in the first. They were all dull and languid. 
No one made any sort of profession or complaint; no one cared to look 
at me ; no one thanked me. When I came to the third, I suppose 
she saw that my companion and I glanced, with a new horror upon 
us, at the two last, who had dropped against each other in their sleep, 
and were lying like broken images. She said, she believed they were 
young sisters. These were the only words that were originated among 
the five. 

And now let me close this terribls account with a redeeming- and 
beautiful trait of the poorest of the poor. When we came out of the 
Workhouse, we had gone across the road to a public house, finding 
ourselves without silver, to get change for a sovereign. I held the 
money in my hand while I was speaking to the five apparitions. Our 
being so engaged, attracted the attention of many people of the very 
poor sort usual to that place; as we leaned over the mounds of rags, 
they eagerly leaned over us to see and hear; what I had in my hand, 
and what I said, and what I did, must have been plain to nearly all 
the concourse. When the last of the five had got up and faded away, 
the spectators opened to let us pass ; and not one of them, by word, or 
look, or gesture, begged of iis. Many of the observant faces were 
quick enough to know that it would have been a relief to us to have 
got rid of the rest of the money with any hope of doing good with it. 
But, there was a feeling among them all, that their necessities were 
not to be placed by the side of such a spectacle ; and they opened a way 
for us in profound silence, and let us go. 

My companion wrote to me, next day, that the five ragged bundles 
had been upon his bed all night. I debated how to add our testimony 
to that of many other persons who from time to time are impelled to 
write to the newspapers, by having come upon some shameful and 
shocking sight of this description. I resolved to write in these pages 
an exact account of what we had seen, but to wait until after Christ- 
mas, in order that there might be no heat or haste. I know that the 
unreasonable disciples of a reasonable school, demented disciples who 
push arithmetic and political economy beyond all bounds of sense (not 
to speak of such a weakness as humanity), and hold them to be all- 
sufficient for every case, can easily prove that such things ought to be, 
and that no man has any business to mind them. Without disparaging 
those indispensable sciences in their sanity, I utterly renounce and 
abominate them in their insanity; and I address people with a respect 
for the spirit of the New Testament, who do mind such things, and 
who think them infamous in our streets* 


THE FRIEND OF THE 
LIONS 


We are In the Studio of a friend of ours, whose knowledge of all kinds 
of Beasts and Birds has never been surpassed, and to whose profound 
acquaintance with the whole Animal Kingdom, every modern picture- 
gallery and every print-shop, at home and abroad, bears witness. We 
have been wanted by our friend as a model for a Rat-catcher. We feel 
much honoured, and are sitting to him in that distinguished capacity, 
with an awful Bulldog much too near us. 

Our friend is, as might be expected, the particular friend of the 
Lions in the Zoological Gardens, Regent’s Park, London. On behalf 
of that Royal Family dear to his heart, he offers — standing painting 
away at his easel, with his own wonderful vigour and ease — a few 
words of friendly remonstrance to the Zoological Society. 

You are an admirable society (says our friend, throwing in, now 
a bit of our head, and now a bit of the Bulldog’s), and you have 
done wonders. You are a society that has established in England, 
a national menagerie of the most beautiful description, and that has 
placed it freely and in a spirit deserving of the highest commendation 
within the reach of the great body of the people. You are a society 
rendering a real service and advantage to the public, and always most 
sensibly and courteously represented by your excellent Mitchell. 

Then why (proceeds our friend), don’t you treat your Lions better? 

In the earnestness of his enquiry, our friend looks harder than usual 
at the Bulldog. The Bulldog immediately droops and becomes embar- 
rassed. All dogs feel that our friend knows all their secrets, and that 
it is utterly hopeless to attempt to take him in. The last base action 
committed by this Bulldog is on his conscience, the moment our friend 
fixes him. “What? You did, eh?” says our friend to the Bulldog. 
The Bulldog licks his lips with the greatest nervousness, winks his red 
eyes, balances himself afresh on his bandy forelegs, and becomes a 
spectacle of dejection. He is as little like his vagabond self, as that 
remarkable breed which the French call a bouledogue. 

Your birds (says our friend, resuming his work, and addressing 
himself again to the Zoological Society), are as happy as the day is 
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—he was about to add, long, but glances at the light and substitutes 
’ short. Their natuial habits are perfectly understood, their structure 
is well-considered, and they have nothing to desire. Pass from your 
birds to those members of your collection whom Mr. Rogers used to 
call, “ our poor relations ”. Of course I mean the monkeys. They have 
an artificial climate carefully prepared for them. They have the bless- 
ing of congenial society carefully secured to them. They are among 
their own tribes and connexions. They have shelves to skip upon, 
and pigeon-holes to creep into. Graceful ropes dangle from the upper 
beams of their sitting-rooms, by which they swing, for their own enjoy- 
ment, the fascination of the fair sex, and the instruction of the enquir- 
ing minds of the rising generation. Pass from our poor relations to 
that beast, the Hippopotamus — What do you mean? 

The last enquiry is addressed, not to the Zoological Society, but 
to the Bulldog, who has deserted his position, and is sneaking away. 
Passing his brush into the left thumb on which he holds his palette, 
our friend leisurely walks up to the Bulldog, and slaps his face 1 Even 
we, whose faith is great, expect to see him next moment with the Bull- 
dog hanging on to his nose; but, the Bulldog is abjectly polite, 
and would even wag his tail if it had not been bitten off in his 
infancy. 

Pass, I was saying (coolly pursues our friend at his easel again), 
from our poor relations to that impersonation of sensuality, the Hippo- 
potamus, How do you provide for him? Could he find, on the banks 
of the Nile, such a villa as you have built for him on the banks of the 
Regent^s canal? Could he find, in his native Egypt, an appropriately 
furnished drawing-room, study, bath, wash-house, and spacious plea- 
sure-ground, all en suite, and always ready? I think not. Now, I 
beseech your managing committee and your natural philosophers, to 
come with me and look at the Lions. 

Here, our friend seizes a piece of charcoal and instantly produces, 
on a new canvas standing on another easel near, a noble Lion and 
Lioness. ^ The Bulldog (who deferentially resumed his position after 
having his face slapped), looks on in manifest uneasiness, lest this 
new proceeding should have something to do with him. 

There ! says our friend, throwing the charcoal away. There they are I 
The majestic King and Queen of quadrupeds. The British Lion is no 
longer a fictitious creature in the British coat of arms. You produce 
your British Lion every year from this royal couple. And how, with 
all the vast amount of resources, knowledge, and experience at your 
command, how do you treat these your great attractions? From 
day to day, I find the [noble creatures patiently wearing out their 
weary lives in narrow spaces where they have hardly room to turn, 
and condemned to face in the roughest weather a bitter Nor’-Westerly 
aspect. Look at those wonderfully-constructed feet, with their ex- 
quisite machinery for alighting from springs and leaps. What do 
you conceive to be the kind of ground to which those feet are, in the 
great foresight of Nature, least adapted? Bare, smooth, hard boards, 
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perhaps, like the deck of a ship? Yes. A strang-e reason why you 
should choose that and no other flooring for their dens ! 

Why, Heaven preserve us! (cries our friend, frightening the Bulldog 
very much) do any of you keep a cat? Will any of you do me the 
favour to watch a cat in a field or garden, on a bright sunshiny day 
— how she crouches in the mould, rolls in the sand, basks in the grass, 
delights to vary the surface upon which she rests, and change the form 
of the substance upon wdiich she takes her ease. Compare such sur- 
faces and substances wdth the one uniform, unyielding, unnatural, 
unelastic, inappropriate piece of human carpentery upon Which these 
beautiful animals, with their vexed faces, pace and repace, and pass 
each other two hundred and fifty times an hour. 

It is really incomprehensible (our friend proceeds), in you who 
should be so well acquainted with animals, to call these boards-— or 
that other uncomfortable boarded object like a Mangle with the inside 
taken out — a Bed, for creatures with these limbs and these habits. 
That, a Bed for a Lion and Lioness, which does not even give them 
a chance of being bruised in a new place? Learn of your cat again, 
and see how she goes to bed. Did you ever find her, or any living 
creature, go to bed, without re-arranging to the whim and sensation 
of the moment, the materials of the bed itself? Don't you, the Zoo- 
logical Society, punch and poke your pillows, and settle into suitable 
places in your beds? Consider then, what the discomfort of these 
magnificent brutes must be, to whom you leave no diversity of choice, 
no power of new arrangement, and as to whose unchanging and 
unyielding beds you begin with a form and substance that have no 
parallel in their natural lives. If you doubt the pain they must 
endure, go to museums and colleges whei'e the bones of lions and 
other animals of the feline tribe who have lived in captivity under 
similar circumstances, are preserved; and you will find them thickly 
encrusted with a granulated substance, the result of long lying upon 
unnatural and uncomfortable planes. 

I will not be so pressing as to the feeding of my Royal Friends 
(pursues the Master), but even there I think you are wrong. You may 
rely upon it, that the best regulated families of Lions and Lionesses 
don’t dine every day punctually at the same hour, in their natural 
state, and don’t always keep the same kind and quantity of meat in 
the larder. However, I will readily waive that question of board, if 
you will only abandon the other. 

The time of jthe sitting being out, our friend takes his palette from 
his thumb, lays it aside with his brush, ceases to address the Zoo- 
logical Society, and releases the Bulldog and myself. Having occasion 
to look closely at the Bulldog’s chest, he turns that model over as if 
he were made of clay (if I were to touch him with my little finger 
he would pin me instantly), and examines him without the smallest 
regard to his personal wishes or convenience. The Bulldog, having 
humbly submitted, is shown to the door. 

‘'Eleven precisely, to-morrow, ’V says our friend, “ or it will be the 
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worse for you/’ The Bulldog; respectfully slouches out. Looking out 
of the window, I presently see him going across the garden, accom- 
panied by a particularly ill-looking proprietor with a black eye— my 
prototype I presume — again a ferocious and audacious Bulldog, who 
will evidently kill some other dog before he gets home. 


WHYP 


I am going to ask a few questions which frequently present them- 
selves to my mind. I am not going to ask them with any expectation 
of getting an answer, but in the comforting hope that I shall find 
some thousands of sympathising readers, whose minds are constantly 
asking similar questions. 

Why does a young woman of prepossessing appearance, glossy hair, 
and neat attire, taken from any station of life and put behind the 
counter of a Refreshment Room on an English Railroad, conceive the 
idea that her mission in life is to treat me with scorn? Why does she 
disdain my plaintive and respectful solicitations for portions of pork- 
pie or cups of tea? Why does she feed me like a hysena? What 
have I done to incur the young lady’s displeasure? Is it, that I have 
come there to be refreshed? It is strange that she should take that 
ill, because her vocation would be gone if I and my fellow-travellers 
did not appear before her, suing in humility to be allowed to lay out 
a little money. Yet I never offered her any other injury. Then, why 
does she wound my sensitive nature by being so dreadfully cross to 
me? She has relations, friends, acquaintances, with whom to quarrel. 
Why does she pick out for her natural enemy? 

When a Reviewer or other Writer has crammed himself to choking 
with some particularly abstruse piece of information, why does he 
introduce it with the casual remark, that ‘‘every schoolboy knows” 
it? He didn’t know it himself last week; why is it indispensable that 
he should let off this introductory cracker among his readers? We 
have a vast number of extraordinary fictions in common use, but this 
fiction of the schoolboy is the most unaccountable to me of all. It 
supposes the schoolboy to know everything. The schoolboy knows 
the exact distance, to an inch, from the moon to Uranus. The school- 
boy knows every conceivable quotation from the Greek and Latin 
authors. The schoolboy is up at present, and has been these two 
years, in the remotest corners of the maps of Russia and Turkey; 
previously to which display of his geographical accomplishments he 
had been on the most intimate terms with the whole of the gold 
regions of Australia. If there were a run against the monetary 
system of the country to-morrow, we should find this prodigy of a 
schoolboy down upon us with the deepest mysteries of banking and 
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the currency. We have nearly got rid of the Irishman who stood by 
us so long, and did so much public service, by enabling the narrators 
of facetious anecdotes to introduce them with As the Irishman said 
We have quite got rid of the Frenchman who was for many years in 
partnership with him. Are we never, on any terms, to get rid of the 
schoolboy? 

If the Court Circular be a sacred institution for the edification of 
a free people, why is the most abhorred villain always invested, in 
right of that frightful distinction, with a Court Circular of his own? 
Why am I always to be told about the rufhan’s pleasant manners, 
his easy ways, his agreeable smile, his affable talk, the profound con- 
viction of his innocence that he blandly wafts into the soft bosoms 
of guileless Iambs of turnkeys, the orthodox air with which he comes 
and goes, with his Bible and prayer-book in his hand, along the yard, 
that I fervently hope may have no outlet for him but the gallows? 
Why am I to be dosed and drenched with these nauseous particulars, 
in the case of every wretch sufficiently atrocious to become their sub- 
ject? Why am I supposed never to know all about it beforehand, 
and never to have been pelted with similar mud in my life? Has 
not the whole detestable programme been presented to me without 
variation, fifty times? Am I not familiar with every line of it, from 
its not being generally known that Sharmer was much respected in 
the County of Blankshire, down to the virtuous heat of Bilkins, 
Sharmer’s counsel, when, in his eloquent address, he cautions the 
jurymen about laying their heads on their pillows, and is moved to 
pious wTath by the wicked predisposition of human nature to object 
to the foulest murder that its faculties can imagine? Why, why, why, 
must I have the Newgate Court Circular over and over again, as if 
the genuine Court Circular were not enough to make me modestly 
independent, proud, grateful, and happy? 

When I overhear my friend Blackdash inquire of my friend Asterisk 
whether he knows Sir Giles Scroggins, why does Asterisk reply, 
provisionally and with limitation, that he has met him? Asterisk 
knows as well as I do, that he has no acquaintance with Sir Giles 
Scroggins; why does he hesitate to say so, point blank? A man may 
not even know Sir Giles Scroggins by sight, yet be a man for a’ that. 
A man may distinguish himself, without the privity and aid of Sir 
Giles Scroggins. It is even supposed by some that a man may get 
to Heaven without being introduced by Sir Giles Scroggins. Then 
why not come out with the bold declaration, I really do not know 
Sir Giles Scroggins, and I have never found that eminent person in 
the least necessary to my existence”? 

When I go to the Play, why must I find everything conventionally 
done — reference to nature discharged, and reference to stage-usage 
the polar star of the dramatic art? Why does the baron, or the 
general, or the venerable steward, or the amiable old farmer, talk 
about his chee-ilde? He knows of no such thing as a chee-ilde 
anywhere else; what business has he with a chee-ilde on the boards 
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alone? I never knew an old gentleman to hug himself with his left 
arm, fall into a comic fit of delirium tremens, and say to his son, 
“ Damme, you dog, will you marry her?” Yet, the moment I see 
an old gentleman on the stage with a small cape to his coat, I know 
of course that this will infallibly happen. Now, why should 1 be 
under the obligation to be always entertained by this spectacle, how- 
ever refreshing, and why should I never be surprised? 

Why have six hundred men been trying through several generations 
to fold their arms? The last twenty Parliaments have directed their 
entire attention to this graceful art. I have heard it frequently de- 
clared by individual senators that a certain ex-senator still producible, 
“folded his arms better than any man in the house”. I have seen 
aspirants inflamed with a lofty ambition, studying through whole 
sessions the folded arms on the Treasury Bench, and trying to fold 
their arms according to the patterns there presented. I have known 
neophytes far more distracted about the folding of their arms than 
about the enunciation of their political views, or the turning of their 
periods. The injury inflicted on the nation by Mr. Canning, when 
he folded his arms and got his portrait taken, is not to be calculated. 
Every member of Parliament from that hour to the present has been 
trying to fold his arms. It is a graceful, a refined, a decorative art; 
but, I doubt if its results will bear comparison with the infinite pains 
and charges bestowed upon its cultivation. 

Why are we so fond of talking about ourselves as “eminently a 
practical people”? Are we eminently a practical people? In our 
national works, for example ; our public buildings, our public places, 
our columns, the lines of our new streets, our monstrous statues ; do 
we come so very practically out of all that? No, to be sure; but we 
have our railroads, results of private enterprise, and they are great 
works. Granted. Yet, is it very significant of an eminently practical 
people that we live under a system which wasted hundreds of thou- 
sands of pounds in law and corruption, before an inch of those roads 
could be made I Is it a striking proof of an eminently practical people 
having invested their wealth in making them, that in point of money 
return, in point of public accommodation, in every particular of com- 
fort, profit, and management, they are at a heavy discount when 
compared with the railways on the opposite side of a sea-channel five 
and twenty miles across, though those were made under all the dis- 
advantages consequent upon unstable governments and shaken public 
confidence? Why do we brag so? If an inhabitant of some other 
sphere were to light upon our earth in the neighbourhood of Norwich, 
were to take a first-class ticket to London, were to attend an Eastern 
Counties’ Railway meeting in Bishopsgate Street, were to go down 
from London Bridge to Dover, cross to Calais, travel from Calais to 
Marseilles, and be furnished with an accurate statement of the rail- 
way cost and profit on either side of the water (having compared the 
ease and comfort for himself), which people would he suppose to be 
the eminently practical one, I wonder! 
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Why, on the other hand, do we adopt, as a mere matter of lazy 
usage, charges against ourselves, that have as little foundation as 
some of our boasts? We are eminently a money-loving people. Are 
we? Well, we are bad enough; but, I have heard Money more 
talked of in a week under the stars and stripes, than in a year under 
the union-jack. In a two hours^ walk in Paris, any day, you shall 
overhear more scraps of conversation that turn upon Money, Money, 
Money, Money, than in a whole day’s saunter between Temple Bar and 
the Royal Exchange. I go into the Thd^tre Frangais, after the rising 
of the curtain ; fifty to one the first words I hear from the stage as I 
settle myself in my seat, are fifty thousand francs ; she has a dowry 
of fifty thousand francs ; he has an income of fifty thousand francs ; 
I will bet you fifty thousand francs upon it, my dear Emile ; I come 
from winning at the Bourse, my celestial Diane, fifty thousand francs. 
I pass into the Boulevard theatres one by one. At the Varidtds, I 
find an old lady who must be conciliated by two opposing nephews, 
because she has fifty thousand francs per annum. At the Gymnase, 
I find the English Prime Minister (attended by his faithful servant 
Tom Bob), in a fearful predicament occasioned by injudicious specu- 
lation in millions of francs. At the Porte St. Martin, I find a pictur- 
esque person with a murder on his mind, into which he has been 
betrayed by a pressing necessity for a box containing fifty thousand 
francs. At the Ambigu, I find everybody poisoning eveiy^body else 
for fifty thousand francs. At the Lyrique, I find on the stage a portly 
old gentleman, a slender young gentleman, and a piquante little 
woman with sprightly eyebrows, all singing an extremely short song 
together about fifty thousand francs Lira lara, fifty thousand francs 
Ting ting! At the Imperial, I find a general with his arm in a 
bandage, sitting in a magnificent summer-house, relating his auto- 
biography to his niece, and arriving at this point: It is to this 
ravishing spot then, my dearest Julie, that I, thy uncle, faithful al- 
ways to his Emperor, then retired; bringing with me my adorable 
Georgette, this wounded arm, this cross of glory, the love of France, 
remembrances ever inextinguishable of the Emperor, my master, and 
fifty thousand francs”. At this establishment the sum begins to 
diminish, and goes on rapidly decreasing until I finish at the Funam- 
bules and find Pierrot despoiling a friend of only one hundred francs, 
to the great satisfaction of the congregated blouses. Again. Will 
any Englishman undertake to match me that generic French old lady 
whom I will instantly produce against him, from the private life of 
any house of five floors in the French capital, and who is a mere 
gulf for swallowing my money, or any man’s money? That generic 
French old lady who, whether she gives me her daughter to wife, 
or sits next me in a balcony at a theatre, or opposite to me in a 
public carriage, or lets me an apartment, or plays me a match at 
dominoes, or sells me an umbrella, equally absorbs my substance, 
calculates my resources with a fierce nicety, and is intent upon my 
ruin? That generic French old lady who is always in black, and 
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always protuberant, and always complimentary, and who always eats 
up ever^hing that is presented to her-almost eats 
—and who has a supernatural craving after francs which fascinates 
me, and inclines me to pour out all I have at her f®®*’ 

“ Take them and twinkle at me with those hungry eyes no more . 
We eminently a money-loving people! Why do we talk such no - 
sense with this terrible old woman to contradict 

Why do we take conclusions into our heads for which '-e have no 

warraL, and bolt with them like mad horses, “"‘*1 S^an 

uo by stone walls? Why do we go cheering and shouting after an 
offiS who didn’t run a^y-as though all the rest of our brave 
officers did run away!— and why do we go plucking hairs out of the 
tail of the identical charger, and why do we follow up the identical 
uniform and why do we stupidly roar ourselves hoarse with acclama- 
tion about nothing? Why don’t we stop to think? Why ^ 

to one another, “What have the identical charger and the identic^ 
uniform done for us, and what have they done against us: let us look 
at the account”. How much better this would be than straining our 
throats first, and afterwards discovering that there was less than n 

Why ^am I, at any given moment, in tears of triumph and joy, 
becauJe Buffy and Boodle are at the head of public affairs? 
declare that I have not the least idea what specific action Buffy and 
Boodle have ever in the whole course of their existence doi^, that 
has been of any appreciable advantage to my beloved country. On 
the other hand, I no less freely acknowledge that I have seen Buffy 
and Boodle (with some small appearance of trading m principles), 
nail their colours to every mast in the political fleet. Yet I ®"J®“ 
everybody— because everybody swears to me— that Buffy and Boodle 
are the only men for the crisis, and that pone of women born, but 
Buffy and Boodle, could pull us through it. I would quarrel with 
my wn for Buffy and Boodle. I almost believe that in one of my 
states of excitement I would die for Buffy and ®°°‘f'®- 
be presently subscribing for statues to Buffy and Boodle. Now, I am 
curious to know why I go on in this way? I am profoundly in ear- 
nest: but I want to know Why? _ ^ 

I wonder why I feel a glow of complacency in a court of justice, 
when I hear the learned judges taking uncommon pains to prevent 
the prisoner from letting out the truth. If the object of the tnal be 
to discover the truth, perhaps it might be as edifying to hear it, even 
from the prisoner, as to hear what is unquestionably not the truth 
from the prisoner’s advocate. I wonder why I say, m a flushed and 
rapturous manner, that it would be “un-English” to examine the 
prisoner, I suppose that with common fairness it would be next to 
impossible to confuse him, unless he lied; and if he did he, I suppose 
he could hardly be brought to confusion too soon. Why does that 
word ** un-English”* always act as a spell upon me, and why do 
J suffer it to settle any question? Twelve months ago, it was un- 
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English to abstain from throttling our soldiers. Thirty years ago, 
it was un-English not to hang people up by scores every Monday. 
Sixty years ago, it was un-English to be sober after dinner. A hun- 
dred years ago, it was umEnglish not to love cock-fighting, prize- 
fighting, dog-fighting, bull-baiting, and other savageries. Why do 
I submit to the word as a clincher, without asking myself whether it 
has any moaning? I don’t dispute that I do so, every day of my life; 
but I want to know why I do so? 

On the other hand, why am I meek in regard of really non-English 
sentiments, if the potent bugbear of that term be not called into play? 
Here Is a magistrate tells me I am one of a nation of drunkards. 
All Englishmen are drunkards, is the judicial bray. Here is another 
magistrate propounding from the seat of justice the stupendous non- 
sense that it is desirable that every person who gives alms in the 
streets should be fined for that offence. This to a Christian people, 
and with the New Testament lying before him — as a sort of dummy, 
I suppose, to swear witnesses on. Why does my so-easily-frightencd 
nationality not take offence at such things? My hobby shies at 
shadows; why does it amble so quietly past these advertising-vans 
of Blocklieads seeking notoriety? 

Why? I might as well ask, Why I leave off here, when I have 
a long perspective of Why stretching out before me. 


PROPOSALS FOR 
A NATIONAL JEST-BOOK 



It has been ascertained, within the last two years, that Britannia is 
in want of nothing but an official joker. Having such exalted officer 
to poke her in the ribs when she considers her condition serious, and 
to put her off with a wink when she utters a groan, she must^ certainly 
be flourishing, and it shall be heresy to doubt the fact. By this sign ye 
shall know it 

My patriotism and my national pride have been so warmed by the 
discovery, that, following out the great idea, I have reduced to writing 
a scheme for the re-establishment of the obsolete office of Court Joker. 
It would be less expensive to maintain than a First Lord of the Jokery, 
and might lead to the discovery of better jokes than issue from that 
Department. My scheme is an adaptation of a plan I matured some 
years ago, for the revival of the office of Lord Mayor’s Fool; a design 
which, I am authorised to mention, would have been adopted by the 
City of London, but for that eminent body, the Common Council, 
agreeing to hold the office in Commission, and to satisfy the public, 
in all their Addresses to great personages, that they are never unmind- 
ful of its comic duties. 

It is not, however, of either of these ingenious proposals (if I may be 
permitted to call them so) that I now desire to treat. It is of another 
and far more comprehensive project for the compilation of a National 
Jest-Book. 

Few people, I submit, can fail to have observed what rich materials 
for such a collection are constantly being strewn about. The parlia- 
mentary debates, the audiences given to deputations at the public 
offices, the proceedings of Courts of Enquiry, the published corres- 
pondence of distinguished personages, teem with the richest humour. 
Is it not a reproach to us, as a humorous nation, that we have no 
recognised Encyclopaedia of these facetious treasures, which may be 
preserved, and (in course of time), catalogued, by Signor Panizzi in 
the British Museum? 

What I propose is, that a learned body of not fewer than forty 
members, each to receive two thousand five hundred pounds per 
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annum, free of Income Tax, and the whole to be chosen from the 
younger sons, nephews, cousins and cousin-germans, of the Aristoc- 
racy, be immediately appointed in perpetuity for the compilation of 
a National Jest-Book. That, in these appointments, the preference 
shall be given to those young noblemen and gentlemen who know 
the least of the subject, and that every care shall be taken to exclude 
qualified persons. That, the First Lord of the Jokery be, in right of 
his office, the President of this Board, and that in his patronage the 
appointments shall rest. That, it shall meet as seldom as it thinks 
proper. That, no one shall be a quorum. That, on the first of April 
in every year, this learned society shall publish an annual volume, in 
imperial quarto, of the National Jest-Book, price Ten Pounds. 

I foresee that I shall be met at this point by the objection that the 
proposed price is high, and that the sale of the National Jest-Book will 
not remunerate the country for the cost of its production. But, this 
objection will instantly vanish when I proceed to state that it is one 
of my leading ideas to make this gem of books the source of an 
immense addition to the public revenue, by passing an act of Parlia- 
ment to render it compulsory on all householders rated to the relief 
of the poor in the annual value of twenty-five pounds, to take a copy. 
The care of this measure I would entrust to Mr. Frederick Peel, 
the distinguished Under-Secretary for War, whose modest talents, con- 
ciliatory demeanour, and remarkable success in quartering soldiers on 
all the private fiunilies of Scotland, particularly point him out as the 
Statesman for the purpose. 

As the living languages are not much esteemed in the public schools 
frequented by the superior classes, and as it might be on the whole 
expedient to publish a National collection in the National tongue 
(though too common and accessible), it is probable that some revision 
of the labours of the learned Board would be necessary before any 
volume should be finally committed to the press. Such revision I 
would entrust to the Royal Literary Fund, finding it to have one pro- 
fessor of literature a member of its managing committee. It might 
not be amiss to embellish the first volume of the National Jest-Book 
with a view of that wealthy institution and with explanatory letter- 
press descriptive of its spending forty pounds in giving away a 
Hundred; of its being governed by a council which can never meet 
nor be by any earthly power called together, of its boasted secrets 
touching the distresses of authors being officially accessible at all 
times, to more than one publisher; and of its being a neat example 
of a practical joke. 

The style of the National Jest-Book, in narrating those choice pieces 
of wit and humour of which it will be the storehouse, to be strictly 
limited (as everything in the United Kingdom of Great Britain and 
Ireland ought to be), by precedent. No departure from the established 
Jest-Book method, to be sanctioned on any account. If the good old 
style were sufficient for our forefathers, it is sufficient for the present 
and all future generations. In my desire to render these proposals 
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plain, complete, and practical, I proceed to offer some specimens of 
the manner in which the National Jest-Book will require to be con- 
ducted. 

As, in the precedents, there is a supposititious personage, by name 
Tom Brown, upon whom witty observations are fathered which there 
is a difficulty in fastening on any one else, so, in the National Collec- 
tion, it will be indispensable to introduce a similar fiction. I propose 
that a certain imaginary Mr. Bull be established as the Tom Brown 
of the National Collection. 

Let us suppose, for example, that the learned Board, in pursuing 
their labours for the present year one thousand eight hundred and 
fifty-six, were reducing to writing the National jests of the month 
of April. They would proceed according to the following example. 

Bull and the M.P. 

A waggish member of Parliament, when vaccination had been intro- 
duced by Dr. Jenner upwards of half a century, and had saved in- 
numerable thousands of people from premature death, from suffering, 
and from disfigurement — as, down to that time, had been equally 
well-known to wise men and fools — rose in his place in the House 
of Commons and denounced it forsooth. “For,” says he, “it is a 
failure, and the cause of death.” One meeting Mr. Bull, and telling 
him of this pretty speech, and further of its eliciting from that aston- 
ishing assembly no demonstration, “Aye,” cries Bull, looking mighty 
grave, “but if the Member for Nineveh had mistaken, in that same 
place, the Christian name of a Cornet in the Guards, you should have 
had howling enough I” 

Again, another example. 

Bull and the Bishop 

A certain Bishop who was officially a learned priest and a devout 
but who was individually either imbecile or an abusive and indecen,. 
common fellow, printed foul letters wherein he called folks by bad 
names, as Devils, Liars, and the like. A Cambridge man, meeting 
Bull, asked him of what family this Bishop was and to whom he was 
related? “Nay, I know not,” cries Bull, “but I take my oath he is 
neither of the line of the apostles, nor descends from their Master.” 
“How, now,” quoth the Cambridge man, “hath he no connection 
with the Fishermen?” “He hath the connection that Billingsgate 
hath with Fishermen, and no other,” says Bull. “But,” quoth the 
Cambridge man again, “I understand him to be great in the dead 
tongues.” “He may be that too,” says Bull, “and yet be small in 
the living ones, for he can neither write his own tongue nor yet 
hold it.” 

Sometimes it would be necessary, as in the Tom Brown precedents, 
to represent Bull in the light of being innocently victimised, and as 
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not possessing that readiness which characterises him in the fore- 
going models. The learned body forming the National Collection 
would then adopt the following plan. 

Bull got the Better of 

Bull, riding once from market on a stout Galloway nag, was met 
upon the Tiverton highway by a footpad in a soldier’s coat (an old 
hand), who rified him of all he carried and jeered him besides, saying, 
** A fig for you. I can wind you round my finger, I can pull your 
nose any day,”— and doing it, too, contemptuously, while he spoke, 
so that he brought the blood mounting into Bull’s cheeks. Prithee 
tell me,” says Bull, pacifically, **why do you want my money?” 
‘ VFor the vigorous prosecution of your war against the birds of prey,” 
replies the fellow with his tongue in his cheek, — who indeed had been 
hired by Bull to scare those vermin, just when the farm-traps and 
blunderbusses had been found to be horribly out of order, and were 
beginning to be put right For which he now tnok all the credit. 
/‘But what have you done?” asks Bull. “ Never mind,” says 
the fellow, tweaking him by the nose again. “You have not made 
one good sliot in any direction that I know of,” cries Bull; “is that 
vigorous prosecution?” “ Yes,” cries the fellow, tweaking him by 
the nose again. “You have discomfited me the best and bravest 
boys I sent into the field,” says Bull; “is Maif vigorous prosecution?” 
“Yes,” cries the fellow, tweaking him by the nose again. “You 
have brought down upon my head the heaviest and shamefullest book 
with a blue cover (called the Fall of Kars), in all my library,” .says 
Bull ; “ is that vigorous prosecution?” “ Yes,” says the fellow, tweak- 
ing him by the nose again. “Tlien,” whispers Bull to his Galloway 
nag, as he gave him the rein, “you and I had better jog along feebly, 
for it should seem to be the only true way of prospering.” And so 
sneaked off. 

Occasionally, the learned body would resort to the dialogue form, 
for variety’s sake. As thus throughout these instances, 1 suppose 
them engaged with the compilation for the month of April in the 
present year. 

Dialogue between Bull and a Person of Quality 

Person of Q, So, Bull, how dost? 

Bulk My humble duty and service to your lordship, with your lord- 
ship’s gracious leave,— I am tolerable. 

Person of Q. The better for a firm, and durable, and glorious peace; 
eh, Bull? 

Bulk Humph! 

Person of Q, Why, what a curmudgeon art thou, Bull I Dost thou 
begrudge the peace? ■ 

Sulk The juord forbid, my humble duty and service to your noble 
( 0 347) 0 ‘J 


398 HOUSEHOLD WORDS 

lordship. But, I was thinking (by your lordship’s favour) how best 
to keep it. 

Person of Q. Be easy on that point. There shall be a great 
standing-army, and a great navy, and your relations and friends 
shall have more than their share of the bad, doubtful, and indifferent 
posts in both. 

BulL How as to the good posts, your honourable lordship? 

Person of Q, Humph! (laughing.) 

Bull, Will your noble honour vouchsafe me a word? 

Person of Q. Quickly then, Bull, and don’t be prosy. I can’t abide 
being bored. 

Bull, I humbly thank your noble honourable lordship for your 
noble honour’s kind permission. Army and navy, I know, will both 
be necessary; but, I was thinking (saving your noble lordship’s 
gracious presence) that my good friends and allies the people of 
France can move in concert in large bodies, and are accustomed to 
the use of arms. 

Person of Q, (frowning.) A military nation. None of that here, 
Bull, none of that here! 

Bull, With your noble lordship’s magnificent toleration, I would 
respectfully crave leave to scatter a few deferential syllables in the 
radiancy of your noble countenance. I find that this characteristic 
is not peculiar to my friends the French, but belongs, more or less, 
to all the peoples of Europe : whereof the English are the only 
people possessing the peculiarity of being quite untrained in the 
power of associating to defend themselves, their children, their 
women, and their native land. Will your noble honour’s magna- 
nimity bear with me if I represent that your noble lordship has, for 
some years now, discouraged the old British spirit, and disarmed the 
British hand? Your noble honour’s Game Preserves, and political 
sentiments, have been the cause of 

Person of Q, (interrupting.) S’death, Bull, I am bored. Make an 
end of this. 

Bull, With your honour’s gracious attention, I will finish this 
minute. I was about to represent, with my humblest duty to your 
noble lordship, that if your honourable grace could find it in your 
benignity to take the occasion of this Peace to trust your country- 
men a little — to show some greater confidence in their love of their 
country and their loyalty to their sovereign — to think more of the 
peasants and less of the pheasants — and if your worship’s loftiness 
could deign to encourage the common English clay to become moulded 
into so much of a soldierly shape as would make it a rampart for the 
whole empire, and place the^ Englishman on an equality with the 
Frenchman, the Piedmontese, the German, the American, the Swiss, 
your noble honour would therein do a great right, timely, which you 
will otherwise, as certain as Death, (if your noble worship will excuse 
that levelling word), at last condescend to try to do in a hurry when it 
shall be too late. 
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Person of Q. (ysLwnmg.) Prithee get out, Bull. This is revolu- 
tionary, and what not; and I am bored. 

Bull. I humbly thank your noble lordship for your gracious atten- 
tion. (And so, bowing low, retires, expressing his high sense of the 
courtesy and patience with which he has had the distinguished honour 
of being received.) 

I shall conclude by offering one other example for the guidance of 
tlie learned Commission of forty compilers, which I have no doubt will 
be appointed within a short time after the publication of these sug- 
gestions. It is important, as introducing Mrs. Bull, and showing 
how she may be discreetly admitted into the National Jest-Book, on 
occasions, with the conjugal object of eliciting Mr. Bull’s best points. 

Example. 

Mrs. Bull’s Curlpapers 

Bull, in this same month of April, takes it into his head that he will 
make a trip to France. So away he goes, after first repairing to the 
warehouse of honest Murray in Albemarle Street, Piccadilly, to buy 
a guide-book, and travels with all diligence both to Paris and Bor- 
deaux. Suddenly, and while Mrs. Bull supposeth him to be sojourn- 
ing in the wine-growing countries, not drinking water there you may 
be sure, lo, he re-appearetli at his own house in I-ondon, attended by 
a great wagon filled with newspapers I Mrs. Bull, admiring to see so 
many newspapers and those foreign, asks him why he hath returned 
so soon and with that cargo? Saith Bull, ** they are French curl- 
papers for thy head, my dear.” Mrs. Bull protests that in all her life 
she never can have need of a hundredth part of that store. *‘ Any 
how,” saith Bull, **put them away in the dark, housewife, for I am 
heartily ashamed of them.” ‘'Ashamed of them!” says she, “Yes,” 
retorts Bull, “and thus it is. While I was in France, sweetheart, 
a deputation waited on the Government in England, touching the 
duties on foreign wines. And the French newspapers were so 
astounded by the jokery with which the deputation was received, and 
by the ignorance of the Government, which was wrong in all its 
statements (one of the best informed among them computes to the 
extent, in one calculation, of seventeen hundred and fifty per cent), 
that I was ashamed to see those journals lying about, and bought 
up all I could find!” 

My project for a National Jest-Book is now before the Public, I 
would merely remark, in conclusion, that if the revenue arising from 
the compulsory purchase of the collection should enable our enlightened 
government to dispense with the Income Tax, the public will be the 
gainers : inasmuch as the new impost will provide them with some- 
thing tangible to show for their money. 
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When was I last in France all the winter, deducting the many hours 
I passed upon the wet and windy way between France and England? 
In what autumn and spring was it that those Champs Elysdes trees 
were yellow and scant of leaf when I first looked at them out of my 
balcony, and were a bright and tender green when I last looked at 
them on a beautiful May morning? 

I cank make out I am never sure of time or place upon a Rail- 
road. I can’t read, I can’t think, I can’t sleep — I can only dream. 
Rattling along in this railway carriage in a state of luxurious con- 
fusion, I take it for granted I am coming from somewhere, and going 
somewhere else. I seek to know no more. Why things come into my 
head and fly out again, whence they come and why they come, where 
they go and why they go, I am incapable of considering. It may be 
the guard’s business, or the railway company’s ; I only know it is not 
mine. I know nothing about myself— for anything I know, I may be 
coming from the Moon, 

If I am coming from the Moon, what an extraordinary people the 
Mooninians must be for sitting down in the open air I I have seen 
them wipe the hoar frost off the seats in the public ways, on the 
faintest appearance of a gleam of sun, and sit down to enjoy them- 
selves. I have seen them, two minutes after it has left off raining 
for the first time in elght-and-forty hours, take chairs in the midst of 
the mud and water, and begin to chat. I have seen them by the road- 
side, easily reclining on iron couches, when their beards have been 
all but blown off their chins by the east wind. I have seen them, 
with no protection from the black drizzle and dii't but a saturated 
canvas blind overhead, and a handful of sand under foot, smoke and 
drink new beer, whole evenings. And the Mooninian babies. Heavens, 
what a surprising race are the Mooninian babies ! Seventy-one of these 
innocents have I counted, with their nurses and chairs, spending the 
day outside the Cafd de la Lune, in weather that would have satisfied 
Herod, Thirty-nine have I beheld in that locality at once, with these 
eyes, partaking of their natural refreshment under umbrellas. Twenty- 
three have I seen engaged with skipping-ropes, in mire three inches 

400 


RAILWAY DREAMING 


401 


thick. At three years old the Mooninian babies grow up. They are 
by that time familiar with coffee-houses, and used up as to truffles. 
They dine at six. Soup, fish, two entries, a vegetable, a cold dish, or 
pat6-de-foi e-gras, a roast, a salad, a sweet, and a preserved peach or so, 
form (with occasional whets of sardines, radishes, and Lyons sausage) 
their frugal repast. They breakfast at eleven, on a light beefsteak 
with Madeira sauce, a kidney steeped in champagne, a trifle of sweet- 
bread, a plate of fried potatoes, and a glass or two of wholesome 
Bordeaux wine. I have seen a marriageable young female aged five, 
in a mature bonnet and crinoline, finish off at a public establishment 
with her amiable parents, on coffee that would consign a child of any 
other nation to the family undertaker in one experiment. I have dined 
at a friendly party, sitting next to a Mooninian baby, who ate of nine 
dishes besides ice and fruit, and, wildly stimulated by sauces, in all 
leisure moments flourished its spoon about its head in the manner of 
a pictorial glory. 

The Mooninian Exchange was a strange sight in my time. The 
Mooninians of all ranks and classes were gambling at that period 
(whenever it was), in the wildest manner— in a manner, which, in 
its extension to all possible subjects of gambling, and in the prevalence 
of the frenzy among all grades, has few parallels that I can recall 
The steps of the Mooninian Bourse were thronged every day with a 
vast, hot, mad crowd, so expressive of the desperate game in which 
the whole City were players, that one stood aghast. In the Mooninian 
Journals I read, any day, without surprise, how such a Porter had 
rushed out of such a house and flung himself into the river, because 
of losses on the Bourse” ; or how such a man had robbed such another, 
with the intent of acquiring funds for speculation on the Bourse. In 
the great Mooninian Public Drive, every day, there were crowds of 
riders on blood-horses, and crowds of riders in dainty carriages red- 
velvet lined and white -leather harnessed, all of whom had the cards 
and counters in their pockets; who were all feeding the blood-horses 
on paper and stabling them on the board ; who were leading a grand 
life at a great rate and with a mighty show ; who were all profuse and 
prosperous while the cards could continue to be shuffled and the deals 
to go round. 

In the same place, I saw, nearly every day, a curious spectacle. One 
pretty little child at a window, always waving his hand at, and cheer* 
ing, an array of open cfirriages escorted by out -riders in green and 
gold; and no one echoing the child^s acclamation. Occasional defer- 
ence in carriages, occasional curiosity on foot, occasional adulation 
from foreigners, I noticed in that connexion, in that place; but, four 
great streams of determined indifference I always saw flowing up and 
down; and I never, in six months, knew a hand or heard a voice to 
come in real aid of the child. 

I am not a lonely man, though I was once a lonely boy; but that 
was long ago. The Mooninian capital, however, is the place for lonely 
men to dwell in. I have tried it, and have condemned myself to solitary 
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freedom expressly for the purpose. I sometimes like to pretend to be 
childless and companionless, and to wonder whether, if I were really so, 
I should be glad to find somebody to ask me out to dinner, instead of 
living under a constant terror of weakly making engagements that 
I donk want to make. Hence, I have been into many Mooninian res- 
taurants as a lonely man. The company have regarded me as an unfor- 
tunate person of that description. The paternal character, occupying 
the next table with two little boys whose legs were difficult of adminis- 
tration in a narrow space, as never being the right legs in the right 
places, has regarded me, at first, with looks of envy. When the little 
boys have indecorously inflated themselves out of the seltzer- water 
bottle, I have seen discomfiture and social shame on that Mooninian’s 
brow. Meanwhile I have sat majestically using my toothpick, in silent 
assertion of my counterfeit superiority. And yet it has been good to see 
how that family Mooninian has vanquished me in the long-run. I have 
never got so red in the face over my meat and wine, as he. 1 have 
never warmed up into such enjoyment of my meal as he has of his. 
I have never forgotten the legs of the little boys, whereas from that 
Mooninian’s soul they have quickly w'alked into oblivion. And when, 
at last, under the ripening influence of dinner, those boys have both 
together pulled at that Mooninian’s waistcoat (imploring him, as 1 
conceived, to take them to the play-house, next door but one), I have 
shrunk under the glance he has given me ; so emphatically has it said, 
with the virtuous farmer in the English domestic comedy, ** Dang it, 
Squoire, can ’ee doa thic!” (I may explain in a parenthesis that 
^*thic ”, which the virtuous farmer can do and the squire can’t, is to lay 
his hand upon his heart — a result opposed to my experience in actual 
life, where the humbugs are always able to lay their hands upon 
their hearts, and do it far oftener and much better than the virtuous 
men.) 

In my solitary character I have walked forth after eating my dinner 
and paying my bill — in the Mooninian capital we used to call the bill 
**the addition” — to take my coffee and cigar at some separate estab- 
lishment devoted to such enjoyments. And in the customs belonging 
to these, as in many other easy and gracious customs, the Mooninians 
are highly deserving of imitation among ourselves. I have never had 
far to go, unless I have been particularly hard to please ; a dozen 
houses at the utmost. A spring evening is in my mind when I saun- 
tered from my dinner into one of these resorts, hap - hazard. The 
thoroughfare in which it stood, was not as wide as the Strand in 
London, by Somerset House ; the houses were no larger and no better 
than are to be found in that place; the climate (we find ours a con- 
venient scapegoat) had been, for months, quite as cold and wet, and 
veiy very often almost as dark, as the climate in the Strand, The 
place into which I turned, had been there all the winter just as it was 
then. It was like a Strand -shop, with the front altogether taken 
away. ^Within, it was sanded, prettily painted and papered, decorated 
with mirrors and glass chandeliers for gas; furnished with little round 
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stone tables, crimson stools, and crimson benches. It was made much 
more tasteful (at the cost of three and fourpence a-week) by two elegant 
baskets of flowers on pedestals. An inner raised-floor, anwering to the 
back shop in the Strand, was partitioned off with glass, for those who 
might prefer to read the papers and play at dominoes, in an atmosphere 
free from tobacco -smoke. There, in her neat little tribune, sits the 
Lady of the Counter, surrounded at her needlework by lump -sugar 
and little punch -bowls. To whom I touch my hat; she graciously 
acknowledging the salute. Forth from her side comes a pleasant 
waiter, scrupulously clean, brisk, attentive, honest: a man to be very 
obliging to me, but expecting me to be obliging in return, and whom 
I cannot bully — which is no deprivation to me, as I don’t at all want to 
do it. He brings me, at my request, my cup of coffee and cigar, and, 
of his own motion, a small decanter of brandy and a liqueur -glass. 
He gives me a light, and leaves me to my enjoyment. The place from 
which the shop-front has been taken makes a gay proscenium ; as I sit 
and smoke, the street becomes a stage, with an endless procession of 
lively actors crossing and re -crossing. Women with children, carts 
and coaches, men on horseback, soldiers, water-carriers with their 
pails, family groups, more soldiers, lounging exquisites, more flimily 
groups (coming past, flushed, a little too late for the play), stone- 
masons leaving work on the new buildings and playing tricks with 
one another as they go along, two lovers, more soldiers, wonderfully 
neat young women from shops, carrying flat boxes to customers; 
a seller of cool drink, with the drink in a crimson velvet temple at 
his back, and a waistcoat of tumblers on; boys, dogs, more soldiers, 
horse-riders strolling to the Circus in amazing shirts of private life, 
and yellow kid gloves; family groups; pickers -up of refuse, with 
baskets at their backs and hooked rods in their hands to All them 
with; more neat young women, more soldiers. The gas begins to 
spring up in the street; and my brisk waiter lighting our gas, enshrines 
me, like an idol, in a sparkling temple. A family group come in : father 
and mother and little child. Two short -throated old ladies come in, 
who will pocket their spare sugar, and out of whom I foresee that the 
establishment will get as little profit as possible. Workman in his 
common frock comes in; orders his small bottle of beer, and lights 
his pipe. We are all amused, sitting seeing the tralBc in the street, 
and the traflic in the street is in its turn amused by seeing us. It is 
surely better for me, and for the family group, and for the two old 
ladies, and for the workman, to have thus much of community with 
the city life of all degrees, than to be getting bilious in hideous black- 
holes, and turning cross and suspicious in solitary places ! I may 
never say a word to any of these people in my life, nor they to me; 
but, we are all interchanging enjoyment frankly and openly — not 
fencing ourselves off and boxing ourselves up. We are forming a 
habit of mutual consideration and allowance; and this institution of 
the cafd (for all my entertainment and pleasure in which, I pay ten- 
pence), is a part of the civilised system that requires the giant to fall 
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into his own place in a crowd, and will not allow him to take the 
dwarfs; and which renders the commonest person as certain of retain- 
ing: his or commonest seat in any public assembly, as the marquis 
is of holding his stall at the Opera through the evening. 

There were many things among the Mooninians that might be 
changed for the better, and there w'ere many things that they might 
learn from us. They could teach us, for all that, how to make and 
keep a Park — which we have been accustomed to think ourselves 
rather learned in — and how to trim up our ornamental streets, a dozen 
times a-day, with scrubbing-brushes, and sponges, and soap, and 
chloride of lime. As to the question of sweetness within doors, I 
would rather not have put my own residence, even under the perpetual 
influence of peat charcoal, in competition with the cheapest model 
lodging-house in England, And one strange sight, which 1 have con- 
templated many a time during the last dozen years, I think is not so 
well arranged in the Mooninian capital as in London, even though our 
coroners hold their dread courts at the little public-houses — a custom 
which I am of course prepared to hear is, and which I know be- 
fore hand must be, one of the Bulwarks of the British consti- 
tution. 

I am thinking of the Mooninian Morgue where the bodies of all 
persons discovered dead, with no clue to their identity upon them, are 
placed, to be seen by all who chose to go and look at them. All the 
world knows this custom, and perhaps all the world knows that the 
bodies lie on inclined planes within a great glass wundow, as though 
Holbein should represent Death, in his grim Dance, keeping a shop, 
and displaying his goods like a Regent Street or Boulevard linen- 
draper. But, all the world may not have had the means of remark- 
ing perhaps, as I by chance have had from time to time, some of the 
accidental peculiarities of the place. The keeper seems to be fond of 
birds. In fair weather, there is always a cage outside his little 
window, and a something singing within it as such a something sang, 
thousands of ages ago, before ever a man died on this earth. The 
spot is sunny in the forenoon, and, there being a little open space 
there, and a market for fruit and vegetables close at hand, and a 
way to the Great Cathedral past the door, is a reasonably good spot 
for mountebanks. Accordingly, I have often found Paillasse there, 
balancing a knife or a straw upon his nose, with such intentness that 
he has almost backed himself in at the doorway. The learned owls 
have elicited great mirth there, within my hearing, and once the per- 
forming dog who had a wait in his part, came and peeped in, with 
a red jacket on, while I was alone in the contemplation of five bodies, 
one with a bullet through the temple. It happened, on another 
occasion, that a handsome youth lay in front in the centre of the 
window, and that a press of people behind me rendered it a diffi- 
cult and slow process to get out. As I gave place to the man at 
my right shoulder, he slipped into the position I had occupied, with 
his attention so concentrated on the dead figure that he seemed 
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unaware of the change of place. I never saw a plainer expression 
than that upon his features, or one that struck more enduringly into 
my remembrance. He was an evil-looking fellow of two or three 
and twenty, and had his deft hand at the draggled ends of his cravat, 
which he had put to his mouth, and his right hand feeling in his 
breast. His head was a little on one side; his eyes were intently 
fixed upon the figure. “ Now, if I w^ere to give that pretty young 
fellow, my rival, a stroke with a hatchet on the back of the head, 
or were to tumble him over into the river by night, he would look 
pretty much like that, I am thinking!’^ He could not have said it 
more plainly; — I have always an idea that he went away and did 
it. 

It is wonderful to see the people at this place. Cheery married 
women, basket in hand, strolling in, on their way to or from the 
buying of the day’s dinner; children in arms with little pointing 
fingers; young girls; prowling boys; comrades in working, soldier- 
ing, or what not. Ninety-nine times in a hundred, nobody about to 
cross the threshold, looking in the faces coming out, could form the 
least idea, from anything in their expression, of the nature of the 
sight. I have studied them attentively, and have reason for saying 
so. 

But, I never derived so strange a sensation from this dismal estab- 
lishment as on going in there once, and finding the keeper moving 
about among the bodies. I never saw any living creature in among 
them, before or since, and the wonder was that he looked so much 
more ghastly and intolerable than the dead, stark people. There is 
a strong light from above, and a general cold, clammy aspect; and 
I think that with the first start of seeing him must have come the 
impression that the bodies were all getting up I It was instantaneous ; 
but he looked horribly incongruous there, even after it had departed. 
All about him was a library of mysterious books that I have often had 
my eyes on. From pegs and hooks and rods, hang, for a certain time, 
the clothes of tlie dead who have been buried without recognition. 
They mostly have been taken off people who were found in the water, 
and are swollen (as the people often are) out of shape and likeness. 
Such awful boots, with turned-up toes, and sand and gravel clinging 
to them, shall be seen in no other collection of dress ; nor, such neck- 
cloths, long and lank, still retaining the form of having been wrung 
out; nor, such slimy garments with puffed legs and arms; nor, such 
hats and caps that have been battered against pile and bridge; nor, 
such dreadful rags. Whose work ornaments that decent blouse ; who 
sewed that shirt? And the man who wore it. Did he ever stand at 
this window wondering, as I do, what sleepers shall be brought to 
these beds, and whether wonderers as to who should occupy them, 
have come to be laid down here themselves? 

London! Please to get your tickets ready, gentlemen! I must 
have a coach. And that reminds me, how much better they manage 
coaches for the public in the capital of the Mooniniansl But, it is 
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done by Centralisation! somebody shrieks to me from some vestry’s 
topmost height. Then, my good sir, let us have Gentralisation. It 
is a long word, but I am not at all afraid of long words when they 
represent efficient things. Circumlocution is a long word, but it re- 
presents inefficiency; inefficiency in everything; inefficiency from the 
state coach to my hackney cab. 




MURDERERS 


The recent trial of the greatest villain^ that ever stood in the Old 
Bailey dock, has produced the usual descriptions inseparable from such 
occasions. The public has read from day to day of the murderer's 
complete self-possession, of his constant coolness, of his profound 
composure, of his perfect equanimity. Some describers have gone so 
far as to represent him occasionally rather amused than otherwise 
by the proceedings; and all the accounts that we have seen concur 
in more or less suggesting that there is something admirable, and 
difficult to reconcile with guilt, in the bearing so elaborately set 
forth. 

As whatever tends, however undesignedly, to insinuate this uneasy 
sense of incongruity into any mind, and to invest so abhorrent a ruffian 
with the slightest tinge of heroism, must be prejudicial to the general 
welfare, we revive the detestable subject with the hope of showing that 
there is nothing at all singular in such a deportment, but that it is 
always to be looked for and counted on, in the case of a very wicked 
murderer. The blacker the guilt, the stronger the probability of its 
being thus carried offi 

In passing, we will express an opinion that Nature never writes a 
bad hand. Her writing, as it may be read in the human countenance, 
is invariably legible, if we come at all trained to the reading of it 
Some little weighing and comparing are necessary. It is not enough 
in turning our eyes on the demon in the Dock, to say he has a fresh 
colour, or a high head, or a bluff manner, or what not, and therefore 
he does not look like a murderer, and we are surprised and shaken. 
The physiognomy and conformation of the Poisoner whose trial occa- 
sions these remarks, were exactly in accordance witli his deeds; and 
every guilty consciousness he had gone on storing up in his mind, had 
set its mark upon him. 

We proceed, within as short a compass as possible, to illustrate the 
position we have placed before our readers in the first paragraph of 
this paper. 

iWiUiain Palmer. 
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The Poisoner’s demeanour was considered exceedingly remarkable, 
because of his composure under trial, and because of the confident 
expectation of acquittal which he professed to the last, and under 
the influence of which he, at various times during his incarceration, 
referred to the plans he entertained for the future when he should be 
free again. 

Can any one, reflecting on the matter for five minutes, suppose it 
possible — we do not say probable, but possible — that in the breast of 
this Poisoner there were surviving, in the days of his trial, any linger- 
ing traces of sensibility, or any wrecked fragment of the quality which 
we call sentiment? Can the profoundest or the simplest man alive, 
believe that in such a heart there could have been left, by that time, 
any touch of Pity? An objection to die, and a special objection to be 
killed, no doubt he had ; and with that objection very strong within 
him for divers very weighty reasons, he -wzs—not quite composed. 
Distinctly not quite composed, but, on the contrary, very restless. 
At one time, he was incessantly pulling on and pulling off his glove ; 
at another time, his hand was constantly passing over and over his 
face; and the thing most instanced in proof of his composure, the 
perpetual writing and scattering about of little notes, which, as the 
verdict drew nearer and nearer, thickened from a sprinkling to a 
heavy shower, is in itself a proof of miserable restlessness. Beyond 
this emotion, which any lower animal would have, with an appre- 
hension on it of a similar fate, what was to be expected from such 
a creature but insensibility? I poison my friend in his drink, and I 
poison my friend in his bed, and I poison my wife, and I poison her 
memory, and do you look to me, at the end of such a career as mine, 
for sensibility? I have not the power of it even in my own behalf, 
I have lost the manner of it, I don’t know what it means, I stand 
contemptuously wondering at you people here when I see you moved 
by this affair. In the Devil’s name, man, have you heard the evidence 
of that chambermaid, whose tea I should like to have the sweetening 
of? Did you hear her describe the agonies in which my Mend expired? 
Do you know that it was my trade to be learned in poisons, and that 
I foresaw all that, and considered all that, and knew, when I stood 
at his bedside looking down upon his face turned to me for help on 
its road to the grave through the frightful gate then swinging on its 
hinges, that in so many hours or minutes all those horrors would 
infallibly ensue? Have you heard that, after my poisonings, I have 
had to face the circumstances out, with friends and enemies, doctors, 
undertakers, all sorts of men, and have uniformly done it; and do you 
wonder that I face it out with you? Why not? What right or reason 
can you have to expect anything else of me? Wonder! You might 
wonder, indeed, if you saw me moved, here now before you. If I had 
any natural human feeling for my face to express, do you imagine 
that those medicines of my prescribing and administering would ever 
have been taken from my hand? Why, man, my demeanour at this 
bar is the natural companion of my crimes, and, if it were a tittle 


THE DEMEANOUR OF MURDERERS 


409 

difFerent from what it is, you might even begin reasonably to doubt 
whether I had ever committed them! 

The Poisoner had a confident expectation of acquittal. We doubt 
as little that he really had some considerable hope of it, as we do that 
he made a pretence of having more than he really had. Let us con- 
sider, first, if it be wonderful that he should have been rather sanguine. 
He had poisoned his victims according to his carefully-laid plans; he 
had got them buried out of his way ; he had murdered and forged, and 
yet kept his place as a good fellow and a sporting character; he had 
made a capital friend of the coroner, and a serviceable traitor of the 
postmaster; he was a great public character, with a special Act of 
Parliament for his trial; the choice spirits of the Stock Exchange were 
offering long odds in his favour, and, to wind up all, here was a tip- 
top Counsellor bursting into tears for him, saying to the jury, three 
times over, “You dare not, you dare not, you dare not!” and bolting 
clean out of the course to declare his belief that he was innocent. 
With all this to encourage him, with his own Derby-day division of 
mankind into knaves and fools, and with his own secret knowledge 
of the difficulties and mysteries with which the proof of Poison had 
been, in the manner of the Poisoning, surrounded, it would have been 
strange indeed if he were not borne up by some idea of escape. But, 
why should he have professed himself to have more hope of escape 
than he really entertained? The answer is, because it belongs to that 
extremity, that the villain in it should not only declare a strong expec- 
tation of acquittal himself, but should try to infect all the people about 
him with it. Besides having an artful fancy (not wholly without 
foundation) that he disseminates by that means an impression that 
he is innocent ; to surround himself in his narrowed world with this 
fiction is, for the time being, to fill the jail with a faintly rose-coloured 
atmosphere, and to remove the gallows to a more agreeable distance. 
Hence, plans are laid for the future, communicated with an engaging 
candour to turnkeys, and discussed in a reliant spirit. Even sick men 
and women, over whom natural death is impending, constantly talk 
with those about them on precisely the same principle. 

It may be objected that there is some slight ingenuity in our 
endeavours to resolve the demeanour of this Poisoner into the same 
features as the demeanour of every other very wicked and very har- 
dened criminal in the same strait, but that a parallel would be better 
than argument. We have no difficulty in finding a parallel ; we have 
no difficulty in finding scores, beyond the almost insuperable diffi- 
culty of finding, in the criminal records, as deeply-dyed a murderer. 
To embarrass these remarks, however, with references to cases that 
have passed out of the general memory, or have never been widely 
known, would be to render the discussion very irksome. We will 
confine ourselves to a famous instance. We will not even ask if it 
be so long ago since Rush was tried, that A demeanour is forgotten. 
We will call Thurtell into court, as one of the murderers best remem- 
bered in England. 
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Witli the difference that the circumstances of Thurtell’s guilt are not 
comparable in atrocity with those of the Poisoner’s, there are points 
of strong resemblance between the two men. Each was born in a fair 
station, and educated in conformity with it; each murdered a man 
with whom he had been on terms of intimate association, and for 
whom he professed a friendship at the time of the murder; both were 
members of that vermin-race of outer betters and blacklegs, of whom 
some worthy samples were presented on both trials, and of whom, as 
a community, mankind would be blessedly rid, if they could all be, 
once and for ever, knocked on the head at a blow. Thurtell’s demean- 
our was exactly that of the Poisoner’s. We have referred to the news- 
papers of his time, in aid of our previous knowledge of the case ; and 
they present a complete confirmation of the simple fact for which we 
contend. From day to day, during his imprisonment before his trial, 
heis described as “collected and resolute in his demeanour”, as “rather 
mild and conciliatory in his address”, as being visited by “friends 
whom he receives with cheerfulness”, as “remaining firm and un- 
moved”, as “increasing in confidence as the day which is to decide 
his fate draws nigh ”, as “ speaking of the favourable result of the trial 
with his usual confidence”. On his trial, he looks “ particularly well 
and healthy”. His attention and composure are considered as wonder- 
ful as the Poisoner’s ; he writes notes as the Poisoner did ; he watches 
the case with the same cool eye; he “retains that firmness for which, 
from the moment of his apprehension, he has been distinguished”; 
he “carefully assorts his papers on a desk near him”; he is (in this 
being singular) his own orator, and makes a speech in the manner 
of Edmund Kean, on the whole not very unlike that of the leading 
counsel for the Poisoner, concluding as to his own innocence, with a 
So help me God I Before his trial, the Poisoner says he will be at the 
coming race for the Derby. Before his trial, Thurtell says, “that after 
his acquittal he will visit his father, and will propose to him to advance 
the portion which he intended for him, upon which he will reside 
abroad”, (So Mr. Manning observed, under similar circumstances, 
that when all that nonsense was over, and the thing wound up, he 
had an idea of establishing himself in the West Indies.) When the 
Poisoner’s trial is yet to last another day or so, he enjoys his half- 
pound of steak and his tea, wishes his best friends may sleep as he 
does, and fears the grave “no more than his bed”. (See the Evening 
Hymn for a Young Child.) When Thurtell’s trial is yet to last another 
day or so, he takes his cold meat, tea, and coffee, and “enjoys himself 
with great comfort”; also, on the morning of his execution, he wakes 
from as innocent a slumber as the Poisoner’s, declaring that he has 
had an ^excellent night, and that he hasn’t dreamed “about this busi- 
ness”. Whether the parallel will hold to the last, as to “feeling very 
well and veiy comfortable”, as to “ the firm step and perfect calmness”, 
as to “the manliness and correctness of his general conduct”, as to 
“ the countenance unchanged by the awfulness of the situation” — not 
to say as to bowing to a friend, from the scaffold “in a friendly but 
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dignified manner”— our readers will know for themselves when we 
know too. 

It is surely time that people who are not in the habit of dissecting 
such appearances, but who are in the habit of reading about them, 
should be helped to the knowledge that, in the worst examples they 
are the most to be expected, and the least to be wondered at. That, 
there is no inconsistency in them, and no fortitude in them. That, 
there is nothing in them but cruelty and insensibility. That, they are 
seen, because the man is of a piece with his misdeeds; and that it 
is not likely that he ever could have committed the crimes for which 
he is to suffer, if he had not this demeanour to present, in standing 
publicly to answer for them. 


NOBODY, SOMEBODY, 
AND EVERYBODY 


The power of Nobody is becoming so enormous in England, and he 
alone is responsible for so many proceedings, both In the way of 
commission and omission; he has so much to answer for, and is 
so constantly called to account; that a few remarks upon him may 
not be ill-timed. 

The hand which this surprising person had in the late war is 
amazing to consider. It was he who left the tents behind, who 
left the baggage behind, who chose the worst possible ground for 
encampments, who provided no means of transport, who killed the 
horses, who paralysed the commissariat, who knew nothing of the 
business he professed to know and monopolised, who decimated 
the English army. It was Nobody who gave out the femous un- 
roasted coffee, it was Nobody who made the hospitals more horrible 
than language can describe, it was Nobody who occasioncid all the 
dire confusion of Balaklava harbour, it was even Nobody who ordered 
the fatal Balaklava cavalry charge. The non-relief of Kars was the 
work of Nobody, and Nobody has justly and severely suffered for 
that infamous transaction. 

It is difficult for the mind to span the career of Nobody. The 
sphere of action opened to this wonderful person, so enlarges every 
day, that the limited faculties of Anybody are too weak to compass 
it. Yet, the nature of the last tribunal expressly appointed for the 
detection and punishment of Nobody may, as a part of his stupen- 
dous history, be glanced at without winking. 

At the Old Bailey, when a person under strong suspicion of mal- 
practices is tried, it is the custom (the rather as the strong suspicion 
has been found, by a previous enquiry, to exist) to conduct the trial 
on stringent principles, and to confide it to impartial hands. It has 
not yet become the practice of the criminal, or even of the civil courts 
—but they, indeed, are constituted for the punishment of Somebody— 
to invite the prisoneris or defendant's friends to talk the matter over 
with him in a cosy, tea-and-muffin sort of way, and make out a verdict 
together, that shall be what a deposed iron king called making things 
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“pleasant”. But, when Nobody was shown within these few weeks 
to have occasioned intolerable misery and loss in the late war, and 
to have incurred a vast amount of guilt in bringing to pass results 
which all morally sane persons can understand to be fraught with fatal 
consequences, far beyond present calculation, this cosy course of pro- 
ceeding was the course pursued. My Lord, intent upon establishing 
the responsibility of Nobody, walked into court, as he would walk into 
a ball-room ; and My Lord’s friends and admirers toadied and fawned 
upon him in court, as they would toady him and fawn upon him in 
the other assembly. My Lord carried his head very high, and took 
a mighty great tone with the common people ; and there was no ques- 
tion as to anything My Lord did or said, and Nobody got triumphantly 
fixed. Ignorance enough and incompetency enough to bring any coun- 
try that the world has ever seen to defeat and shame, and to lay any 
head that ever was in it low, were proved beyond question ; but, My 
Lord cried, “ On Nobody’s eyes be it I” and My Lord’s impaneled 
chorus cried, “There is no impostor but Nobody; on him be the shame 
and blame 1” 

Surely, this is a rather wonderful state of things to be realising itself 
so long after the Flood, in such a country as England. Surely, it 
suggests to us with some force, that wherever this ubiquitous Nobody 
is, there mischief is and there danger is. For, it is especially to be 
borne in mind that wherever failure is accomplished, there Nobody lurks. 
With success, he has nothing to do. That is Everybody’s business, 
and all manner of improbable people will invariably be found at the 
bottom of it. But, it is the great feature of the present epoch that all 
public disaster in the United Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland is 
assuredly, and to a dead certainty, Nobody’s work. 

We have, it is not to be denied, punished Nobody, with exemplary 
rigour. We have, as a nation, allowed ourselves to be deluded by no 
influences or insolences of office or rank, but have dealt with Nobody 
in a spirit of equal and uncompromising justice that has moved the 
admiration of the world. I have had some opportunities of remarking, 
out of England, the impression made on other peoples by the stern 
Saxon spirit with which, the default proved and the wrong done, we 
have (tracked down and punished the defaulter and wrong-doer. And 
I do here declare my solemn belief, founded on much I have seen, that 
the remembrance of our frightful failures within the last three years, 
and of our retaliation upon Nobody, will be more vivid and potent in 
Europe (mayhap in Asia, too, and in America) for years upon years to 
come than all our successes since the days of the Spanish Armada. 

In civil matters we have Nobody equally active. When a civil office 
breaks down, the break-down is sure to be in Nobody’s department 
I entreat on my reader, dubious of this proposition, to wait until the 
next break-down (the reader is certain not to have to wait long), and 
to observe, whether or no, it is in Nobody’s department. A dispatch of 
the greatest moment is sent to a minister abroad, at a most important 
crisis; Nobody reads it. British subjects are affronted in a foreign terri- 
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tory; Nobody interferes. Our own loyal fellow-subjects, a few thousand 
miles away, want to exchange political, commercial, and domestic in- 
telligence with us; Nobody stops the mail. The government, with all 
its mighty means and appliances, is invariably beaten and outstripped 
by private enterprise; which we all know to be Nobody’s fault. Some- 
thing will be the national death of us, some day; and who can doubt 
that Nobody will be brought in Guilty? 

Now, might it not be well, if it were only for the novelty of the 
experiment, to try Somebody a little? Reserving Nobody for statues, 
and stars and garters, and batons, and places and pensions without 
duties, what if we were to try Somebody for real work? More than 
that, what if we were to punish Somebody with a most inflexible and 
grim severity, when we caught him pompously undertaking in hoi: day- 
time to do work, and found him, when the working-time came, alto- 
gether unable to do it? 

Where do I, as an Englishman, want Somebody? Before high 
Heaven, I want him everywhere I I look round the whole dull hori- 
zon, and I ^vant Somebody to do work while the Brazen Head, already 
hoarse with crying ‘^Time is!” passes into the second warning, 
*‘Time was!” I don’t want Somebody to let off Parliamentary penny 
crackers against evils that need to be stormed b}?* the thunderbolts of 
Jove. I don’t want Somebody to sustain, for Parliamentary and Club 
entertainment, and by the desire of several persons of distinction, the 
character of a light old gentleman, or a fast old gentleman, or a 
debating old gentleman, or a dandy old gentleman, or a free-and- 
easy old gentleman, or a capital old gentleman considering his years. 
I want Somebody to be clever in doing the business, not clever in 
evading it The more clever he is in the latter quality (which has 
been the making of Nobody), the worse I hold it to be for me 
and my children and for all men and their children. I want Some- 
body who shall be no fiction; but a capable, good, determined work- 
man, For, it seems to me that from the moment when I accept 
Anybody in a high place, whose function in that place is to exchange 
winks with me instead of doing the serious deeds that belong to it, 
I set afloat a system of false pretence and general swindling, the taint 
of which soon begins to manifest itself in every department of life, 
from Newgate to the Court of Bankruptcy, and thence to the highest 
Court of Appeal. For this reason, above all others, I want to see 
the working Somebody in every responsible position which the wink- 
ing Somebody and Nobody now monopolise between them. 

And this brings me back to Nobody; to the great irresponsible, 
guilty, wicked, blind giant of this time. O friends, countrymen, and 
lovers, look at that carcase smelling strong of prussic acid, (drunk 
out of a silver milkpot, which was a part of the plunder, or as the less 
pernicious thieves call it, the swag), cumbering Hampstead Heath 
by London town! Think of the history of which that abomination 
is at once the beginning and the end ; of the dark social scenes 
daguerreotyped in it; and of the Lordship of your Treasury to which 
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Nobody, driving a shameful bargain, raised this creature when he 
was alive. Follow the whole stoiy, and finish by listening to the 
parliamentary lawyers as they tell you that Nobody knows anything 
about it; that Nobody is entitled (from the attorney point of view) 
to believe that there ever was such a business at all; that Nobody 
can be allowed to demand, for decency’s sake, the swift expulsion 
from the lawmaking body of the surviving instrument in the heap 
of crime ; that such expulsion is, in a word, just Nobody’s business, 
and must at present be constitutionally left to Nobody to do. » 

There is a great fire raging in the land, and — by all the polite 
precedents and prescriptions !— -you shall leave it to Nobody to put it 
out with a squirt, expected home in a year or so. There are inunda- 
tions bursting on the valleys, and — by the same precedents and pre- 
scriptions !— you shall trust to Nobody to bale the water out with a 
bottomless tin kettle. Nobody being responsible to you for his perfect 
success in these little feats, and you confiding in him, you shall go to 
Heaven. Ask for Somebody in his stead, and you shall go in quite 
the contrary direction. 

And yet, for the sake of Everybody, give me Somebody I I raise my 
voice in the wilderness for Somebody. My heart, as the ballad says, 
is sore for Somebody. Nobody has done more harm in this single 
generation than Everybody can mend in ten generations. Come, 
responsible Somebody; accountable Blockhead, cornel 
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In an early number of this journal,^ we made some reference to the 
fact that in the highly improving accounts which are given to the 
public of the last moments of murderers, the murdered person may 
be usually observed to be entirely dismissed from the moral discourses 
with which the murderer favours his admiring audience, except as an 
incidental and tributary portion of his own egotistical story- 

To what lengths this dismissal of the very objectionable personage 
who persisted in tempting the Saint in the condemned cell to murder 
him, may be carried, we have had a recent opportunity of considering, 
in the case of the late lamented Mr. Dove. That amiable man, 
previous to taking the special express -train to Paradise which is 
vulgarly called the Gallows, indited a document wherein he made it 
manifest to all good people that the mighty and beneficent Creator 
of the vast Universe had specially wrought to bring it about that he 
should cruelly and stealthily torture, torment, and by inches slay, a 
weak sick woman, and that woman his wife, in order that he, Dove, 
as with the wings of a Dove (a little blood-stained or so, but thaPs 
not much) should be put in the way of ascending to Heaven. 

Frightful as this statement is, and sickening as one would suppose 
it must be, to any mind capable of humbly and reverentially approach- 
ing at an inconceivable distance the idea of the Divine Majesty, there 
it stands in the printed records of the day: a part of the Gaol Court- 
Newsman’s account of the visitors whom the chosen vessel received 
in his cell, of his proposing to sing hymns in chorus in the night 
season, and #f the ‘‘Prison Philanthropist” declaring him to be a 
pattern penitent. 

Now, to the Prison Philanthropist we concede all good intentions. 
We take it for granted that the venerable gentleman did not confer 
his alliterative title on himself, and that he is no more responsible for 
it, than a public-house is for its sign, or a ship for her figure-head. 
Yet, holding this horrible confusion of mind on the part of the inhuman 
wretch to whom he devoted so much humanity, to be shocking in itself 
and widely perilous in its influences, we plainly avow that we for our 
part cannot accept good intentions as any set-off against the production 
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of such a mental state, and that we think the condemned cells every- 
where (left to their appointed ministers of religion who are very rarely 
deficient in kindness and zeal) would be better without such philan- 
thropy. What would the Home Secretary say to Professor Holloway, 
if that learned man applied for free admission to the condemned cells 
throughout England, in order that he might with his ointment anoint 
the throats of the convicts about to be hanged, so that under the in- 
fluences of the application their final sensations should be of a mild 
tickling? What would the Home Secretary reply to the august mem- 
bers of the Hygeian Council of the British College of Health, if they 
made a similar request, with a view to the internal exhibition for a 
similar purpose of that great discovery, Morrison’s pills? Even if 
some regular medical hand of eminence were to seek the same privi- 
lege, with a view to a drugging within the limits of the pharmacopoeia 
— ^say for the philanthropic purpose of making the patient maudlin 
drunk with opium and peppermint, and sending him out of this world 
with a leer — how would the Home Secretary receive that edifying 
proposal? And is there nothing of greater moment involved in this 
revolting conceit, setting its heel on the murdered body, and daring 
eternity on the edge of the murderer’s grave? 

Pursue this advance made by the late Mr, Dove on the usual calm 
dismissal of the murdered person, and see where it ends. There are 
sent into this world two human creatures: one, a highly interesting 
individual in whom Providence is much concerned— Mr. Dove : one, a 
perfectly uninteresting individual of no account whatever, here or here- 
after — Mrs. Dove. Mr. Dove being expressly wanted in the regions 
of the blessed, Mrs. Dove is delivered over to him, soul and body, 
to ensure his presence there, and provide against disappointment. 
There is no escape from this appalling, this impious conclusion. The 
special Gaol -Call which was wanting to, and was found by, Mr. 
Dove who is hanged, was wanting to, and was not found by, Mrs. 
Dove who is poisoned. Thus, the New Drop usurps the place of the 
Cross; and Saint John Ketch is preached to the multitude as the latest 
and holiest of the Prophets 1 

Our title is so associated with the remembrance of this exhibition, 
that we have been led into the present comments on it. But, the 
purpose with which we adopted the title was rather to illustrate the 
general prevalence of the practice of putting the murdered person 
out of the question, and the extensive following which the custom of 
criminals has found outside the gaols. 

Two noble lords at loggerheads, each of whom significantly suggests 
that he thinks mighty little of the capabilities of the other, are blamed 
for certain disasters which did undoubtedly befall, under their distin- 
guished administration of military affairs. They demand enquiry, A 
Board of their particular friends and admirers is appointed ** to en- 
quire”— much as its members might leave their cards for the noble 
lords with that inscription. The enquiry is in the first instance 
directed by one of the noble lords to the question— not quite the main 
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question at issue— whether the Board can muzzle the Editor of the 
Times? The Board have the best will in the world to do it, but, 
finding that the Editor declines to be muzzled, perforce confess their 
inability to muzzle him. The enquiry then proceeds into anything else 
that the noble lords like, and into nothing else that the noble lords 
don’t like. It ends in eulogiums on the soldierly qualities and conduct 
of both lords, and clearly shows their fitness for command to have 
been so completely exemplified, in failing, that the inference is, if 
they had succeeded they would have failed. The compliments ended, 
the Board breaks up (the best thing it could possibly do, and the 
only function it is fit for), the noble lords are decorated, and there 
is an end of the matter. 

How like the case of the late Mr. Dove! The murdered person— by 
name the wasted forces and resources of England — ^is not to be thought 
of; or, if thought of, is only to be regarded as having been expressly 
called into being for the noble lords to make away with, and mount 
up to the seventh Heaven of merit upon. The President of the Board 
(answering to the Prison Philanthropist) sings paeans in the dark to 
any amount, and the only thing wanting in the parallel, is, the finish- 
ing hand of Mr. Calcraft. 

Let us pass to another instance- The Law of Divorce is in such 
condition that from the tie of marriage there is no escape to be had, 
no absolution to be got, except under certain proved circumstances not 
necessary to enter upon here, and then only on payment of an enor- 
mous sum of money. Ferocity, drunkenness, flight, felony, madness, 
none of these will break the chain, without the enormous sum of 
money. The husband who, after years of outrage, has abandoned his 
wife, may at any time claim her for his property and seize the earnings 
on which she subsists. The most profligate of women, an intolerable 
torment, torture, and shame to her husband, may nevertheless, unless 
he be a very rich man, insist on remaining handcuffed to him, and 
dragging him away from any happier alliance, from youth to old' age 
and death. Out of this condition of things among the common people, 
out of the galling knowledge of the impossibility of relief— aggravated, 
in cottages and single rooms, to a degree not easily imaginable by ill- 
assorted couples who live in houses of many chambers, and who, both 
at home and abroad, can keep clear of each other and go their respec- 
tive ways — vices and crimes arise which no one with open eyes and any 
fair experience of the people can fail often to trace, from the Calendars 
of Assizes, back to this source. It is proposed a little to relax the 
severity of a thraldom prolonged beyond the bounds of morality, justice, 
and sense, and to modify the law. Instantly the singing of paeans 
begins, and the murdered person disappears! Authorities, lay and 
clerical, rise in their parliamentary places to deliver panegyrics on 
Marriage as an Institution (which nobody disputes to be just); they 
have much to relate concerning what the Fathers thought of it, and 
what was written, said, and done about it hundreds of years before 
these evils were; they set up their fancy whipping-tops, and whip 
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away ; they utter homilies without end upon the good side of the 
question, which is in no want of them ; but, from their exalted state 
of vision the murdered person utterly vanishes. The tortures and 
wrongs of the sufferer have no place in their speeches. They felicitate 
themselves, like the murderers, on their own glowing state of mind, 
and they mount upon the mangled creature to deliver their orations, 
much as the Duke’s man in the sham siege took his post on the fallen 
governor of Barataria. 

So in the case of overstrained Sunday observance, and denial of 
innocent popular reliefs from labour. The murdered person — the con- 
sumptive, scrofulous, rickety worker in unwholesome places, the wide 
prevalence of whose reduced physical condition has rendered it neces- 
sary to lower the standard of health and strength for recruiting into 
the army, and caused its ranks to be reinforced in the late war by 
numbers of poor creatures notoriously in an unserviceable bodily state 
— the murdered person, in this phase of his ubiquity, is put out of 
sight, as a matter of course. We have flaming and avenging speeches 
made, as if a bold peasantry, their country’s pride, models of cheerful 
health and muscular development, were in every hamlet, town, and 
city, once a week ardently bent upon the practice of asceticism and 
the renunciation of the world; but, the murdered person, Legion, who 
cannot at present by any means be got at once a week, and who does 
nothing all that day but gloom and grumble and deteriorate, is put 
out of sight as if none of us had ever heard of him ! What is it to 
the holders forth, that wherever we live, or wherever we go, we see 
him, and see him with so much pity and dismay that we want to make 
him better by other human means than those which have missed him? 
To get rid of his memory, in the murdering way, and vaunt ourselves 
instead, is much easier. 

Bankrupts are declared, greedy speculators smash, and bankers 
break. Who does not hear of the reverses of those unfortunate gentle- 
men; of the disruption of their establishments; of their wives being 
reduced to live upon their settlements; of the sale of their horses, 
equipages, pictures, wines; of the mighty being fallen, and of their 
magnanimity under their reverses? But, the murdered person, the 
creditor, investor, depositor, the cheated and swindled under whatso- 
ever name, whose mind does he trouble? The mind of the fraudulent 
firm? Enquire at the House of Detention, Clerkenwell, London, and 
you will find that the last great fraudulent firm was no more troubled 
about him, than Mr. Dove or Mr. Palmer was by the client whom he 

did for ”, in the way of his different line of business. 

And, lastly, get an order of admission to Sir Charles Barry’s palace 
any night in the session, and you will observe the murdered person 
to be as comfortably stowed away as he ever is at Newgate, What 
In said to Out in eighteen hundred and thirty-five, what Out retorted 
upon In in eighteen hundred and forty-seven, why In would have been 
Out in eighteen hundred and fifty-four but for Out’s unparalleled mag- 
nanimity in not coming in, this, with all the contemptible ins and outs 
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of all the Innings and Outings, shall be discoursed^ upon, with abun- 
dance of hymns and paeans on all sides, for six months together. But, 
the murdered old gentleman, Time, and the murdered matron, Bri- 
tannia, shall no more come in question than the murdered people 
do in the cells of the penitents— unless indeed they are rej^oduced, 
as in the odious case with which we began, to show that they were 
expressly created for the exaltation of the speech-makeis* 


MURDEROUS EXTREMES 


Our title may suggest a reference In the reader’s mind, to those much 
maligned persons, the ticket-of-leave men, who at present favour the 
metropolis with more of their exemplary business-transactions than is 
appreciated with becoming gratitude by an ungrateful public. It is 
not intended, however, to have that significance. We have over and 
over again in these pages dwelt upon the consequences to which a 
preposterous encouraging and rewarding of prison hypocrisy, were 
inevitably leading. Whether they have ensued in sufficient abundance 
(being met by a corresponding decrease of efficiency in the Police), and 
whether the issuing of an Order in Council, any time within the last 
six months, for the incarceration and severe punishment of convicted 
offenders enlarged upon commuted sentences, unable to show that they 
were honestly employed, would have been as good a symptom as the 
Income Tax of our really living under a Government; all our readers 
can judge for themselves. 

The Murderous Extremes to which we will, in very few words, 
entreat serious attention, appear to us to have a remarkable bearing 
on, and to be forcibly illustrated in, the Parliament Street Murder; 
than which an outrage more barbarous in itself, or more disgraceful 
to the country, has not been committed in England within a hundred 
years. 

The only circumstances in this act of brutality which our present 
object requires us to revive, are, that it was committed in a public 
shop (made the more public by being extraordinarily small, and nearly 
all window), at an early hour of the evening, in a great main thorough- 
fare of London; that it was committed with by-standers looking on, 
and by-passers asking what was the matter; that the blows of the 
murderer, and the feeble groans of the murdered, were audible In the 
public street to several persons; and that not one of them interfered, 
saving a poor errand boy. 

Is it worth any man’s while to ask himself the question, how does 
it happen that a passiveness so shocking was displayed in such a 
case? Is it worth any man’s wffiile to ask himself the question, how 
does it happen that a similar passiveness, in similar cases, is actually 
becoming a part of the national character, brave and generous though 
(o:m 7) , ^21 i> , 
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it is? For, we assume that few can stop short at the Parliament 
Street example, and comfortably tick it off as a Phenomenon, who 
read with the least attention the reports of the Police Courts and of the 
Criminal Trials : in which records, the same ugly feature is constantly 
observable. 

We have made bold to question our own mind on this painful sub- 
ject, and we find the answer plainly, in two murderous extremes — in 
two wrestings of things good in themselves, to unnatural and ridicu- 
lous proportions. 

Extreme the first : 

It has been, for many years, a misfortune of the English People to 
be, by those in authority, both over-disparaged and over-praised. The 
disparagement has grown out of mere arrogance and ignorance; the 
praise, out of a groundless fear of the people, and a timid desire to 
keep them well in hand. 

A due respect for the Law is the basis of social existence. Without 
it, we come to the Honourable Preston S. Brooks, Kansas, and those 
two shining constellations among the bright Stars of Freedom, known 
by the names of Bowie-knife and Revolver. But, have none of us 
Englishmen heard this tuneful fiddle with one string played upon, 
until our souls have sickened of it? From the Bench, from the Bar, 
from the Pulpit, from the Platform, from the Floor of the House of 
Commons, from all the thousand fountain-heads of boredom, have 
none of us been badgered and baited with an Englishman’s respect 
for the Law, until, in the singular phraseology of Mr. Morier’s Persian 
hero, our faces have turned upside down, and our livers have resolved 
themselves into water? We take leave to say, Yes ; most emphatically, 
Yes I We avow for our own part, that whensoever, at public meeting, 
dinner, testimonial-presentation, charity-election, or other spoutation 
ceremony, we find (which we always do), an orator approaching an 
Englishman’s respect for the Law, our heart dries up within us, and 
terror paralyses our frame. As the dreadful old clap-trap begins to 
jingle, we become the prey of a deep-seated melancholy and a miserable 
despair. We know the thing to have passed into a fulsome form, out 
of which the life has gone, and into which putrefaction has coma. On 
common lips we perceive it to be a thing of no meaning, and on lips 
of authority we perceive it to have gradually passed into a thing of 
most pernicious meaning. 

For, what does it mean? What is it? What has it come to? ** My 
good man, John Bull, hold up your hand and hear me I You are on 
no account to do anything for yourself. You are by no means to stir 
a finger to help yourself, or to help another man. Law has under- 
taken to take care of you, and to take care of the other man, whoever 
he may be. You are the foremost man of all this world, in regard 
of respecting the Law. Call in the Law, John, on all occasions. 
If you can find the Law round the corner, run after it and bring it 
on the scene when you see anything wrong; but, don’t you touch the 
wrong on any consideration. Don’t you interfere, whatever you see. 
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It^s not business. Callin the Law, John. You shall not take the 
Law into your own hands. You are a good boy, John, and your busi- 
ness is to be a bystander, and a looker on, and to be thought for, and 
to be acted for. That’s the station of life unto which you are called. 
Law is an edge-tool, John, and a strong arm, and you have nothing 
to do with it. Therefore, John, leave this all-suificient Law alone, 
to achieve everything for you, and for everybody else. So shall you 
be ever, ever, the pride and glory of the earth; so will we make 
patriotic speeches about you, and sing patriotic songs about you, out 
of number!” So, by degrees, it is our sincere conviction, John gets 
to be humbugged into believing that he is a first-rate citizen if he looks 
in at a shop-window while a man is being murdered, and if he quietly 
leaves the transaction entirely to Law, in the person of the policeman 
who is not there. So, when Law itself is down on the pavement in 
the person of the policeman, with Brute Force dancing jigs upon his 
body, John looks on with a faith in Law’s coming uppermost some- 
how or other, and with a perfect conviction that it is Law’s business, 
and not his. 

Extreme the second: 

Technicalities and forms of law, in reason are essential to the pre- 
servation of the liberties and rights of all classes of men. No man has 
a g^sater or lesser interest in them than another, since any man may 
be, at any time, in the position of needing impartial justice. But, in 
its unreason, Westminster Hall is a nuisance ; and, supposing West- 
minster Hall in its unreason conspicuously to back up this grievous 
error of John’s, and conspicuously to supply him with a new distrust 
of the terrible consequences of his not leaving murderers with blood 
upon their hands to be taken solely by the Law, Westminster Hall 
would be a very great nuisance and a well-nigh insupportable nuis- 
ance. Supposing Westminster Hall to make this mischievous idiot of 
itself at a very critical time and under very famous circumstances, 
before the Parliament Street murder was committed ; why, then West- 
minster Hall might, in a pictorial representation of that terrible cruelty, 
be reasonably represented as holding John’s hands while he looked in 
at the window, and as menacing John from interfering. 

Will the reader who may not remember the facts, look back to what 
Westminster Hall said about the case of one Barth^Idmy, who, having 
had the misfortune to murder an old gentleman in Warren Street, 
Tottenham Court Road, was escaping over a garden fence, when, 
being collared by a meddlesome individual labouring under the absurd 
idea that he ought to stop a Murderer as Law was not there to stop 
him, he became virtuously indignant, and shot that meddlesome person 
dead? In that case, which attracted great attention, Westminster Hall 
solemnly argued and contended before Lord Campbell that the meddle- 
some man shot dead, had no right to stop the Murderer, and that the 
Murderer had a right to shoot the meddlesome man shot dead, for 
stopping him! Before as upright and as sagacious a Judge as ever 
graced the Bench, this almost incredible absurdity could not prevail, 
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and Westminster Hall was reduced to the last feeble resource of moan- 
ing at the clubs until the ill-used Murderer was hanged. ^ 

Turn from these two extremes to the window in Parliament Street; 
see the people looking in, coming up, listening, exchanging a word or 
two, and passing on ; and say whether, at the close of the year eighteen 
hundred and fifty-six, we find for the first time Smoke without Fire. 


STORES FOR THE FIRST 
OF APRIL 


All Fools’-Day drawing* near, it is a seasonable occupation to cal- 
culate what we have in store for the occasion, and to take stock of the 
provision in reserve, to meet the gfreat demand of the anniversary. 

First (for the moment postponing the substantials of the annual 
feast, and beginning with the spirits), we are happy to report the exis- 
tence in England, in its third volume, of a Spiritual Telegraph *^and 
British Harmonial Advocate**. Walled up in the flesh, as it is our 
personal and peculiar misfortune to be, we are not in a condition to 
report upon the derivation or meaning of the British adjective, Har- 
monial. Unknown to Dr, Johnson in the body, it has probably been 
revealed to him in the spirit, and by him been communicated to some 
favoured “ Medium**. The Harmonial Advocate is published in one of 
the northern counties erewhile renowned for horses, and which may 
yet be destined to establish a celebrity for its acquaintance with another 
class of quadrupeds. 

In the January Harmonial, we find a Bank for the First of April, on 
which we will present our readers with a few small drafts, which may 
enable them to form a proximate idea of the value of its Rest. Its 
following extract from ^‘the British Court Journal’*, of this last blessed 
eighteen hundred and fifty-sixth Christmas-time, will show how far we 
have travelled in all those years. 

‘*One of our greatest English poets being in communication with 
the medium, asked for the summons of Dante. The presence of the 
latter was immediately made manifest by the written answers returned 
to the questions of the inquirer, and Mr. B-'^ — then asked the medium 
to request the great Italian to make himself visible I Presently there 
arose, as if from the ground beneath the table, two long, thin, yellow 
hands, unmistakable as to their Italian origin, undeniable as to their 
having belonged to a student and a gentleman. While the assembly 
were yet gazing in breathless awe, and may be something of terror 
likewise, the hands floated away, or were rather borne, as it were, 
across the room, and rose to the marble console opposite, upon which 
stood a vase containing an orange tree in blossom. The hands slowly 

m 


426 


HOUSEHOLD WORDS 


and softly, without noise, but visibly to all, plucked from the stem 
a sprig of orange flower with its leaves and buds, and returning to 

the table, paused above the head of Mrs. B , the poet’s wife, herself 

an exquisite and beautiful poet likewise, and placing the sprig upon 
her raven hair, disappeared gradually from sight, seeming once more 
to sink to the floor, while the audience remained speechless and awe- 
struck, and but little inclined to renew the experiment, that same night, 
at all events. The sprig of orange blossom is religiously preserved 

by Mrs. B- , whose honour and truth are unimpeachable; while the 

witnesses gathered round the table at the time of the occurrence all 
testify to the apparition, as well as to the utter unconsciousness ot 
the medium, who neither spoke nor moved during the whole time the 
circumstance was taking place.” — 

We happen to have had communicated to our humble bodily in- 
dividuality by a letter of the alphabet, remarkably like B, some 
emphatic references to a similar story; and they were not merely 
associated with the production of two hands, but with the threatened 
production of one foot — the latter not a spiritual, but a corporeal foot, 
considered as a means of impelling the biped, Man, down a staircase. 

We learn from the same pages that Mr. J. J. of Peckham, went into 
an appointed house at Sandgate-by-the-Sea, last autumn, at four of the 
clock in the afternoon, and unto him entered the Medium, “evidently 
suffering from physical prostration”; spiritual knockings immediately 
afterwards hailed the advent of J. J., and in answer to the question, 
Were the spirits pleased with Mr. J.J. of Peckham being there? “the 
rappings, as if on the under-side of the table, were rapid and joyous, 
and as loud as if made with a hand-hammer”; being probably made, 
we would deferentially suggest, by the ghost of the celebrated “ Plar- 
monial ” blacksmith. In the evening a loo-table politely expressed its 
happiness tn making the acquaintance of the visitor from Peckham, 
by suspending itself in the air “ clear of the floor, about eight inches 
On another occasion, a lady of London, attending her uncle during 
his last illness, was gratified by a spectacle such as has been hitherto 
hidden from the ardent desires of the best of mankind, and saw her 
uncle “floating out from under the bedclothes”, accompanied by two 
angels with whom he floated out of window, “and continued to float 
and rise till out of sight”. This lady is described as Mrs. G., and may, 
perhaps, have been Mrs. Gamp, in professional attendance on the late 
Mr. Harris. On another occasion, Mr. J. G. had the following little 
experience: “One evening, after having seen a great many extra- 
ordinary lifts, by the table frequently springing from the floor to a great 
height, and in that manner keeping time to tunes, &c. , with an tinder*^ 
standing that the perfortner was the Spirit of Bums the poei^ the com- 
pany had nearly all retired, leaving only the medium, her father, and 
myself at the table, when finally the father fell asleep, and the medium 
retired to a distance from the table, leaving me alone sitting at the 
table reading Burns’ Poems, by the light of a candle placed on the 
middle of the table; I was just in the act of reading the song called 
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Wandering Willie, and was making a remark to the medium that it 
was an old favourite of mine, when I heard a movement, and the 
medium said, ‘the table is moving of its own accord’. I instantly 
stopped reading, and having heard of tables moving without touch, 
I thought I might perhaps be gratified with a movement of that kind, 
I therefore said, ‘ If this is really the Spirit of Burns ^ will he he hind 
enough to gratify me by a movement of the table without any human 
touch?^ Almost immediately afterwards, it commenced cracking as 
if a heavy weight had been pressing upon it, and it then gave a sudden 
rush on the floor, perhaps to the distance of a foot, when it stopped.” 
On another occasion the same gentleman saw “a very heavy oak-table, 
weighing some few stones, fly up lihe a rocheV^^ and heard a lady make 
the singular request to her husband’s spirit, that he would, as a parti- 
cular favour, “throw ” this heavy oak table, weighing some few stones, 
“over on her knee”, and “ upset it into her lap”. These extraordinary 
proofs of a love surviving beyond the grave, her husband affectionately 
accorded, but with what painful results to the lady’s legs is not men- 
tioned. On another occasion Mrs. Coan, Medium, was tested by “the 
New York Philosophical Society of the Mechanics’ Institution”, when 
a Spirit made the following startling disclosure: “Did you leave a 
wife? Yes.— -Did you leave children? No answer. — Did you leave 
a child? Yes. — Was it a girl? No. — Was it a hoy? 

Mr. Robert Owen, who, as was formerly announced in this journal, 
received a special message from the spiritual world infoimiing him that 
he would certainly succeed in his object of re-modelling society, if he in- 
serted an advertisement in the Morning Post, has made large provision 
for the First of April. It is at present stored in a warehouse called 
The Millennial Gazette, established for the purpose of proclaiming 
to mankind that: “A Congress of the advanced minds of the world, 
to consider the best immediate practicable mode of gradually supersed- 
ing the false, ignorant, unjust, cruel, wicked, and most irrational sys- 
tem of society, opposed to the righteous laws of God and nature, and 
which hitherto has been the only system known to man, — by the true, 
enlightened, just, merciful, good, and rational system of society, in 
strict accordance with the all-wise laws of God and nature, will be 
opened at noon precisely, on the fourteenth of May next, in St. Martin’s 
Hall, Long Acre, London, the present metropolis of the world — when 
will be explained the outline of the change which is highly to benefit 
all of the human race through futurity, and to injure none, even while 
passing through its first or transition generation, preliminary to the 
attainment of its full change, which will be the commencement of the 
long-promised millennium.” 

It is foreseen that the debates of this assemblage (to which Mr. Owen 
invites “ the Sovereign Powers of the civilised world to send their most 
talented representatives, possessing firm integrity of character” — who 
will no doubt attend in great numbers) will take time. It is therefore 
announced that the Congress “will be continued day by day, from 
ten a,m. to three p.m., until this great work of reformation for the 
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lasting advantage of all of humankind shall be brought to a satisfac* 
tory termination”. We fear this may cause Mr. Hullah some little 
Inconvenience; but, it is pleasant to consider, on the other hand, what 
an enormous amount of rent that respected gentleman will receive for 
the long occupation of his Hall. “Superior spirits,” it appears, are 
taking great interest in the Congress, and among the mortals who 
will attend, we hope Mr. Samuel Clark, Medium, of “ Beaverton, 
Boone Co., 111., U.S.”, may be expected. This gentleman writes to 
the convener: “Dear Sir, I never heard your name nor the right foun- 
dation of the principles that you are advocating to the world until a few 
weeks ago I came into my house at noon and there lay your Millennial 
Gazette, but the cover not removed, and as I took it into my hand to 
open it a divine spiritual influence dropt over me, as if a mantle of light 
and harmony was cast over me by some invisible power. It vibrated 
through my entire system, and by that I knew I held something holy 
and true in my hand- I opened and great was my delight there to 
find the principles plainly laid before me, which I had been trying to 
advocate in public for sometime past, with spiritualism combined, 
having been a medium some ten months, speaking in public, Iang%ia£^es 
that I do not understand^ and sometimes no person present understood not 
even one word, I have seen spirits and had them touch me, have seen 
the most beautiful visions, and healed the sick by laying on of hand by 
the same invisible power.” Mr. Clark sends likewise this apostrophe 
from Beaverton, Boone Co., III., U.S. : “ But I should love to see and 
hear thee, oh thou noble champion of truth. One favour I ask. If 
you are taken to the purer spiritual life before me, then throw thy holy 
influence on me, to convince the sceptical, and to help me speak the 
truth, impress me with your ideas. This you can do on a medium, by 
and through the laws of unity which exist between individual spirits 
of pure harmony.” 

There appears to be no doubt that important communications from 
this gentleman may be confidently expected (in the language of which 
nobody understands one word), on the First of April. 

Dismissing, here, this branch of the preparations for the feast of 
unreason, we pass to a joke happily conceived for the First of April, 
though we doubt its success in making as complete a fool of the British 
Public as is desired. An old captain of the Welsh Fusileers has trans- 
lated into French and published at Brussels, for the edification and 
something-else-ification of the French people, a paper originally written 
by Mr. Hayward for an English Review, and therein published in the 
English tongue. Mr. Hayward is correctly described in the Preface 
as “Queen’s Counsel, and distinguished man of letters”; and he is 
further described as having, for the purposes of the translation, cor- 
rected his work, and enlarged it with a variety of information drawn 
from the most authentic sources. Its object is to show that the Eng- 
lish people had, in the beginning, the most exaggerated expectations 
of the war with Russia; that they were fully persuaded that everything 
would go on of itself (que tout marcherait tout seui), though we sup- 
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pose they may be allowed to have had some dim impression, at least, 
that a vast amount of their money would go off in helping it on; that 
nearly all the privations and sufferings of the English army may be 
accounted for without imputing any serious blame to any minister, 
civil or military officer, or chief of department, whether in London or 
whether in the Crimea’’; and that “nobody of good faith who is ac- 
quainted with the spirited reply of Lord Lucan (!), who has read the 
lucid address of Sir Richard Airey (!), or who has studied the extraor- 
dinary evidence of Colonel Tulloch before the Chelsea commission (!), 
will hesitate to pronounce a sentence of honourable acquittal”. The 
sufficient cause and reason of any little British failure (if any) that ill- 
conditioned journalists pretended to observe in the Crimea, and of any 
slight superfluous suffering and death (if any) that occurred among 
the British troops, is to be found in the alterations rendered necessary 
in the character of the army’s operations, after those operations were 
arranged at Varna, and in the remissness of the French; the soldiers 
of which distracted nation (with the occasional exception of a Zouave 
or so) were never ready, were always behind time, were not to be relied 
upon, and were handled by their generals with timidity and incertitude. 
M, DB Bazancourt having, with the not very generous concurrence of 
his master the Emperor, written a turbid, inflated, and partial account 
of the War in the Crimea (which, making every allowance for a French- 
man’s not being specially predestined to write in the style of the Duke 
of Wellington, he has indisputably done), Mr. Hayward sets the matter 
right, and brings the French mind to a perfect understanding of the 
truth, by means of these lights and explanations (dclaircissements) on 
the subject. 

It happens, however — perversely, with a view to the First of April — 
that Colonel Tulloch, who seems to have no relish for All Fools’-Day, 
and no perception of the humour of the jokes appropriate to it, comes 
out arrayed in plain English attire, at about the same time as Mr. 
Hayward appears in his French suit, and offers his little lights and 
explanations on the same subject. Colonel Tulloch’s “ dclaircisse- 
ments” are contained in a Review of the Proceedings and Report of 
the Chelsea Board ; and they incontestably prove, beyond the power of 
disproof by man of woman born, every conceivable detail of murder- 
ous muddle and mismanagement, by English administrators of one 
kind or another in the Crimea, on every imaginable head on which it 
was possible to do wrong, from the article of coatees up to hospital 
medicines and down again to coffee. They prove these imbecilities, 
too, out of the lips of his own opponents, making their own statements 
in their own defence before a one-sided tribunal constantly wresting the 
case out of the truth, by stopping short when they see that damna- 
tory pea in danger of rolling out from among the thimbles. Whether 
Colohel Tulloch shows the spirited replyer, Lord Lucan, to have called 
cavalry officers to prove that nothing more could have been done than 
was done towards the sheltering of the horses, whom he had himself, 
in writing, under his own hand, severely censured for “doing nothing ” 
(C347) Fii 
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towards that sheltering for five long winter weeks ; whether he shows 
that in the Crimea the same noble and spirited replyer would not 
hear of sail-cloth for the covering-in of horses, and that at Aldershot 
it is now extensively used for that very purpose; or whether he shows 
that the vast idea never presented itself to the collective wisdom of 
a whole brigade in want of barley, that it was possible, instead of 
sending horses all the way to Balaclava to fetch it, to send them half 
the way, and there let them meet the commissariat beasts, relieve them 
of their load, and turn back again; or whether he shows the English 
soldiers to have been perishing by thousands, abject scarecrows in rags 
that would not hold together, while their knapsacks were on the 
Black Sea, their squad-bags at Scutari, thousands of pairs of trousers 
missing, thousands of coatees unused, and tens of thousands of g’reat 
coats, blankets, and rugs, filling the Quarter-Master GeneraPs stores, 
or the harbour of Balaclava”; or whether he shows the Board to 
attribute the non-supply of those vital essentials, to the deficiency of 
transport to the front, whereas that very kind of transport was at that 
very time going on with shot and vShell and the like to an enormous 
extent, and whereas Sir John Campbell and Sir Richard England both 
positively stated to the Board, that they had never received any intima- 
tion whatever from the Quarter-Master General, that such things were 
to be got for the sending for, or were there at all ; or whether he shows 
it to be alleged as a reason for not issuing coatees to the men, that 
they were too small, “ by reason of the great quantity of under-clothing 
worn by them”, at a time wdien the identical men are to a dead cer- 
tainty known to have had no under-clothing whatever ; or whether he 
shows the Assistant Commissary General’s accounts to pretend that 
within a certain time three hundred and fifty thousand pounds weight 
(in round numbers), of vegetables were issued to the starving troops, 
of which quantity two hundred and seventy - three thousand pounds 
weight (in round numbers), are afterwards admitted to have been de- 
stroyed, while the greater part of the rest was scrambled for in Bala- 
clava harbour and never issued ; or whether he shows that when the 
Chelsea Board compassionate the Commissary General for having no 
transports to get fresh meat in, while the soldiers were dying of dis- 
eases caused by salt meat, there were Sixteen available transports lying 
idle at their moorings in Balaclava harbour; or whether he shows the 
same Commissary when the men were dying for want of lime-juice, 
never to have reported to Lord Raglan that there was the small item 
of twenty thousand pounds weight of lime-juice stored there, in the 
Crimea, on the spot, ready for use ; or whether he shows the Chelsea 
Board in their Report, after all the mischief is done and all the misery 
is irreparable, to be still, to the last, so like their own championed In- 
capables, as, in their printed report to be found quoting evidence that 
was never given, and assigning explanations to witnesses who never 
offered them ; in whatever he does from the first to the last page of his 
Review of a Board whose constitution and proceedings were an outrage 
on common sense, the lights of Colonel Tulloch make the lights of 
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Mr. Hayward darkness, rout the whole host of spirited replyers with 
frightful loss and discomfiture, and show no toleration whatever of the 
First of April. 

To us, who admire that institution, and love to contemplate the pro- 
vision made and making for it, this is no service. We regard Colonel 
Tulloch as rather a dull man, wanting the due zest and relish for a 
joke, and conscious of no compunction in knocking a choice one on the 
head. Yet we descry a kind of humour in him, too, when he quotes 
this letter from the late Duke of Wellington to General Fane. 

wish I had it in my power to give you well-clothed troops, or to 
hang those who ought to have given them their clothing. 

“ Believe me, &c. , 

“Wellington.” 

— which is really an “ 4claircissement” extremely satisfactory to our 
odd way of thinking, and perhaps the next spirited reply on record 
after Lord Lucan’s. 

Consenting, in the good humour with which this pithy document in- 
spires us, to consider Colonel Tulloch reconciled to the First of April, 
we will pass to a cursory examination of some more of its stores. 

A contribution to the general stock, of a rather remarkable nature, 
has been made by the reverend Ordinary of Newgate, in his report to 
the Lord Mayor and court of aldermen, as we find it quoted in The 
Times of Wednesday the eleventh of February. The reverend gentle- 
man writes (in singular English) : 

“ I have often thought, and still think, that the origin of garotte 
robberies took place from the exhibition of the way the Thugs in India 
strangle and plunder passengers, as exhibited in the British Museum, 
However valuable as illustrations of Indian manners such representa- 
tions may be, I could heartily wish that these models were placed in 
some more obscure position, and cease to be that which I fear they 
have been, the means of giving to men addicted to crime and violence 
an idea how their evil purposes may be accomplished.” 

Now, setting aside the fact notorious to all men — on the first of April 
—that the desperate characters of the metropolis are in the habit of 
fatiguing themselves with the study of the British Museum, and that 
the worst of the Ticket of leave men may be invariably found there, 
between the hours of ten and four, annotating their catalogues with 
great diligence, we take leave to protest against this reverend gentle- 
man’s doctrine, as utterly nonsensical in itself, and surpassingly insult- 
ing to the people. Here indeed is our old enemy Sloggins, with the 
broken nose, the black eye, and the bull-dog, at his old work in a ram- 
pant state! Because Sloggins abuses, nobody shall use. There is 
habitual drunkenness in the house of Sloggins, and therefore there 
shall not be temperate enjoyment in the house of Moderation ; there is 
perversion of every gift of a gracious Creator on the part of this beast, 
and therefore the gifts shall be taken away from a million of well-con- 
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ducted people. We declare that we believe the cruelty (however un- 
intentional) of the reverend gentleman’s proposition to be as gigantic 
as its injustice. It is a striking illustration of the purblind, one-sided, 
left-handed, monomaniacal vice of the time, which, deferring to the pests 
of society, would make England, for its toiling and much-enduring 
honest masses, one vast Penitentiaiy. Of what entertainment, of what 
knowledge, of what artificial relief that this earth can afford them, 
may the people out of Newgate not be deprived by a parity of reason- 
ing? All traces of Mr. Layard’s discoveries must be instantly put out 
of the way. They show the Ordinary’s precious charges how to bind 
people’s hands behind their backs, and how to lop off people’s heads. 
Peter’s part in the New Testament must be sealed up, or we shall have 
a policeman’s ear cut off. Romeo and Juliet must be interdicted, in 
remembrance of Mr. Palmer’s having purchased poison, and lest Mr. 
Sloggins should think of administering a sleeping-draught. The publi- 
cation of King Lear must be stopped by the Attorney-General, or a 
fiendish way of plotting against his brother will inevitably be put into 
young Mr. Sloggins’s head. Tolerate Hamlet again, on any stage, 
and you shall hear from the Ordinary of there being somebody “in 
trouble”, on suspicion of having poured poison into the ear of a near 
relation. The Merchant of Venice must be got with all dispatch into 
the State Gazette, or, so sure as you are born, Mr. Sloggins will have 
a pound of flesh from you as you go home one night Prohibit Para- 
dise Lost without a moment’s loss of time, or Mr. Sloggins will get all 
the arguments of the Evil One into his head, and will misquote them 
against the Ordinary himself before he is a Sessions older. Burns 
must not be heard; Hogarth must not be seen. Sloggins never had 
a holiday that he did not misusse ; therefore let no man have a holiday 
any more. Sloggins would raise a Devil out of any Art or Grace in 
life ; therefore hamstring all the Arts and Graces, and lock the cripples 
up. Yet, even when you have done all this, and have cast the Thug 
figures into impenetrable obscurity, so ingenious is Mr. Sloggins and 
such a knack of distorting the purest models has that exacting gentle- 
man, that who shall ensure the Ordinary, after all, against Mr, 
Sloggins’s declaring, one fine First of April, that “he bin and got the 
idea o’ garrotin’”, from a certain lawful procession at eight o’clock in 
the morning, in which the Ordinary himself formed a conspicuous 
figure ! 

Among the commodities in store for All Fools* Day, we find a large 
quantity of expectations. It is expected to be known, then, by whose 
authority comfortable little arrangements are made for the absence of 
the Police when the worst characters in London come together to de- 
scribe the Police as their natural and implacable enemies — which, it is 
to be hoped, they will long remain. It is expected to be known, then 
(and that through the agency of some Member of Parliament), whether 
the managing Police Commissioner takes the responsibility of this very 
dangerous proceeding, or whether the Home Secretary takes it ; and 
whether the responsibility of either functionary is a sufficient justifica- 
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tion of it On the same occasion it is expected that Somebody (official) 
will rise in both houses of Parliament, with a plain speech to this effect: 
“We hear, my lords and gentlemen, a great deal said about youthful 
profligacy and corruption, in search of which we are perpetually poking 
our heads into Singing Rooms and Acting Rooms, and where not, and 
worrying mankind grey with the shying and backing and jibbing of 
a variety of hobbies ; but, at any rate, we may all know, through the 
evidence of our own ears, that one of the most prolific sources of that 
profligacy and corruption is always rife and unchecked in our streets : 
where more abominable language is currently and openly used chiefly 
by young boys and young men than in all the rest of Europe, Now, 
my lords and gentlemen, we have the remedy for this, ready made, in 
the last Police Bill, where the use of bad language, in any public place, 
is made an offence punishable by fine or imprisonment. And, to begin 
plainly, at the beginning, without any prancing of hobbies in circles, 
we have just come to the conclusion that this law shall not be suffered 
to remain a Dead Letter, but shall, on special instruction, be enforced 
by the Police ; and so, with God’s help and yours, we will, at least, 
shut one of the stable-doors, standing vride open in our full view, before 
the steed is stolen.”^ On the same occasion, the same Somebody (still 
speaking officially) is expected to announce, within the compass of half- 
an-hour by the clock, that he holds in his hand a Bill for the taking 
into custody by the strong arm, of every neglected or abandoned child 
of either sex, found in the streets of any town in this kingdom ; for the 
training and education of that child, in honest knowledge and honest 
labour; for the heavy punishment of the parents if they can by any 
means be found; for making it compulsory on them to contribute to 
the costs and charges of the rearing of those children out of their earn- 
ings, no matter w'hat ; but, for their summary and final deprivation of 
all rights, as parents, over the young creatures they would have driven 
to perdition; and for the transfer of those rights to the State. It is 
expected that the Preamble of such Bill will set forth that the human 
heart can no longer bear the affecting spectacle of beautiful childhood 
made repulsive and shocking, which every great town presents; and 
that human faith cannot believe in the Divine endurance of such iniquity 
as the standing by and looking at it, without a terrible retribution. 

It is further expected that the subject will occasion half as much 
interest at Westminster, and di'aw half as full a Lower House, as a 
pitched battle of “I say you did” and “I say you didn’t” between 
M. and N., or as the appearance arm-in-arm, instead of fist to fist, 
of A. and Z. This extravagant notion, as by far the greatest of all the 
extravagances we have recorded, may aptly close the list of Stores for 
the Day of All Fools. 

I The writer has himself obtained a conviction by a police magfistrate, tinder this Act, for 
tills shamefi.ll and demoralisingr olfence—vrhich is as common and as public as the mud in the 
streets He obtained it with difficulty, the charge not being within the experience of any one 
concerned; but, he insisted on the law, and it was clear (wonderful to relate I), and was en- 
forced. 
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I wm he was not SO ubiquito^ 

I wish he was not always having people to dine with him, into 
whom he crams all manner of confidences, and who come from his 
too hospitable board to harass my soul with special intelligence 
(which is never true), upon all the subjects that arise in Europe, Asia, 
Africa, and America. I wish to Heaven he would dine out ! 

Yet, that is a weak wish, because he does dine out. He makes 
a habit of dining out He is always dining out. How could 1 be 
the confused, perplexed, benighted wretch I am, but for everybody 
I know, meeting him at dinner everywhere, and receiving informa- 
tion from him which they impart to me? 1 wish he would hold his 
tongue! 

Yet, that is another weak wish, because when he does hold his 
tongue, I am none the better for it His silence is used against me. 
If I mention to my friend, Pottington, any little scrap of fact of which 
in my very humble way I may have become possessed, Pottington says, 
that’s very odd, he hardly thinks it can be, he will tell me why; dining 
yesterday at Croxford’s he happened to sit next to the Best Authority, 
and had a good deal of talk with him, and yet he never said a word 
to lead him to suppose— 

This brings me to inquire how does it happen that everybody always 
sits next to him? At a dinner of eighteen persons, I have known seven- 
teen sit next him. Nay, at a public dinner of one hundred and thirty, 
I have known one hundred and twenty- nine sit next him. How 
is it done? In his ardent desire to impart special intelligence to his 
fellow-men, does he shift his position constantly, and sit upon all the 
chairs in the social circle successively? If he does so, it is obvious 
that he has no moral right to represent to each individual member 
of the company that his communication is of an exclusive character, 
and that he is impelled to it by strong personal consideration and 
respect. Yet I find that he invariably makes some such representation. 
I augur from this, that he is a deceiver. 

What is his calling in life, that it leaves him so much time upon his 
hands? He is always at all the clubs— must spend a respectable in- 
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come in annual club subscriptions alone. He is always in all the 
streets, and is met in the market-places by all sorts and conditions of 
men. Who is his bootmaker? Who cuts his corns? He is always 
going up and down the pavements, and must have corns of a pro- 
digious size. 

I object to his being addicted to compliments and flattery. I boldly 
publish this accusation against him, because I have several respected 
friends who would scorn to compliment themselves, whom he is always 
complimenting. For example. He meets my dear Flounceby (whom I 
regard as a brother), at a mutual friend’s — there again ! He is mutual 
friends with everybody ! — and I find that he prefaces his communica- 
tions to Flounceby with such expressions as these: “Mr. Flounceby, I do 
not wish what I am about to mention, to go any further; it is a matter 
of some little delicacy which I should not consider myself justified in 
speaking of to general society ; but, knowing your remarkable powers, 
your delicate discrimination, and great discretion,” &c. All of which, 
my dear Flounceby, in the modest truthfulness of his nature, feels con- 
strained to repeat to me! This is the Best Authority’s didactic style; 
but, I observe him also, by incidental strokes, artfully to convey com- 
plimentary touches of character into casual dialogue. As wdien he 
remarks, in reference to some handsome reticence on my friend’s part, 
“Ah Flounceby! Your usual reserve in committing others!” Or, “Your 
expressive eye, my dear Mr. Flounceby, discloses what your honour- 
able tongue would desire to conceal!” And the like. All of which, 
Flounceby, in his severe determination to convey to me the truth, the 
whole truth, and nothing but the truth, repeats, with evident pain to 
his modesty. 

Is he a burglar, or of the swell mob? I do not accuse him of 
occupying either position (which would be libellous), but I ask for 
information. Because my mind is tormented by his perpetually get- 
ting into houses into which he would seem to have no lawful open 
way, and by his continually diving into people’s pocket-books in an 
otherwise inexplicable manner. In respect of getting into the Queen’s 
Palace, the Boy Jones was a fool to him. He knows everything that 
takes place there. On a late auspicious occasion when the nation 
was hourly expecting to be transported with joy for the ninth time, 
it is surprising what he knew on the question of Chloroform. Now, 
Doctor Locock is known to be the most trustworthy even of doctors; 
and Her Majesty’s self-reliance and quiet force of character have passed 
into an axiom. I want to know, therefore, How, When, Where, and 
From Whom, did the Best Authority acquire all that chloroform in- 
formation which he was, for months, prowling about all the clubs, 
going up and down all the streets, having all London to dine with 
him, and going out to dine with all London, for the express purpose 
of diffusing? I hope society does not demand that I should be slowly 
bothered to death by any man, without demanding this much satis- 
faction. How did he come by his intelligence, I ask? The Best 
Authority must have had an authority. Let it be produced. 
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I have mentioned the pocket-books in which he deciphers secret 
entries ; many of them written, probably, in invisible ink, for they are 
non-existent even to the owners eyes. How does he come by all the 
ambassadors’ letter-bags, and by all the note-books of all the judges? 
Who gave him all the little scraps of paper that the late Mr. Palmer 
wrote and handed about in the course of his protracted trial ? He 
tells all sorts of people what was in them all; he must have seen 
them, surely. Who made out for him the accounts of this journal? 
Who calculated for him the sum total of profit? And when will it 
be quite convenient to him to name an early day for handing over 
to the Conductor the very large balance, with several ciphers at the 
end of it, which clearly must be owing the said Conductor, as he 
has never laid hands on it yet? 

How did he get into the Russian lines? He was always there ; just 
as he was always in the English camp, and always coming home to 
put Mr. Russell right, and going back again. It was he who found 
out that the Commissariat wouldn’t give The Times rations of pork, 
and that the porkless Times would never afterwards leave the Com 
missariat alone. Had he known much of the Russian leaders before 
the war, that he began to talk of them so familiarly by their surnames 
as soon as the first gun was fired? Will any of us ever forget while 
memory holds her seat in these distracted globes, our aching heads, 
what we suffered from this man in connection with the Redan? Can 
the most Christian of us ever forgive the lies he told us about the 
Malakhoff? I might myself overlook, even those injuries, but for his 
having put so many people up to making plans of that detested fortress, 
on tablecloths, with salt-spoons, forks, dessert-dishes, nut-crackers, and 
wine-glasses. Which frightful persecution, a thousand times inflicted 
on me, upon his authority — the best — I hereby swear never to condone I 
Never shall the Sappingand Mining knowledge, stamped in characters 
of lead upon this burning brow, remain with me but as a dreadful in- 
jury stimulating me to devote the residue of my life to vengeance on 
the Best Authority. If I could have his blood, I would ! I avow it, 
in fell remembrance of the baying hounds of Boredom with which he 
hunted me in the days of the Russian war. 

Will he, on this public challenge, stand forward foot to foot against 
me, his mortal enemy, and declare how he can justify his behaviour? 
Why am I, a free-born Briton, who never, never will— or rather who 
never, never would, if I could help it — why am I to truckle to this 
tyrant all the days of my life? Why is the Best Authority, Gesler-like, 
to set his hat upon a pole in the epergne of every dinner table, in the 
hall of every club-house, in the stones of every street, and, violating 
the Charter proclaimed by the Guardian Angels who sang that strain, 
to demand me for his slave? What does he mean by his unreasonable 
requirement that I shall make over my five senses to him? Who is 
he that he is to absorb my entity into his non-entity? And are not 
these his appetites? I put it to Flounceby. 

Flounceby is rather an obstinate character (Mrs. Flounceby says the 
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most obstinate of men; but, that may be her impulsive way of ex- 
pressing herself), and will argue with you on any point, for any length 
of time you like— or don’t like. He is certain to beat you, too, by a 
neat method he has of representing you to have said something which 
you never did say, or so much as think of, and then indignantly con- 
tradicting it. No further back than within this month, Flounceby was 
holding forth at a great rate on the most argumentative question of 
all questions— which every question is with him, and therefore I simply 
mean any question— and had made out his case entirely to his own 
satisfaction, and was pounding his dinner-company of six with it, as 
if they were plastic metal, and he and the question were the steam- 
hammer; when an unknown man of faint and fashionable aspect (one 
of the six) slided out from under the hammer without any apparent 
effort, and flatly denied Flounceby’s positions, one and all, “ on the 
best authority”. If he had contested them on any ground of faith, 
reason, probability, or analogy, Flounceby would have pinned him 
like a bull-dog ; but, the mere mention of the Best Authority (it was a 
genteel question in its bearings) instantly laid Flounceby on his back. 
He turned pale, trembled, and gave in. It happened, however, as it 
always does at Flounceby’s, that the next most argumentative question 
of questions came on immediately afterwards. Upon that point I, 
deriving courage from the faint and fashionable man, who by the way 
from the moment of his victory, retired, like lago, and word spake 
never more— opposed myself to Flounceby. I had not been rolled and 
flattened under the steam-hammer two minutes, when Flounceby, 
throwing the machinery out of gear, gave me one final crush from the 
Best Authority, and left me for dead. Goaded to distraction by the 
anonymous oppressor, I wildly cried that I cared nothing for the Best 
Authority. A shudder went round the table, and all present shrank 
from me, as if I had distinctly made the one greatest and most auda- 
cious denial of which humanity is capable. 

Still goaded by this oppressor — always goaded by this oppressor— I 
ask, Who is he? Whence does he come when he goes out to dinner; 
where does he give those dinners at which so many people dine? Was 
he enrolled in the last census? Does he bear his part in the light 
burdens of the country? Is he assessed to the equitable income-tax? 
I call upon the Best Authority to stand forth. 

On more than one occasion T have thought I had him. In that 
portion of Pall Mall, London, which is bounded on the east by the 
Senior United Service Club House, and on the west by the Carlton 
Club House— a miasmatic spot, in which I suppose more boredom to 
be babbled daily, than in any two thousand square miles on the surface 
of the earth— into that dismal region I had sometimes tracked the 
despot, and there lost him. One day, upon the steps of the Athenseum, 
of which eminent institution I have the honour to be a member, I 
found a fellow-member, Mr. Prowler, of the Royal Society of Arts, 
lying in wait, under the portico, to pour a drop of special information 
into the ear of every man and brother who approached the temple. 
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Mr. Prowler is a grave and secret personage, always specially in- 
formed, who whispers his way through life; incessantly acting Midas 
to everybody else's Reed. He goes about, like a lukewarm draught 
of air, breathing intelligence into the ears of his fellow-men, and pass- 
ing on. He had often previously brought me into trouble, and caused 
me to be covered with confusion and shame. On this occasion the 
subject-matter of his confidence was — if I may be allowed the expres- 
sion — so much more than usually impossible that I took the liberty 
to intimate my sense of its irreconcilability with all laws human and 
divine, and to ask him from whom he had his information? He 
replied, from the Best Authority; at the same time implying, with a 
profound and portentous movement of his head, that that mysterious 
Being had just gone in. I thought the hour was come— rushed into 
the hall— and found nobody there, but a weak old gentleman, to all 
appearance harmlessly idiotic, who was drying his pocket-handkerchief 
before the fire, and gazing over his shoulder at two graceful leathern 
institutions, in the form of broken French bedsteads without the 
pole, which embellish that chaste spot and invite to voluptuous 
repose. 

On another occasion, I was so near having my hand at my enemy’s 
throat and he so unaccountably eluded me, that a brief recital of the 
circumstances may aptly close this paper. The pursuit and escape 
occurred at the Reform Club, of which eminent Institution likewise, 
1 have the honour to be a member. As I know the Best Authority 
to pervade that building constantly, my eye had frequently sought 
him, with a vague sense of the supernatural and an irresistible feeling 
of dread, in the galleries overhanging the hall where I had but too 
often heard him quoted. No trace of his form, however, had revealed 
itself to me. I had frequently been close upon him; I had heard of 
him as having ^^just gone down to the House”, or *‘just come up”; 
but, between us there had been a void. I should explain that in the 
palatial establishment of which I write, there is a dreadful little vault 
on the left of the Hall, where we hang up our hats and coats; the 
gloom and closeness of which vault, shade the imagination. I was 
crossing the Hall to dinner, in the height of the then Session of Parlia- 
ment, when my distinguished friend, O’Boodleom (Irish Member), 
being disappointed of a man of title, whom he was waiting to stun 
with a piece of information which he had just telegraphed to Erin, 
did me the honour to discharge that weapon upon me. As I had every 
conceivable reason to know that it could not possibly be correct, I 
deferentially asked O’Boodleom from whom he had received it? Be- 
dad, sir,” says he— and, knowing his sensitive bravery, I really felt 
grateful to him, for not saying, ** Blood, sir!” — “ Bedad, sir,” says 
he, “I had it, a while ago, from the Best Authority, and he’s at this 
moment hanging up the entire of his coat and umberreller in the 
vault.” I dashed into the vault, and seized (as I fondly thought) 
the Best Authority, to cope with him at last in the death-struggle. 
It was only my cousin Cackles, admitted on all hands to be the 
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most amiable ass alive, who inoffensively asked me if I had heard 
the news? 

The Best Authority was gone ! How gone, whither gone, I am in 
no condition to say. I again, therefore, raise my voice, and call upon 
him to stand forward and declare himself. 


CURIOUS MISPRINT IN 
THE EDINBURGH REVIEW 


The Edinburgh Review, in an article in its last number, on *‘The 
License of Modern Novelists”, is angry with Mr. Dickens and other 
modern novelists, for not confining themselves to the mere amusement 
of their readers, and for testifying in their works that they seriously 
feel the interest of true Englishmen in the welfare and honour of their 
country. To them should be left the making of easy occasional books 
for idle young gentlemen and ladies to take up and lay down on sofas, 
drawing-room tables, and window-seats; to the Edinburgh Review 
should be reserved the settlement of all social and political questions, 
and the strangulation of all complainers. Mr. Thackeray may write 
upon Snobs, but there must be none in the superior government depart- 
ments. There is no positive objection to Mr. Reade having to do, in 
A Platonic way, with a Scottish fishwoman or so ; but he must by no 
means connect himself with Prison Discipline. That is the inalienable 
property of official personages; and, until Mr. Reade can show that he 
has so much a-year, paid quarterly, for understanding (or not under- 
standing) the subject, it is none of his, and it is impossible that he can 
be allowed to deal with it. 

The name of Mr. Dickens is at the head of this page, and the hand 
of Mr. Dickens writes this paper. He will shelter himself under no 
affectation of being any one else, in having a few words of earnest but 
temperate remonstrance with the Edinburgh Review, before pointing 
out its curious misprint. Temperate, for the honour of Literature; 
temperate, because of the great services which the Edinburgh Review 
has rendered in its time to good literature, and good government; 
temperate, in remembrance of the loving affection of Jeffrey, the 
friendship of Sydney Smith, and the faithful sympathy of both. 

The License of Modern Novelists is a taking title. But it suggests 
another, — the License of Modern Reviewers. Mr. Dickenses libel on 
the wonderfully exact and vigorous English government, which is 
always ready for any emergency, and which, as everybody knows, 
has never shown itself to be at all feeble at a pinch within the memory 
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of men, is License in a novelist. Will the Edinburg-h Review forgive 
Mr. Dickens for taking the liberty to point out what is License in 
a Reviewer? 

^‘ Even the catastrophe in ‘ Little Dorrit ' is evidently borrowed from the 
recent fall of houses in Tottenham Court Road, which happens to have 
appeared in the newspapers at a convenient period/' 

Thus, the Reviewer. The Novelist begs to ask him whether there 
is no License in his writing those words and stating that assumption 
as a truth, when any man accustomed to the critical examination of 
a book cannot fail, attentively turning over the pages of Little Dorrit, 
to observe that that catastrophe is carefully prepared for from the very 
first presentation of the old house in the story; that when Rigaud, 
the man who is crushed by the fall of the house, first enters it (hun- 
dreds of pages before the end), he is beset by a mysterious fear and 
shuddering ; that the rotten and crazy state of the house is laboriously 
kept before the reader, whenever the house is shown; that the way 
to the demolition of the man and the house together, is paved all 
through the book with a painful minuteness and reiterated care of 
preparation, the necessity of which (in order that the thread may be 
kept in the reader’s mind through nearly two years), is one of the 
adverse incidents of that serial form of publication? It may be nothing 
to the question that Mr. Dickens now publicly declares, on his word 
and honour, that that catastrophe was written, was engraven on steel, 
was printed, had passed through the hands of compositors, readers 
for the press, and pressmen, and was in type and in proof in the 
Printing House of Messrs. Bradbury and Evans, before the accident 
in Tottenham Court Road occurred. But, it is much to the question 
that an honourable reviewer might have easily traced this out in the 
internal evidence of the book itself, before he stated, for a fact, what 
Is utterly and entirely, in every particular and respect, untrue. More ; 
if the Editor of the Edinburgh Review (unbending from the severe 
official duties of a blameless branch of the Circumlocution Office) had 
happened to condescend to cast his eye on the passage, and had referred 
even its mechanical probabilities and improbabilities to his publishers, 
those experienced gentlemen must have warned him that he was get- 
ting into danger; must have told him that on a comparison of dates, 
and with a reference to the number printed of Little Dorrit, with that 
very incident illustrated, and to the date of the publication of the com- 
pleted book in a volume, they hardly perceived how Mr. Dickens could 
have waited, with such a desperate Micawberism, for a fall of houses 
in Tottenham Court Road, to get him out of his difficulties, and yet 
could have come up to time with the needful punctuality. Does the 
Edinburgh Review make no charges at random? Does it live in a blue 
and yellow glass house, and yet throw such big stones over the roof? 
Will the licensed Reviewer apologise to the licensed Novelist, for his 
little Circumlocution Office? Will he “examine the justice” of his 
own “general charges”, as well as Mr. Dickens’s? Will he apply 
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his own words to himself, and cptne to the conclusion that it really 
is, “a little curious to consider what qualifications a man ought 
to possess, before he could with any kind of propriety hold this 
language ” ? 

The Novelist now proceeds to the Reviewer’s curious misprint The 
reviewer, in his laudation of the great official departments, and in his 
indignant denial of their being any trace of a Circumlocution Office 
to be detected among them all, begs to know, ‘^what does Mr. Dickens 
think of the whole organisation of the Post Office, and of the system 
of cheap postage?” Taking St. Martins-le-grand in tow, the wrathful 
Circumlocution steamer, puffing at Mr. Dickens to crush him with all 
the weight of that first-rate vessel, demands, “to take a single and 
well-known example, how does he account for the career of Mr. 
Rowland Hill? A gentleman in a private and not very conspicuous 
position, writes a pamphlet recommending what amounted to a revolu- 
tion in a most important department of the Government. Did the 
Circumlocution Office neglect him, traduce him, break his heart, and 
ruin his fortune? They adopted his scheme, and gave him the leading 
share in carrying it out, and yet this is the government which Mr. 
Dickens declares to be a sworn foe to talent, and a systematic enemy 
to ingenuity.” 

The curious misprint here, is the name of Mr. Rowland Hill. Some 
other and perfectly different name must have been sent to the printer. 
Mr. Rowland Hill! I Why, if Mr, Rowland Hill were not, in tough- 
ness, a man of a hundred thousand; if he had not had in the struggles 
of his career a stedfastness of purpose overriding all sensitiveness, 
and steadily staring grim despair out of countenance, the Circumlocu- 
tion Office would have made a dead man of him long and long ago. 
Mr. Dickens, among his other darings, dares to state, that the Cir- 
cumlocution Office most heartily hated Mr. Rowland Hill; that the 
Ciixumlocution Office most characteristically opposed him as long as 
opposition was in any way possible; that the Circumlocution Office 
would have been most devoutly glad if it could have harried Mr. 
Rowland Hill’s soul out of his body, and consigned him and his 
troublesome penny project to the grave together. 

Mr. Rowland Hill 11 Now, see the impossibility of Mr. Rowland 
Hill being the name which the Edinburgh Review sent to the printer. 
It may have relied on the forbearance of Mr, Dickens towards living 
gentlemen, for his being mute on a mighty job that was jobbed in that 
very Post-Office when Mr. Rowland Hill was tahoo there, and it shall 
not rely upon his courtesy in vain: though there be breezes on the 
southern side of mid-Strand, London, in which the scent of it is yet 
strong on quarter- days. But, the Edinburgh Review never can have 
put up Mr. Rowland Hill for the putting down of Mr. Dickens’s idle 
fiction of a Circumlocution Office. The “license” would have been 
too great, the absurdity would have been too transparent, the Circum- 
locution Office dictation and partizanship would have been much too 
manifest. 
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The Circumlocution Office adopted his scheme, and gave him the 
leading share in carrying it out.” The words are clearly not applicable 
to Mr. Rowland HilL Does the Reviewer remember the history of 
Mr. Rowland Hill’s scheme? The Novelist does, and will state it 
here, exactly; in spite of its being one of the eternal decrees that the 
Reviewer, in virtue of his license, shall know everything, and that the 
Novelist in virtue of his license, shall know nothing. 

Mr. Rowland Hill published his pamphlet on the establishment of 
one uniform penny postage, in the beginning of the year eighteen 
hundred and thirty-seven. Mr, Wallace, member for Greenock, who 
had long been opposed to the then existing Post-Office system, moved 
for a Committee on the subject. Its appointment was opposed by the 
Government — or, let us say, the Circumlocution Office—but was after- 
wards conceded. Before that Committee, the Circumlocution Office 
and Mr. Rowland Hill were perpetually in conflict on questions of fact; 
and it invariably turned out that Mr. Rowland Hill was always right 
in his facts, and that the Circumlocution Office was always wrong. 
Even on so plain a point as the average number of letters at that very 
time passing through the Post Office, Mr. Rowland Hill was right, 
and the Circumlocution Office wms wrong. 

Says the Edinburgh Review, in what it calls a ^‘general” way, ‘‘The 
Circumlocution Office adopted his scheme”. Did it? Not just thtni, 
certainly; for, nothing wdiatever was done, arising out of the enquiries 
of that Committee. But, it happened that the Whig Government after- 
wards came to be beaten on the Jamaica question, by reason of the 
Radicals voting against them. Sir Robert Peel was commanded to 
form a Government, but failed, in consequence of the difficulties that 
arose (our readers will remember them) about the Ladies of the Bed- 
chamber. The Ladies of the Bedchamber brought the Whigs in again, 
and then the Radicals (being always for the destruction of everything) 
made it one of the conditions of their rendering their support to the new 
Whig Government that the penny- postage system should be adopted. 
This was two years after the appointment of the Committee: that is 
to say, In eighteen hundred and thirty-nine. The Circumlocution 
Office had, to that time, done nothing towards the penny postage, 
but oppose, delay, contradict, and show itself uniformly wrong. 

“ They adopted his scheme, and gave him the leading share in carry- 
ing it out.” Of course they gave him the leading share in carrying 
it out, then, at the time when they adopted it, and took the credit and 
popularity of it? Not so. In eighteen hundred and thirty-nine, Mr. 
Rowland Plill was appointed — not to the Post Office, but to the 
Treasury. Was he appointed to the Treasury to carry out his owm 
scheme? No. He was appointed “to advise”. In other words, to 
instruct the ignorant Circumlocution Office how to do without him, 
if it by any means could. On the tenth of January, eighteen hundred 
and forty, the penny postage system was adopted. Then, of course, 
the Circumlocution Office gave Mr, Rowland Hill “ the leading share 
in carrying it out”? Not exactly, but it gave him the leading share 
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in carrying himself out: for, in eighteen hundred and forty-two, it 
summarily dismissed Mr. Rowland Hill altogether! 

When the Circumlocution Office had come to that pass in its patriotic 
course, so much admired by the Edinburgh Review, of protecting 
and patronising Mr. Rowland Hill, whom any child who is not a 
Novelist can perceive to have been its peculiar protigi; the public 
mind (always perverse) became much excited on the subject. Sir 
Thomas Wilde moved for another Committee. Circumlocution Office 
interposed. Nothing was done. The public subscribed and presented 
to Mr. Rowland Hill, Sixteen Thousand Pounds. Circumlocution 
Office remained true to itself and its functions. Did nothing; would 
do nothing. It was not until eighteen hundred and forty-six, four 
years afterwards, that Mr. Rowland Hill was appointed to a place in 
the Post Office. Was he appointed, even then, to the ‘‘leading share 
in carrying out” his scheme? He was permitted to creep into the 
Post Office up the back stairs, through having a place created for him. 
This post of dignity and honour, this Circumlocution Office crown, was 
called “Secretary to the Post- Master General”; there being already a 
Secretary to the Post Office, of whom the Circumlocution Office had 
declared, as its reason for dismissing Mr. Rowland Hill, that his func- 
tions and Mr. Rowland Hill’s could not be made to harmonize. 

They did not harmonize. They were in perpetual discord. Penny 
postage is but one reform of a number of Post Office reforms effected 
by Mr. Rowland Hill ; and these, for eight years longer, were thwarted 
and opposed by the Circumlocution Office, tooth and nail. It was not 
until eighteen hundred and fifty-four, fourteen years after the appoint- 
ment of Mr. Wallace’s Committee, that Mr. Rowland Hill (having, as 
was openly stated at the time, threatened to resign and to give his 
reasons for doing so), was at last made sole Secretary at the Post 
Office, and the inharmonious secretary (of whom no more shall be 
said) was otherwise disposed of. It is only since that date of eighteen 
hundred and fifty-four, that such reforms as the amalgamation of the 
general and district posts, the division of London into ten towns, tlie 
earlier delivery of letters all over the country, the book and parcels 
post, the increase of letter-receiving houses everywhere, and the man- 
agement of the Post Office with a greatly increased efficiency, have been 
brought about by Mr. Rowland Hill for the public benefit and the 
public convenience. 

If the Edinburgh Review could seriously want to know “how Mr. 
Dickens accounts for the career of Mr. Rowland Hill”, Mr, Dickens 
would account for it by his being a Birmingham man of such imper- 
turbable steadiness and strength of purpose, that the Circumlocution 
Office, by its utmost endeavours, very freely tried, could not weaken his 
determination, sharpen his razor, or break his heart. By his being a 
man in whose behalf the public gallantry was roused, and the public 
spirit awakened. By his having a project, in its nature so plainly and 
directly tending to the immediate benefit of eveiy man, woman, and 
child in the State, that the Circumlocution Office could not blind them, 
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though it could for a time cripple it. By his having thus, from the 
i first to the last, made his way in spite of the Circumlocution Office, 

and dead against it as his natural enemy. 

But, the name is evidently a curious misprint and an unfortunate 
mistake. The Novelist will await the Reviewer’s correction of the 
press, and substitution of the right name. 

Will the Edinburgh Review also take its next opportunity of man- 
j fully expressing its regret that in too distempered a zeal for the Cir- 

I cumlocution Office, it has been betrayed, as to that Tottenham Court 

I Road assertion, into a hasty substitution of untruth for truth; the dis- 

I credit of which, it might have saved itself, if it had been sufficiently 

, cool and considerate to be simply just? It will, too possibly, have 

much to do by that time in championing its Circumlocution Office 
in new triumphs on the voyage out to India (God knows that the 
Novelist has his private as well as his public reasons for writing the 
foreboding with no triumphant heart) ; but even party occupation, the 
reviewer’s license, or the editorial plural, does not absolve a gentleman 
from a pntleman’s duty, a gentleman’s restraint, and a gentleman’s 
I generosity. 

Mr. Dickens will willingly do his best to “account for” any new 
I case of Circumlocution Office protection that the Review may make 

a gauntlet of. He may be trusted to do so, he hopes, with a just 
respect for the Review, for himself, and for his calling; beyond the 
sound, healthy, legitimate uses and influences of which, he has no 
purpose to serve, and no ambition in life to gratify. 












WELL-AUTHENTICATED 

RAPPINGS 


The writer, who is about to record three spiritual experiences of his 
own in the present truthful article, deems it essential to state that, 
down to the time of his being favoured therewith, he had not been a 
believer in rappings, or tippings. His vulgar notions of the spiritual 
world, i-epresented its inhabitants as probably advanced, even beyond 
the intellectual supremacy of Peckham or New York; and it seemed 
to him, considering the large amount of ignorance, presumption, and 
folly with which this earth is blessed, so very unnecessaiy to call in 
immaterial Beings to gratify mankind with bad spelling and worse 
nonsense, that the presumption was strongly against those respected 
films taking the trouble to come here, for no better purpose than to 
make supererogatory idiots of themselves. 

This was the writer’s gross and fleshy state of mind at so late a 
period as the twenty-sixth of December last. On that memorable 
morning, at about two hours after daylight, — that is to say, at twenty 
minutes before ten by the writer’s watch, which stood on a table at his 
bedside, and which can be seen at the publishing-office, and identified 
as a demi- chronometer made by Bautte of Geneva, and numbered 
67,709 — on that memorable morning, at about two hours after day- 
light, the writer, starting up in bed with his hand to his forehead, dis- 
tinctly felt seventeen heavy throbs or beats in that region. They were 
accompanied by a feeling of pain in the locality, and by a general sen- 
sation not unlike that which is usually attendant on biliousness. Yield- 
ing to a sudden impulse, the writer asked : 

“ What is this?” 

The answer immediately returned (in throbs or beats upon the fore- 
head) was, Yesterday.” 

The writer then demanded, being as yet but imperfectly awake : 

“ What was yesterday?” 

Answer: “ Christmas Day.” 

The writer, being now quite come to himself, inquired, ‘‘ Who is the 
Medium in this case?” 
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! Answer: ‘‘Clarkins.” 

I Question: Mrs. Clarkins, or Mr. Clarkms?” 

Answer: Both.” 

Question : /‘ By Mr., do you mean Old Clarkins, or Young Clarkins?” 

Answer: “Both.” 

j Now, the writer had dined with his friend Clarkins (who can be 

appealed to, at the State- Paper Office) on the previous day, and spirits 
I had actually been discussed at that dinner, under various aspects. It 

I was in the writer’s remembrance, also, that both Clarkins Senior and 

! Clarkins Junior had been very active in such discussion, and had rather 

i pressed it on the company. Mrs. Clarkins too had joined in it with 

ij animation, and had observed, in a joyous if not an exuberant tone, that 

i it was “only once a year”. 

Convinced by these tokens that the rapping was of spiritual origin, 
the writer proceeded as follows : 

“Who are you?” 

The rapping on the forehead was resumed, but in a most incoherent 
manner. It was for some time impossible to make sense of it. After 
i a pause, the writer (holding his head) repeated the inquiry in a solemn 

voice, accompanied with a groan : :| 

“Who ARE you?” 

Incoherent rappings were still the response. 

The writer then asked, solemnly as before, and with another groan : 

“ What is your name?” 

The reply was conveyed in a sound exactly resembling a loud hic- 
cough. It afterwards appeared that this spiritual voice was distinctly 
I heard by Alexander Pumpion, the writer’s footboy (seventh son of 

Widow Pumpion, mangier), in an adjoining chamber. 

: Question: “Your name cannot be Hiccough? Hiccough is not a 

proper name?” 

No answer being returned, the writer said: “I solemnly charge you, 
by our joint knowledge of Clarkins the Medium~of Clarkins Senior, 

Clarkins Junior, and Clarkins Mrs — to reveal your name!” 

The reply rapped out with extreme unwillingness, was, “ Sloe-Juice, 

Logwood, Blackberry.” 

This appeared to the writer sufficiently like a parody on Cobweb, 

Moth, and Mustard-Seed, in the Midsummer Night’s Dream, to justify 
the retort : 

“ is not your name?” 

I The rapping spirit admitted, “No.” 

“ Then what do they generally call you?” 

A pause. 

“1 ask you, what do they generally call you?” 

The spirit, evidently under coercion, responded, in a most solemn 
manner, “Port!” 

This awful communication caused the writer to lie prostrate, on the 
verge of insensibility, for a quarter of an hour: during which the rap- 
pings were continued with violence, and a host of spiritual appearances 
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passed before bis eyes, of a black hue, and greatly resembling tadpoles 
endowed with the power of occasionally spinning themselves out into 
musical notes as they swam down into space. After contemplating a 
vast Legion of these appearances, the writer demanded of the rapping 
spirit : 

**How am I to present you to myself? What, upon the whole, is 
most like you?” 

The terrific reply was, “ Blacking.” 

As soon as the writer could command his emotion, which was now 
very great, he inquired : 

“ Had I better take something?” 

Answer: “Yes,” 

Question: “Can I write for something?” 

Answer: “Yes.” 

A pencil and a slip of paper which were on the table at the bedside 
immediately bounded into the writer^s hand, and he found himself forced 
to write (in a curiously unsteady character and all down-hill, whereas 
his own writing is remarkably plain and straight) the following spiritual 
note. 

“Mr. C. D. S. Pooney presents his compliments to Messrs. Bell and 
Company, Pharmaceutical chemists, Oxford Street, opposite to Port- 
land Street, and begs them to have the goodness to send him by Bearer 
a five-grain genuine blue pill and a genuine black draught of corre- 
sponding power.” 

But, before entrusting this document to Alexander Pumpion (who 
unfortunately lost it on his return, if he did not even lay himself open 
to the suspicion of having wilfully inserted it into one of the holes of a 
perambulating chestnut-roaster, to see how it would Hare), the writer 
resolved to test the rapping spirit with one conclusive question. He 
therefore asked, in a slow and impressive voice: 

“ Will these remedies make my stomach ache?” 

It is impossible to describe the prophetic confidence of the reply. 
“Yes.” The assurance was fully borne out by the result, as the writer 
will long remember; and after this experience it were needless to 
observe that he could no longer doubt. 

The next communication of a deeply interesting character with which 
the writer was favoured, occurred on one of the leading lines of rail- 
way. The circumstances under which the revelation was made to him 
— on the second day of January in the present year— were these: He 
had recovered from the effects of the previous remarkable visitation, 
and had again been partaking of the compliments of the season. The 
preceding day had been passed in hilarity. He was on his way to a 
celebrated town, a well-known commercial emporium where he had 
business to transact, and had lunched in a somewhat greater hurry 
than is usual on railways, in consequence of the train being behind 
time- His lunch had been very reluctantly administered to him by 
a young lady behind a counter. She had been much occupied at the 
time with the arrangement of her hair and dress, and her expressive 
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countenance had denoted disdain. It will be seen that this young iady 
proved to be a powerful Medium. 

The writer had returned to the first-class carriage in which he chanced 
to be travelling alone, the train had resumed its motion, he had fallen 
into a doze, and the unimpeachable watch already mentioned recorded 
forty-five minutes to have elapsed since his interview with the Medium, 
when he was aroused by a very singular musical instrument. This 
instrument, he found to his admiration not unmixed with alarm, was 
performing in his inside. Its tones were of a low and rippling char- 
acter, difficult to describe; but, if such a comparison may be admitted, 
resembling a melodious heart-burn. Be this as it may, they suggested 
that humble sensation to the writer. 

Concurrently with his becoming aware of the phenomenon in ques- 
tion, the writer perceived that his attention was being solicited by a 
hurried succession of angry raps in the stomach, and a pressure on the 
chest A sceptic no more, he immediately communed with the spirit. 
The dialogue was as follows : — 

Question: “ Do I know your name?” 

Answer : * ^ / should think so I ” 

Question: Does it begin with a P?” 

Answer (second time) : ** I should think so !” 

Question : ** Have you two names, and does each begin with a P?” 

Answer (third time) : “ I should think so I” 

Question: I charge you to lay aside this levity, and inform me what 
you are called.” 

The spirit, after reflecting for a few seconds, spelt out P. O. R. K. 
The musical instrument then performed a short and fragmentary strain* 
The spirit then recommenced, and spelt out the word *■ P. 1. E.” 

Now, this precise article of pastry, this particular viand or comestible, 
actually had formed — let the scoffer know— the staple of the writer’s 
lunch, and actually had been handed to him by the young lady whom 
he now knew to be a powerful Medium ! Highly gratified by the con- 
viction thus forced upon his mind that the knowledge with which he 
conversed was not of this world, the writer pursued the dialogue. 

Question: **They call you Pork Pie?” 

Answer: **Yes.” 

Question (which the writer timidly put, after struggling with some 
natural reluctance), “Are you, in fact, Pork Pie?” 

Answer: “Yes.” 

It were vain to attempt a description of the mental comfort and 
relief which the writer derived from this important answer. He pro- 
ceeded: 

Question; “Let us understand each other. A part of you is Pork, 
and a part of you is Pie?” 

Answer: “Exactly so.” 

Question: “ What is your Pie-part made of?” 

Answer: “Lard.” Then came a sorrowful strain from the musical 
Instrument Then the word “ Dripping”. 
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Question : *‘ How am I to present you to my mind? What are you 
most like?” . 

Answer (very quickly) : ‘‘ Lead.” 

A sense of despondency overcame the writer at this point. When he 
had in some measure conquered it, he resumed : 

Question: “Your other nature is a Porky nature. What has that 
nature been chiefly sustained upon?” 

Answer (in a sprightly manner) : “ Pork, to be sure ! ” 

Question: “Not so. Pork is not fed upon pork?” 

Answer: “ Isn’t it, though !” 

A strange internal feeling, resembling a flight of pigeons, seized 
upon the writer. He then became illuminated in a surprising manner, 
and said : 

“ Do I understand you to hint that the human race, incautiously 
attacking the indigestible fortresses called by your name, and not 
having time to storm them, owing to the great solidity of their 
almost impregnable walls, are in the habit of leaving much of their 
contents in the hands of the Mediums, who with such pig nourish 
the pigs of future pigs?” 

Answer : ‘ ‘ That’s it ! ” 

Question : “ Then to paraphrase the words of our immortal bard ” 

Answer (interrupting): 

“ The same pork in its time, makes many pies, 

Its least being seven pasties.” 


The writer’s emotion was profound. But, again desirous still further 
to try the Spirit, and to ascertain whether, in the poetic phraseology of 
the advanced seers of the United States, it hailed from one of the inner 
and more elevated circles, he tested its knowledge with the following : 

Question: “In the wild harmony of the musical instrument within 
me, of which I am again conscious, what other substances are there 
airs of, besides those you have mentioned? 

Answer Cape. Gamboge. Camomile. Treacle. Spirits of wine. 
Distilled Potatoes.” 

Question: “ Nothing else?” 

Answer: “ Nothing worth mentioning.” 

Let the scorner tremble and do homage : let the feeble sceptic blush ! 
The writer at his lunch had demanded of the powerful Medium, a glass 
of Sherry, and likewise a small glass of Brandy. Who can doubt that 
the articles of commerce indicated by the Spirit were supplied to him 
from that source under those two names? 

One other instance may suffice to prove that experiences of the fore- 
going nature are no longer to be questioned, and that it ought to be 
made capital to attempt to explain them away. It is an exquisite case 
of Tipping. 

The writer’s Destiny had appointed him to entertain a hopeless 
affection for Miss L. B., of Bungay, in the county of Suffolk. Miss 
L. B. had not, at the period of the occurrence of the Tipping, openly 
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rejected the writer’s offer of his hand and heart; but it has since 
seemed probable that she had been withheld from doing- so, by filial 
fear of her father, Mr. B., who was favourable to the writer’s preten- 
sions. Now mark the Tipping. A young man, obnoxious to all well- 
constituted minds (since married to Miss L. B.), was visiting at the 
house. Young B., was also home from school. The writer was 
present. The family party were assembled about a round table. It 
was the spiritual time of twilight in the month of July. Objects could 
not be discerned with any degree of distinctness. Suddenly, Mr. B. 
whose senses had been lulled to repose, infused terror into all our 
breasts, by uttering a passionate roar or ejaculation. His words (his 
education was neglected in his youth) were exactly these:*' Damme, 
here’s somebody a shoving of a letter into my hand, under my own 
mahogany ! ” Consternation seized the assembled group. Mrs. B. 
augmented the prevalent dismay by declaring that somebody had 
been softly treading on her toes, at intervals, for half - an - hour. 
Greater consternation seized the assembled group. Mr. B. called 
for lights. Now, mark the Tipping. Young B. cried (I quote his 
expressions accurately), "It’s the spirits, father! They’ve been at 
it with me this last fortnight.” Mr. B. demanded with irascibility, 
**What do you mean, sir? What have they been at?” Young B. 
replied, "Wanting to make a regular Post-office of me, father. They’re 
always handing impalpable letters to me, father. A letter must have 
come creeping round to you by mistake. I must be a Medium, father. 
O, here’s a go!” cried young B. "If I an’t a jolly Medium!” The 
boy now became violently convulsed, spluttering exceedingly, and jerk- 
ing out his legs and arms in a manner calculated to cause me (and 
which did cause me) serious inconvenience; for, I was supporting his 
respected mother within range of his boots, and he conducted himself 
like a telegraph before the invention of the electric one. All this time 
Mr. B. was looking about under the table for the letter, while the 
obnoxious young man, since married to Miss L. B., protected that 
young lady in an obnoxious manner. "O here’s a go!” Young B. 
continued to cry without intermission, "If I an’t a jolly Medium, 
father! Here’s a go! There’ll be a Tipping presently, father. Look 
out for the table!” Now mark the Tipping. The table tipped so 
violently as to strike Mr. B. a good half-dozen times on his bald 
head while he was looking under it; which caused Mr. B. to come 
out with great agility, and rub it with much tenderness (I refer to his 
head), and to imprecate it with much violence (I refer to the table), 
1 observed that the tipping of the table was uniformly in the direction 
of the magnetic current ; that is to say, from south to north, or from 
young B. to Mr. B. I should have made some further observations 
on this deeply interesting point, but that the table suddenly revolved, 
and tipped over on myself, bearing me to the ground with a force 
increased by the momentum imparted to it by young B., who came 
over with it in a state of mental exaltation, and could not be dis- 
placed for some time. In the interval, I was aware of being crushed 
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by Ms weight and the table’s, and also of his constantly calling out 
to his sister and the obnoxious young man, that he foresaw there 
would be another Tipping presently. 

None such, however, took place. He recovered after taking a short 
walk with them in the dark, and no worse effects of the very beautiful 
experience with which we had been favoured, were perceptible in him 
during the rest of the evening, than a slight tendency to hysterical 
laughter, and a noticeable attraction (I might almost term it fascina- 
tion) of his left hand, in the direction of his heart or waistcoat-pocket. 

Was this, or was it not a case of Tipping? Will the sceptic and the 
scoffer reply? 
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Emerging, the other day, into the open street from an exhibition of ^ 
pictures at the West End of London, I was much impressed by the 
contrast between the polite bearing of the Fine Arts, and the rude- 
ness of real life. Inside the gallery, all the people in the pictures had 
pointedly referred to me in every cock of their highly feathered hats, 
in every wrinkle of their highly slashed doublets, in every stride and 
straddle of their highly muscular legs. Outside, I did not observe that 
I exercised any influence on the crowd who were pursuing their busi- 
ness or their pleasure ; or that those insensible persons at all altered 
the expression of their countenances for my sake. Inside, nothing 
could be done without me. Were a pair of eyes in question, they must 
smirk at me; were a pair of spurs in question, they must glint at me; 
were a pair of boots in question, they must stretch themselves out on 
forms and benches to captivate me. Whereas, it appeared to me, that 
the eyes and the spurs and the boots that were outside, all had more or 
less of their own to do, and did it; thereby reducing me to the station 
of quite an unimportant personage. I had occasion to make the same 
remark in reference to the Passions. Nothing could exceed the good- 
breeding with which, inside the gallery, they had entreated me not 
to disturb myself on their account, and had begged me to observe 
that they were what the children call, “only in fun*’. Outside, on 
the other hand, they were quite obstreperous, and no more cared to 
preserve a good understanding with me than if I had been one of the 
sparrows in the gutter. A similar barbarous tendency to reality, to 
change and movement, and to the knowledge of the Present, as a 
something of interest sprung out of the Past and melting into the 
Future, was to be noted on every external object: insomuch that the 
passing from the inside of the gallery to the outside was like the transi- 
tion from Madame Tussaud’s wax- work, or a tawdry fancy ball in the 
Sleeping Beauty’s palace during the hundred years of enchantment, 
to a windy mountain or the rolling sea. I understood now, what I had 
never understood before, why there were two sentries at the exhibition- 
door. These are not to be regarded as mere privates in the Foot 
Guards, but as allegorical personages, stationed there with gun and 
bayonet to keep out Purpose, and to mount guard over the lassitude 
of the Fine Arts, laid up in the lavender of other ages. 
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I was so charmed by these discoveries, and particularly the last, that 
i stepped into my club (the Associated Bores), with the idea of writing 
an essay, to be entitled The Praise of Painting. But, as I am of a dis- 
criminatory turn, even in my admiration, I meditated in its stead a little 
project of reform, which I proceed to submit to the Royal Academy of 
Arts— of whose co-operation I have no doubt — and to the public. 

Devoted as I am to the pictures which it is the pride and privilege 
of the present age to produce in this land of the free and refuge of the 
slave, I cannot disguise from myself the fact that I know all the 
Models. I cannot shut my eyes to the gloomy truth, that my fellow- 
countrymen and countrywomen are but too well acquainted by sight 
with every member of that limited profession which sits to painters 
at so much an hour. I cannot be deaf to the whisper of my conscience 
that we have had enough of them. I am unable to silence the still 
small voice which tells me that I am tired to death of that young man 
with the large chest, and that I would thankfully accept a less sym- 
metrical young man with a smaller chest, or even with a chest in 
which the stethoscope might detect a weakness. Immaculate as that 
other young man^s legs are, I am sick of his legs. A novelty, even 
though it were bandy, would be a sweet and soothing relief to me. 

My feelings are, I say, the feelings of thousands who suffer with me 
under the oppression of this nightmare of Models, and I therefore 
reckon with certainty on the general support in my project for curing 
the evil. My project is as follows : 

1. That the young man with the large chest be promptly taken into 
custody, and confined in the Tower. 

2. That the young man with the immaculate legs be promptly taken 
into custody, and confined in Greenwich Hospital ; and that his legs be 
there immediately amputated (under chloroform), and decently buried 
within the precincts of the building. 

3. That the young woman with the long eyelashes be sent to the 
Magdalen until further orders. 

4. That every other Model be immediately seized, veiled, and placed 
in solitary confinement. 

5. That the fancy-dress establishment of the Messrs. Nathan in 
Titchbourne Street, Haymarket, be razed to the ground, and the stock 
in trade seized; and further, that all slashed dresses of the period of 
Charles the Second, all buff jerkins of the Commonwealth, and all 
large boots of whatsoever description, found in such stock, be publicly 
burnt, as old and incorrigible offenders. 

6. That the premises of the Messrs. Pratt in Bond Street, as being 
in the occupation of the leaders of the Still-life Model Department, 
be rigidly searched, and that all the old curiosity shops in Wardour 
Street and elsewhere be likewise rigidly searched, and that all offen- 
sively notorious property found therein be brought away. That is 
to say: all steel-caps and armour of whatsoever description, all large 
spurs and spur-leathers, all bossy tankards, all knobby drinking glasses, 
all ancient bottles and jugs, all high-backed chairs, all twisted-legged 
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tables, all carpets, covers, and hangings, all remarkable swords and I 

daggers, all strangely bound old books, and all spinning wheels. (The j 

last-named to be broken on the spot.) 

It may be objected by the scrupulous, that the loss of property thus 
caused would fall heavily on individuals, and would be a greater 
punishment than could be justified even by the immense provocation 
the public has received. My answer is, that my project is based on 
principles of justice, and that I therefore propose to compensate these 
persons by paying the fair purchase-price of all the articles seized. 

For this purpose (and for another to be presently mentioned), I pro- 
pose that the government be empowered to raise by the issue of ex- 
chequer bills, a sum not exceeding three millions sterling. Inasmuch 
as it would be necessary to purchase of Messrs. Hunt and Roskell, 
goldsmiths and jewellers of New Bond Street, and likewise of Mr. 

Hancock, goldsmith and jeweller of the same place, various highly- 
exasperating tall cups and covers wrought in precious metals, which 
daily find their way into pictures, to the persecution, terror, and ex- 
haustion of the public, my calculation is, that two millions of the three 
would be sunk in the payments indispensable to the public relief. 

The remaining million to be devoted to the two remaining objects 
now to be described. 

Firstly, to the construction of a large building (if no edifice suffi- 
ciently inconvenient and hideous to serve a national purpose be already 
in existence), in which the seized property shall be deposited in strict 
seclusion for ever. As the public, after its long and terrible experience 
of the contents of this dismal storehouse, will naturally shun it, and 
as all good parents may confidently be expected to teach their children 
in awe-stricken whispers to avoid it, it would be superfluous to take 
precautions against the intrusion of any casual visitors. But, it will 
be necessary (so touching is the constancy and so enthralling the 
affection with which painters cling to Models), to make it capital for 
any professor of the art of painting to be found in the Institution on 
any pretence whatever ; and to render it incumbent on the judges of 
the land, receiving proof of such offence according to the usual laws 
of evidence, to sentence the offender to death, without hope of mercy. 

The east and west sides of this building to be fitted up, each with 
its own sleeping rooms, domestic offices, dining hall, and chapel. The 
east side to be called The Side of the Male Models ; the west side to 
be called The Side of the Female Models. Every preparation being 
completed for the reception of these unhappy persons, hither would 
be brought; from the Tower, the young man with the large chest; 
from Greenwich Hospital, the young man without the immaculate 
legs ; from the Magdalen, the young woman with the long eyelashes. 

Hither too, would be brought, all in close custody and heavily veiled, 
the whole offending family of live Models. Hither, a procession of 
hearses would convey them in the dead of night; the first hearse 
containing the aggravating patriarch with the white beard, and the 
pious grandmother with the veinous hands; the last, containing the 
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innocent but misguided child who has long been accustomed to sit 
on a cruelly knotty bench, and blow bubbles from a pipe. From this 
place of seclusion and expiation, they should nmer more be permitted 
to come forth. And adapting an idea from the eloquent pamphlet of 
Mr. Commissioner Phillips on capital punishment, 1 would have a 
gorgeous flag perpetually waving from the apex of the roof, on which 
should be inscribed, in mediaeval characters, The Grave of the 
Models. 

But, still respecting the eternal principles of justice, I would not 
confiscate the money-earning opportunities of the socially deceased. 
This brings me to the last object to which the residue of the capital 
of three millions should be appropriated. Assuming, say the young 
man with the large chest, to have been able to earn by that chest two 
shillings an hour (I take that to be high, but his chest is very large), 
for six hours a day during six months of the year, that young man’s 
gains, in round numbers, would amount to ninety pounds per annum. 
I would pay that young man that income, and, though civilly dead, he 
should retain the power of disposing of his property by will. Neither 
would I amputate the legs of that other young man, without allowing 
him, besides, a pension for their loss in the public service. The rights 
of the young woman with the eyelashes would be similarly respected. 
No Model would suffer, except in liberty, by the incalculable addition 
to the stock of general comfort and happiness. Over and above these 
great advantages, I would concede to the Models the right of encasing 
themselves in all the armour, wearing all the fancy dresses, lolling in 
all the high-backed chairs, putting on the boots of all periods and 
striding them under, over, or upon, all the twisted-legged tables, and 
pretending to drink out of all the knobby glasses and bossy tankards, 
in the collection. As they have seldom done anything else, and, 
happily for themselves, have seldom been used to do this to any pur- 
pose but the display of themselves and the property, I conceive that 
they would hardly discern a difference between their being under the 
proposed restraint and being still at large. 

This is my project Whether the withdrawal of the Models would 
reduce our men of genius, who paint pictures, to the shameful neces- 
sity of wresting their great art to the telling of stories and conveying 
of ideas, is a question upon which I do not feel called to enter. To 
close with quite another head of remark, I will observe that I may be 
told that the Act of Parliament necessary for carrying out my purpose, 
is a sweeping one, and might be opposed. I have considered that, 
too, and have discovered the remedy. It is (which can be easily done), 
but to get some continental sovereign to demand it, on a threat of 
invasion, fire, sword, and extermination ; and a spirited Minister will 
do his utmost to pass it with the greatest alacrity. 


PLEASE TO LEAVE YOUR 
UMBRELLA 




I MADE a visit the other day to the Palace at Hampton Court. I may 
have had my little reason for being in the best of humours with the 
Palace at Hampton Court; but that little reason is neither here (ah! 
I wish it were here !) nor there. 

In the readiest of moods for complying with any civil request, I was 
met, in the entrance-hall of the public apartments at Hampton Court, 
by the most obliging of policemen, who requested me to leave my 
umbrella in his custody at the foot of the stairs. “ Most willingly,” 
said I, “ for my umbrella is veij wet.” So the policeman hung it on 
a rack, to drip on the stone floor with the sound of an irregular clock, 
and gave me a card of authority to reclaim it when I should come 
out again. Then, I went prosperously through the long suites of 
deserted rooms, now looking at the pictures, and now leaning over 
the broad old window -seats and looking down into the rainy old 
gardens, with their formal gravel walks, clipped trees, and trim turf 
banks — gardens with court-suits on. There was only one other visitor 
(in very melancholy boots) at Hampton Court that blessed day ; who 
soon went his long grave way, alternately dark in the piers and light 
in the windows, and was seen no more. 

I wonder,” said I, in the manner of the Sentimental Journeyer, 
“ I wonder, Yorick, whether, with this little reason in my bosom, I 
should ever want to get out of these same interminable suites of rooms, 
and return to noise and bustle! It seems to me that I could stay here 
very well until the grisly phantom on the pale horse came at a gallop 
up the staircase, seeking me. My little reason should make of these 
queer dingy closet-rooms, these little corner chimney-pieces tier above 
tier, this old blue china of squat shapes, these dreary old state bed- 
steads with attenuated posts, nay, dear Yorick,” said I, stretching 
forth my hand towards a stagnant pool of blacking in a frame, 

should make, even of these very works of art, an encompassing 
universe of beauty and happiness. The fountain in the staid red and 
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white courtyard without (for we had turned that angle of the building), 
would never fall too monotonously on my ear ; the four chilled sparrows 
now fluttering on the brink of its basin would never chii’p a wish for 
change of weather ; no bargeman on the rain-speckled river, no way- 
farer rain-belated under the leafless trees in the park, would ever come 
into my fancy as examining in despair those swollen clouds, and vainly 
peering for a ray of sunshine. I and my little reason, Yorick, would 
keep house here, all our lives, in perfect contentment; and when we 
died, our ghosts should make of this dull Palace the first building ever 
haunted happily ! ” 

I had got thus far in my adaptation of the Sentimental Journey 
when I was recalled to my senses by the visible presence of the Black- 
ing which I just now mentioned. ‘‘Good Heaven!’’ I cried, with a 
start; “now I think of it, what a number of articles that policeman 
below stairs required me to leave with him !” 

“Only an umbrella. He said no more than, Please to leave your 
umbrella.” 

“Faith, Yorick,” I returned, “he insisted on my putting so much 
valuable property into my umbrella, and leaving it all at the foot of 
the stairs before I entered on the contemplation of many of these 
pictures, that I tremble to think of the extent to which I have been 
despoiled. That policeman demanded of me, for the time being, all 
the best bumps in my head. Form, colour, size, proportion, distance, 
individuality, the true perception of every object on the face of the earth 
or the face of the Heavens, he insisted on my leaving at the foot of 
the stairs, before I could confide in the catalogue. And now I find the 
moon to be really made of green cheese ; the sun to be a yellow wafer 
or a little round blister; the deep wild sea to be a shallow series of 
slate-coloured festoons turned upside down; the human face Divine 
to be a smear; the whole material and immaterial universe to be 
sticky with treacle and polished up with blacking. Conceive what 
I must be, through all the rest of my life, if the policeman should 
make off with my umbrella and never restore it!” 

Filled with the terrors of this idea, I retraced my steps to the top 
of the stairs, and looked over the hand-rail for my precious property. 
It was still keeping time on the stone pavement like an irregular 
clock, and the policeman (evidently possessed by no dishonest spirit) 
was reading a newspaper. Calmed and composed, I resumed my 
musing way through the many rooms. 

Please to leave your umbrella. Of all the Powers that get your 
umbrella from you, Taste is the most encroaching and insatiate. 
Please to put into your umbrella, to be deposited in the hall until 
you come out again, all your powers of comparison, all your experi- 
ence, all your individual opinions. Please to accept with this ticket 
for your umbrella the individual opinions of some other personage 
whose name is Somebody, or Nobody, or Anybody, and to swallow 
the same without a word of demur. Be so good as to leave your 
eyes with your umbrellas, gentlemen, and to deliver up your private 
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judgn^nt with your walking-sticks. Apply this ointment, compounded 
by the learned Dervish, and you shall see no end of camels going with 
the greatest ease through needles’ eyes. Leave your umbrella-full of 
property which is not by any means to be poked at this collection, 
witih the police, and you shall acknowledge, whether you will or no, 
this hideous porcelain- ware to be beautiful, these wearisomely stiff 
and unimaginative forms to be graceful, these coarse daubs to be 
masterpieces. Leave your umbrella and take up your gentility. Taste 
proclaims to you what is the genteel thing ; receive it and be genteel I 
Think no more of your umbrellas — be they the care of the Police of 
Scotland Yardl Think no more for yourselves — be you the care of 
the Police of Taste! 

I protest that the very Tax-gatherer does not demand so much of me 
as the Powers who demand my umbrella. The Tax-gatherer will not 
allow me to wear hair-powder unmolested; but the Umbrella-gatherer 
will not allow me to wear my head. The Tax-gatherer takes toll of 
my spade; but the Umbrella-gatherer will not permit me to call my 
spade, a spade. Longinus, Aristotle, Doctor Waagen, and the Musical 
Glasses, Parliamentary Commissions, the Lord-Knows-Who, Marl- 
borough House, and the Brompton Boilers, have declared my spade to 
be a mop-stick. And I must please to give up my umbrella, and believe 
in the mop-stick. 

Again. The moral distinctions, and the many remembrances, an^ 
balances of This and That, which I am required by other authorities 
to put into my so-often demanded umbrella and to leave in the lobby, 
are as numerous as the Barnacle family. It was but a sessions or two 
ago, that I went to the gallery at the Old Bailey, to hear a trial. Was 
my umbrella all that I was called upon to leave behind me, previous to 
taking my seat? Certainly not. I was requested to put so many things 
into it that it became, though of itself a neat umbrella, more bulgy 
than Mrs. Gamp’s. I found it insisted upon, that I should cram into 
this unfortunate article all the weighty comparisons I had ever made 
in my life between the guilt of laying hands upon a pound of scrag of 
mutton, and upon hundreds of thousands of pounds of sterling money. 
I found it insisted upon, that I should leave with my umbrella before 
I went into Court, any suspicions I had about me (and I happened to 
have a good many), that distortion and perversion of the truth, plainly 
for the purpose of so much gain, and for the enhancement of a pro- 
fessional reputation, were to be observed there, outside the dock and 
beyond the prisoner. I found myself required to take a ticket, conven- 
tionally used in that place, in exchange for my natural perception of 
many painfully ludicrous things that should have become obsolete long 
ago. Not that I complain of this particular demand at the door; for 
otherwise how could I have borne the fearful absurdity of the Judge 
being unable to discharge the last awful duty of his office without 
putting on a strange little comical hat, only used for the dismissal of 
a blood-stained soul into eternity? Or how could I have withheld my- 
self from bursting out into a fit of laughter, which would have been 
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contempt of court, when the same exalted functionary and two vlftuous 
Counsel (I never in my life had the pleasure of hearing two gentle- 
men talk so much virtue) were grimly pleasant on the dressing-up in 
woollen wigs of certain Negro Singers whose place of entertainment 
had been innocently the scene of a manslaughter. While the exalted 
functionary himself, and the two virtuous Counsel themselves, were at 
that very moment dressed up in woolly wigs, to the full as false and 
ridiculous as any theatrical wigs in the world, only they were not of 
the negro colour! 

But, when I went to the Strangers’ Gallery of the House of Commons, 
I had a greater load to leave with my umbrella than Christian had to 
lay down in the Pilgrim’s Progress. The difference between Black and 
White, which is really a very large one and enough to burst any Um- 
brella, was the first thing I had to force into mine. And it was well 
for me that this was insisted on by the Police, or how could I have 
escaped the Serjeant-at-Arms, when the very same Member who on the 
last occasion of my going to the very same place I had with my own 
ears heard announce with the profoundest emotion that he came down 
to that house expressly to lay his hand upon his heart and declare that 
Black was White and there was no such thing as Black, now announced 
with the profoundest emotion that he came down to that house expressly 
to lay his hand upon his heart and declare that White was Black and 
there was no such thing as White? If you have such an article about 
you (said the Umbrella-taker to me in effect) as the distinction between 
very ill-constructed common places, and sound patriotic facts, you are 
requested to leave it at the door here. — By all means, said L — You 
have there a Noun of Multitude or signifying many, called The Coun- 
try; please to put that too, in your Umbrella. — Willingly, said I. — 
Your belief that public opinion is not the lobby of this place and the 
bores of the clubs, will be much in your way, and everybody else’s here- 
abouts; please to leave that likewise. — You are welcome to it, said I. — 
But I am bound to admit that thus denuded, I passed quite a pleasant 
evening; which I am certain I could not have done, if I had been 
allowed to take my Umbrella and its cumbrous contents in with 
me. 

Please to leave your Umbrella. I have gone into churches where I 
have been required to leave my Umbrella in a sham medimval porch, 
with hundreds of eventful years of History squeezed in among its ribs. 

I have gone into public assemblages of great pretensions — even into 
assemblages gathered together under the most sacred of names — and 
my Umbrella, filled to the handle with my sense of Christian fairness 
and moderation, has been taken from me at the door. All through 
life, according to my personal experience, I must please to leave my 
Umbrella, or I can’t go in. 

I had reached this point and was about to apostrophise Yorick once 
more, when a civil voice requested me, in obliging tones, to claim 
my Umbrella”. I might have done that, without a ticket, as there was 
no other on the rack in the Hall at Hampton Court Palace, whither I 






had now worked my way round by another course, without knowing it. 
However, I gave back my ticket, and got back my Umbrella, and then 
I and my little reason went dreaming away under its shelter through 
the fast-falling spring rain, which had a sound in it that day like the 
rustle of the coming summer* 
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When I was a little animal revolting to the sense of sight (for I date 
from the period when small boys had a dreadful high - shouldered 
sleeved strait-waistcoat put upon them by their keepers, over which their 
dreadful little trousers were buttoned tight, so that they roamed about 
disconsolate, with their hands in their pockets, like dreadful little pairs 
of tongs that were vainly looking for the rest of the fire-irons) ; when 
I was this object of just contempt and horror to all well-constituted 
minds, and when, according to the best of my remembrance and self- 
examination in the past, even my small shirt was an airy superstition 
which had no sleeves to it and stopped short at my chest ; when I was 
this exceedingly uncomfortable and disreputable father of my present 
self, I remember to have been taken, upon a New Year’s Day, to the 
Bazaar in Soho Square, London, to have a present bought for me. A 
distinct impression yet lingers in my soul that a grim and unsympa- 
thetic old personage of the female gender, flavoured with musty dry 
lavender, dressed in black crape, and wearing a pocket in which some- 
thing clinked at my ear as we went along, conducted me on this 
occasion to the World of Toys. I remember to have been incidentally 
escorted a little way down some conveniently retired street diverging 
from Oxford Street, for the purpose of being shaken ; and nothing has 
ever slaked the burning thirst for vengeance awakened in me by this 
female’s manner of insisting upon wiping my nose herself (I had a cold 
and a pocket-handkerchief), on the screw principle. For many years 
I was unable to excogitate the reason why she should have undertaken 
to make me a present. In the exercise of a matured judgment, I have 
now no doubt that she had done something bad in her youth, and that 
she took me out as an act of expiation. 

Nearly lifted off my legs by this adamantine woman’s grasp of my 
glove (another fearful invention of those dark ages — a mulfler, and 
fastened at the wrist like a hand-cuff, I was haled through the Bazaar. 
My tender imagination (or conscience) represented certain small apart- 
ments in corners, resembling wooden cages, wherein I have since seen 
reason to suppose that ladies’ collars and the like are tried on, as 
being, either dark places of confinement for refractory youth, or dens 
in which the Hons were kept who fattened on boys who said they didn’t 
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f care. Suffering tremendous terrors from the vicinity of these avenging 

mysteries, I was put before an expanse of toys, apparently about a 
hundred and twenty acres in extent, and was asked what I would have 
to the value of half-a-cro wn ? Having first selected every object at 
half-a-guinea, and then staked all the aspirations of my nature on 
every object at five shillings, I hit, as a last resource, upon a Harle- 
quin^s Wand — painted particoloured, like Harlequin himself. 

I Although of a highly hopeful and imaginative temperament, I had 

no fond belief that the possession of this talisman would enable me to 
f change Mrs. Pipchin at my side into anything agreeable. When I 

tried the effect of the wand upon her, behind her bonnet, it was rather 
as a desperate experiment founded on the conviction that she could 
change into nothing worse, than with any latent hope that she would 
I change into something better. Howbeit, I clung to the delusion that 

when I got home I should do something magical with this wand ; and 
I did not resign all hope of it until I had, by m^py trials, proved the 
wand’s total incapacity. It had no effect on the staring obstinacy of a 
rocking-horse; it produced no live Clown out of the hot beefsteak- 
pie at dinner ; it could not even influence the minds of my honoured 
parents to the extent of suggesting the decency and propriety of their 
giving me an invitation to sit up to supper. 

The failure of this wand is my first very memorable association with 
a New Year’s Day. Other wands have failed me since, but the Day 
itself has become their substitute, and is always potent. It is the best 
Harlequin’s Wand I have ever had. It has wrought strange transfor- 
mations — no more of them — its power in reproducing the Past is ad- 
mirable. Nothing ever goes wrong with that trick. I throw up and 
catch my little wand of New Year’s Day, beat the dust of years from 
the ground at my feet with it, twinkle it a little, and Time reverses his 
: hour-glass, and flies back, much faster than he ever flew forward. 

New Year’s Day. What Party can that have been, and what New 
Year’s Day can that have been, which first rooted the phrase, A New 
Year’s Day Party”, in my mind? So far back do my recollections of 
childhood extend, that I have a vivid remembrance of the sensation 
of being carried down-stairs in a woman’s arms, and holding tight to 
her, in the terror of seeing the steep perspective l^elow. Hence, I may 
have been carried into this Party, for anything I know ; but, somehow 
or other, I most certainly got there, and was in a doorway looking on; 

5 and in that look a New Year’s Party revealed itself to me, as a very 

I long row of ladies and gentlemen sitting against a wall, all drinking 

I at once out of little glass cups with handles, like custard-cups. What 

I can this Party have been! I am afraid it must have been a dull one, 

but I knouf it came off. Where can this Party have been! I have not 
the faintest notion where, but I am absolutely certain it was some- 
where. Why the company should all have been drinking at once, and 
especially why they should all have been drinking out of custard-cups, 
are points of fact over which the Waters of Oblivion have long rolled. 
I I doubt if they can have been drinking the Old Year out and the New 
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One in, because they were not at supper and had no table before them. 
There was no speech-making, no quick movement and change of 
action, no demonstration of any kind. They were all sitting in a long 
row against the wall — very like my first idea of the good people in 
Heaven, as I derived it from a wretched picture in a Prayer-book-— and 
they had all got their heads a little thrown back, and were all drink- 
ing at once. It is possible enough that I, the baby, may have been 
caught up out of bed to have a peep at the company, and that the com- 
pany may happen to have been thus occupied for the flash and space 
of a moment only. But, it has always seemed to me as if I looked at 
them for a long time— hours — daring which they did nothing else; 
and to this present time, a casual mention in my hearing, of a Party 
on a New Year’s Day, always revives that picture. 

On what other early New Year’s Day can I possibly have been an 
innocent accomplice in the secreting — in a coal cellar too — of a man 
with a wooden legL There was no man with a wooden leg, in the 
circle of my acknowledged and lawful relations and friends. Yet, 
I clearly remember that we stealthily conducted the man with the 
wooden leg — whom we knew intimately — into the coal cellar, and that, 
in getting him over the coals to hide him behind some partition there 
was beyond, his wooden leg bored itself in among the small coals, and 
his hat flew off, and he fell backward and lay prone: a spectacle of 
helplessness. I clearly remember that his struggles to get up among 
the small coals, and to obtain any purchase on himself in those slippery 
and shifting circumstances, were a work of exceeding difficulty, involv- 
ing delay and noise that occasioned us excessive terror. I have not 
the least idea who **we” were, except that I had a little sister for 
another innocent accomplice, and that there must have been a servant 
girl for principal : neither do I know whether the man with the wooden 
leg robbed the house, before or afterwards, or otherwise nefariously 
distinguished himself. Nor, how a cat came to be connected with the 
occasion, and had a fit, and ran over the top of a door. But, I know 
that some awful reason compelled us to hush it all up, and that we 
never told”. For many years, I had this association with a New 
Year’s Day entirely to myself, until at last, the anniversary being come 
round again, I said to the little sister, as she and I sat by chance 
among our children, ** Do you remember the New Year’s Day of the 
man with the wooden leg?” Whereupon, a thick black curtain which 
had overhung him from her infancy, went up, and she saw jUsSt this 
much of the man, and not a jot more. (A day or so before her death, 
that little sister told me that, in the night, the smell of the fallen leaves 
in the woods where we had habitually walked as very young children, 
had come upon her with such strength of reality that she had moved 
her weak head to look for strewn leaves on the floor at her bedside.) 

New Year’s Day. It was on a New Year’s Day that I fought a 
duel. Furious with love and jealousy, I “went out” with another 
gentleman of honour, to assert my passion for the loveliest and falsest 
of her sex. I estimate the age of that young lady to have been about 
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nine- -my own age, about ten. I knew the Queen of my soul, as the 
youngest Miss Clickitt but one I had offered marriage, and my pro- 
posals had been very favourably received, though not definitively closed 
with. At which juncture, my enemy — Paynter, by name — arose out of 
some abyss or cavern, and came between us. The appearance of the 
Fiend Paynter, in the CHckitt Paradise, was altogether so mysterious 
and sudden, that I don’t know where he came from; I only know that I 
found him, on the surface of this earth, one afternoon late in the month 
of December, playing at hot boiled beans and butter with the youngest 
Miss CHckitt but one. His conduct on that occasion was such, that I J- 

sent a friend to Paynter. After endeavouring with levity to evade the | 

question, by pulling the friend’s cap off and throwing it into a cabbage- 
garden, Paynter referred my messenger to his cousin — a goggle-eyed 
Being worthy of himself. Preliminaries were arranged, and by my 
own express stipulation the meeting was appointed for New Year’s I 

Day, in order that one of us might quit this state of existence on a 
day of mark. I passed a considerable portion of the last evening of if 

the old year in arranging my affairs. I addressed a pathetic letter, ij 

and a goldfinch, to the youngest Miss CHckitt but one (to be delivered Ij 

into her own hands by my friend, in case I should fall), and I wrote 
another letter for my mother, and made a disposition of my pi-operty: | 

which consisted of books, some coloured engravings of Bamfylde i 

Moore Carew, Mrs. Shipton, and others, in a florid style of art, and a 
rather choice collection of marbles. While engaged in these last duties, 

I suffered the keenest anguish, and wept abundantly. The combat i 

was to begin with fists, but was to end anyhow. Dark presentiments 
overshadowed my mind, because I had heard, on reliable authority, 
that Paynter (whose father was pay-master of some regiment stationed 
in the sea-port where the conflict impended), had a dirk and meant 
the worst. I had no other arms, myself, than a blank cartridge, of 
which ammunition we used to get driblets from the soldiers when they 
practised, by following them up with tobacco, and bribing them with 
pipes-full screwed in old copies, to pretend to load and not to do it. 

This cartridge my friend and second had specially recommended me, 
on the combat’s assuming a mortal appearance, to explode on the fell 
Paynter: which I, with some indefinite view of blowing that gentle- 
man up, had undertaken to do, though the engineering details of the 
operation were not at all adjusted. We met in a sequestered trench, 
among the fortifications. Paynter had access to some old military 
stores, and appeared on the ground in the regulation-cap of a full- 
grown Private of the Second Royal Veteran Battalion. — I see the boy 
now, coming from among the stinging-nettles in an angle of the 
trench, and making my blood run cold by his terrible appearance. 

Preliminaries were arranged, and we were to begin the struggle — this 
again was my express stipulation — on the word being given, **The 
youngest Miss CHckitt but one !” At this crisis, a difference of opinion 
arose between the seconds, touching the exact construction of that 
article in the code of honour which prohibits -‘hitting below the waist- 
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coat”; and I rather think it arose from //zj/ second’s having manoeuvred 
the whole of my waistcoat into the neighbourhood of my chin. How- 
ever it arose, expressions were used which Paynter, who I found had 
a very delicate sense of honour, could not permit to pass. He imme- 
diately dropped his guard, and appealed to me whether it was not our 
duty most reluctantly to forego our own gratification until the two 
gentlemen in attendance on us had established their honour? I warmly 
assented; I did more; I immediately took my friend aside, and lent 
him the cartridge. But, so unworthy of our confidence were those 
seconds that they declined, in spite alike of our encouragements and 
our indignant remonstrances, to engage. This made it plain both to 
Paynter and myself, that we had but one painful course to take; which 
was, to leave them (‘‘with loathing”, Paynter said, and I highly 
approved), and go away arm in arm. He gave me to understand as 
we went along that he too was a victim of the perfidy of the youngest 
Miss Clickitt but one, and I became exceedingly fond of him before we 
parted. 

And here is another New Year’s Day coming back, under the influ- 
ence of the Wand which is better than Harlequin’s! What New Year’s 
Day is this? This is the New Year’s Day of the annual gathering ot 
later times at Boles’s. Mr. Boles lives in a high, bleak, Down-country, 
where the wind never leaves off whistling all the year round, unless it 
takes to roaring. Mr. Boles has chimney-corners in his house, as big 
as other people’s rooms ; Mr. Boles’s lai-der is as the larder of an ami- 
able giant, and Mr. Boles’s kitchen corresponds thereto. In Mr. Boles’s 
boudoirs sits Miss Boles: a blessed creature: a Divinity. In Mr. 
Boles’s bed-chambers, is a ghost. In Mr. Boles’s house, in short, is 
everything desirable— and under Mr. Boles’s house, is Mr. Boles’s 
cellar. So many are the New Year’s Days I have passed at Mr. 
Boles’s, that I have won my way, like an enlisted Son of the vanished 
French Republic one and indivisible, through a regular series of pro- 
motions: beginning with the non-commissioned bedrooms, passing 
through the subaltern bed-rooms, ascending in the scale until, on the 
New Year’s Day now obedient to the Wand, I inhabit the Field-Marshal 
bed-room. But, where is Mr. Boles, now I have risen so high in the 
service? Alack! I go out, now-a-days, into the windy snow-drift, or 
the windy frost, or windy rain, or windy sunshine — of a certainty into 
the windy weather, let it be what else it may— to look at Mr. Boles’s 
tomb in the little churchyard : where, while the avenue of elms is 
gustily tossed and troubled, like Life, the one dark yew-tree in the 
shadow of the bell-tower is solemnly at rest, like Death. And Miss 
Boles? She, too, is departed, though only into the world of matrons, 
not of shadows; and she is my hostess now; and she is a blessed 
creature (in the byegone sense of making the ground she walks on, 
worshipful), no more; and I have outlived my passion for her, and 
I perceive her appetite to be healthy, and her nose to be red. What 
of that? Are the seasons to stop for me? There are Boleses coming 
on, though under the different name into which the blessed creature 
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gone for ever, (if she ever really came) sunk her own. In the old 
Boles boudoirs, there are still blessed creatures and divinities— -to some- 
body, though not to me. If I suspect that the present non-commis- 
sioned officers and subalterns don’t love as I did when I held those 
ranks, are not half as unselfishly faithful as I was, not half as tenderly 
devoted as I was, not half as passionately miserable as I was, what 
then? It may be so; it may not be so; but the world is, on the whole, 
round, and it is ever turning. If my old type has disappeared for the 
moment, it will come up again in its right place, when its right time 
brings it upward. Moreover, what am I, even as I know myself, that 
I should bemoan the disappearance, real or fancied, of the like of Me? 
Because I am virtuous, shall there be no cakes but of my kneading, 
no ale but of my brewing? Far from me be the thought! When it 
comes near me, and stays by me, I may know of a surety that New 
Year’s Days are finally closing in around me, and that, in a scheme 
where nothing created stops, I cannot too soon cease to be an insig- 
nificant anomaly. Therefore, O New Year’s Days of the old Boles 
time, and of all my old time, may you be ever welcome! Therefore, 
non-commissioned officers, subalterns, lieutenants, all, of the Boles 
spare bed-rooms, I, from the Field-Marshal chamber stretch out my 
poor hand, entreating cordiality of union among all degrees, and cheer- 
fully declaring my readiness to join as well as I can, in the last new 
figures of the Dance of Life, rather than growl and grumble, with 
no partner, down the Dance of Death. 

And here is another New Year’s Day responsive to the Wand of the 
season before I have dismissed the last. An Italian New Year’s Day, 
this, and the bright Mediterranean, with a stretch of violet and purple 
shore, formed the first leaf in the book of the New Year that I turned 
at daybreak this morning. On the steep hill-sides between me and the 
sea, diversified by many a patch of cypress-trees and tangled vines, is 
a wild medley of roof upon roof, church upon church, terrace upon ter- 
race, wall upon wall, tower upon tower. Questioning myself whether 
I am not descended, without having thought of it before, in a direct 
line from the good Haroun Alraschid, I tread the tesselated pavement 
of the garden - terrace, watch the gold-fish in the marble fountains, 
loiter in the pleasant grove of orange-trees, and become a moving 
pillar of fragrance by unromantically pocketing a green lemon, now 
and then, with an eye to Punch to-night in the English manner. It is 
not the New Year’s Day of a dream, but of broad awake fact, that 
finds me housed in a palace, with a highly popular ghost and twenty- 
five spare bed -rooms: over the stone and marble floors of which 
deserted halls, the highly popular ghost (unquiet spirit of a Porter, 
one would think), drags all the heavy furniture at dead of night. 
Down in the town, in the street of Happy Charles, at the shop oi 
the Swiss confectioner, there is at this moment, and is all day, an 
eager group examining the great Twelfth-cake — or, as my good friend 
and servant who speaks all languages and knows none, renders it 
to the natives, pane dolce numero dodici — sweet bread number twelve 
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—which has come as a present all the way from Signor Gunter’s 
della Piazza Berkeley, Londra, Inghilterra, and which got cracked 
in coming, and is in the street of Happy Charles to be mended, and 
the like of which has never been seen. It comes back at sunset (in 
order that the man who brings it on his head may get clear off before 
the ghost is due), and is set out as a show in the great hall. In the 
great hall, made as light as all our lights can make it — which is 
rather dark, it must be confessed — we assemble at night, to “keep 
it up”, in the English manner; meaning by “we”, the handful of 
English dwelling in that city, and the half handful of English who 
have married there into other nations, and the rare old Italian Cava- 
Here, who improvises, writes poetry, plays harps, composes music, 
paints pictures, and is always inaugurating somebody’s bust in hi'* 
little garden. Brown is the rare old Cavaliere’s face, but green his 
young enthusiastic heart; and whatever we do upon this mad New 
Year’s Night, the Cavaliere gaily bears his part in, and believes to be 
essentially an English custom, which all the English observe. When 
we enact grotesque charades, or disperse in the wildest exaggeration 
of an obsolete country-dance through the five-and-twenty empty rooms, 
the Cavaliere, ever foremost, believes in his soul that all provincial 
respectability and metropolitan variety, all Canterbury Precinct, Whit- 
field Tabernacle, Saint James’s Parish, Clapham, and Whitechapel, 
are religiously doing the same thing; and he cries, “Dt^ar England, 
merry England, the young and joyous, home of the Fancy, free as the 
air, playful as the child!” So enchanted is the dear Cavaliere (at about 
three in the morning, and after the lemons), that he folds my hand flat, 

' inside his white waistcoat, folds his own two over it, and walks me up 

; and down the Hall, meekly prisoner, while he improvises an enormous 

poem on the sports of England : which poem, I think, throughout, I am 
going to begin to understand presently, but of which I do not compre- 
hend one lonely word. Nor, does even this severe intellectual exercise 
use up the Cavaliere, for, after going home and playing the harp I don’t 
know how many hours, he flies out of bed, seizes pen ink and paper — 
the mechanical appliances of the whole circle of the Arts are always at 
his bedside, ready against inspiration in the night — and writes quite 
a Work on the same subject : as the blotted, piebald manuscript he 
sends to me before I am up next day, affectingly testifies. Said manu- 
script is inscribed to myself, most illustrious Signor, kissing my hands, 
and is munificently placed at the disposal of any English publisher 
whom it may please to undertake a translation. 

And here is another New Year’s Day invoked by the Wand of the 
time, and this New Year’s Day is a French one, and a bitter, bitter 
cold one. All Paris is out of doors. Along the line of the Boulevards 
runs a double row of stalls, like the stalls at an English fair; and 
surely those are hard to please, in all small wares and all small 
gambling, who cannot be pleased here. Paris is out of doors in its 
newest and brightest clothes. Paris is making presents to the Uni- 
verse— which is well known to be Paris. Paris will eat more bon-bons 
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I this day, than in the whole bon-bon eating year. Paris will dine out 

I this day, more than ever. In homage to the day, the peculiar glory 

i of the always -glorious plate -glass windows of the Restorers in the 

I Palais -Royal, where rare summer- vegetables from Algiers contend 

I with wonderful great pears from the richest soils of France, and with 

; little plump birds of exquisite plumage, direct from the skies. In 

I homage to the day, the glittering brilliancy of the sweet-shops, teem- 

' ing with beautiful arrangement of colours, and with beautiful tact and 

j taste in trifles. In homage to the day, the new Review — Dramas at 

! the Theatre of Varieties, and the Theatre of Vaudevilles, and the 

) Theatre of the Palais Royal. In homage to the day, the new Drama 

in seven acts, and incalculable pictures, at the Ambiguously Comic 
f Theatre, the Theatre of the Gate of Saint Martin, and the Theatre of 

J Gaiety: at which last establishment particularly, a brooding English- 

man can, by intensity of interest, get himself made wretched for a fort- 
night. In homage to the day, the extra-announcing of these Theatres, 
and fifty more, and the queues of blouses already, at three o’clock in 
the afternoon, penned up in the cold wind on the cold stone pavement 
outside them. Spite of wind and frost, the Elysian Fields and the 
Wood of Boulogne, are filled with equipages, equestrians, and pedes- 
trians : while the strange, rackety, rickety, up-all-night looking world 
of eating house, tombstone maker, ball room, cemetery, and wine- 
I shop, outside the Barriers, is as thickly -peopled as the Paris streets 

! themselves; with one universal tendency observable in both hemi- 

spheres, to sit down upon any public seat at a risk of being frozen to 
death, and to go round and round on a hobby-horse in any roundabout, 
to the music of a barrel organ, as a severe act of duty. And now, this 
New Year’s Day tones down into night, and the brilliantly lighted city 
shines out like the gardens of the Wonderful Lamp, and the penned 
blouses flutter into the Theatres in orderly line, and the confidential 
; men, not unaccustomed to lean on umbrellas as they survey mankind 

of an afternoon, who have tickets to sell cheap, are very busy among 
them, and the women money-takers shut up in strong iron-cages are 
busy too, and the three men all of a row behind a breast-work who 
f take the checks are busy too, and the women box-openers with their 

; footstools begin to be busy too, but as yet not very, and the curtain 

I goes up for the curtain- rising piece, and the gloomy young gentleman 

with the tight black head and the new black moustache is as much 
. in love as ever with the young lady whose eyebrows are very arched 

i; and whose voice is very thin, and the gloomy young gentleman’s 

experienced friend (generally chewing something, by the bye, and 
I wonder what), who leans his back against the chimney-piece and 
reads him lessons of life, is just as cool as he always was, and an 
amazing circumstance to me is, that they are always doing this thing 
and no other thing, and that I don’t find them to have any place in the 
great event of the evening, and that I want to know whether they go 
j home when they have done it, or what becomes of them. Meanwhile, 

|| gushes of cookery rise with the night air from the Restorer’s kitchens; 
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and the guests at the Caf6 of Paris, and the Caf^ of the Three Pro- 
vincial Brothers, and the Cafd Vefour, and the Cafd Verey, and the 
Gilded House, and others of first class, are reflected in wildernesses 
of looking glass, and sit on red velvet and order dinner out of red 
velvet books; while the citizens at the Cafd Champeaus: near the 
Bourse, and others of second class, sit on rush-bottomed chairs, and 
have their dinner-library bound in plain leather, though they dine well 
too; while both kinds of company have plenty of children with them 
(which is pleasant to me, though I think they begin life biliously), and 
both unite in eating everything that is set before them. But, now it is 
eight o’clock upon this New Year’s evening. The new Dramas being 
about to begin, bells ring violently in the Theatre lobbies and rooms, 
and cigars, coffee cups, and small glasses are hastily abandoned, and 
I find myself assisting at one of the Review -pieces: where I notice 
that the English gentleman’s stomach isn’t very like, because it doesn’t 
fit him, and wherein I doubt the accurate nationality of the English 
lady’s walking on her toes with an upward jerk behind. The Review 
is derived from various times and sources, and when I have seen David 
the Psalmist in his droll scene with Mahomet and Abd-el-Kader, and 
have heard the best joke and best song that Eve (a charming young 
lady, but liable, I should fear, to take cold) has in her part (which 
occurs in her scene with the Sieur Fraraboisie), I think I will step out 
to the Theatre of Gaiety, and see what they are about there. I am so 
fortunate as to arrive in the nick of time to find the very estimable 
man just eloped with the wife of the much less estimable man whom 
Destiny has made a bore, and to find her honest father just arriving 
from the country by one door, encountering the father of the very 
estimable man just arriving from the country by another door, and 
to hear them launch cross-curses — her father at him: his father at 
her — which so deeply affects a martial gentleman of tall stature and 
dark complexion, in the next stall to mine, that, taking his handker- 
chief from his hat to dry his eyes, he pulls out with it several very 
large lumps of sugar which he abstracted when he took his coffee, 
and showers them over my legs — exceedingly to my confusion, but 
not at all to his. The drop-curtain being, to appearance, down for a 
long time, I think I will step on a little further—say to the Theatre of 
the Scavengers — and see what they are doing there. At the Theatre 
of the Scavengers, I find Pierrot on a voyage. I know he is aboard 
ship, because I can see nothing but sky ; and I infer that the crew 
are aloft from the circumstance of two rope-ladders crossing the stage 
and meeting at top; about midway on each of which hangs, contem- 
plating the public, an immovable young lady in male attire, with highly 
unseamanlike pink legs. This spectacle reminds me of another New 
Year’s Day at home in England, where I saw the brave William, lover 
of Black Eyed Susan, tried by a Court Martial composed entirely of 
ladies, wearing perceptible combs in their heads : with the exception of 
the presiding Admiral, who was so far gone in liquor that I trembled 
to think what could possibly be done respecting the catastrophe, if 
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he should take it in his head to record the verdict ** Not guilty”. 

On this present New Year’s Day, I find Pierrot suffering, in various 
ways, so very much from sea-sickness, that I soon leave the con- 
gregated Scavengers in possession of him; but not before I have 
gathered fromfthe bill that in the case even of his drama, as of every 
other French piece, it takes at least two men to write it. So, I pass 
this New Year’s evening, which is a French one, looking about me 
until midnight: when, going into a Boulevard cafd on my way home, 

I find the elderly men who are always playing dominoes there, or 
always looking on at one another playing dominoes there, hard at 
it still, not in the least moved by the stir and novelty of the day, not 
in the least minding the New Year. j 





A LAST 

HOUSEHOLD WORD 


The first page of the first of these Nineteen Volumes, was devoted to 
a Preliminary Word from the writer by whom they were projected, 
under whose constant supervision they have been produced, and whose 
name has been (as his pen and himself have been), inseparable from 
the Publication ever since. 

The last page of the last of these Nineteen Volumes, is closed by the 
same hand. 

He knew perfectly well, knowing his own rights, and his means of 
attaining them, that it could not he but that this Work must stop, if he 
chose to stop it. He therefore announced, many weeks ago, that it 
would be discontinued on the day on which this final Number bears 
date. The Public have read a great deal to the contrary, and will 
observe that it has not in the least affected the result. 


CONTRIBUTIONS TO 
"ALL THE YEAR ROUND” 







ANNOUNCEMENT IN “HOUSEHOLD WORDS” 
OF THE APPROACHING PUBLICATION OF 
“ALL THE YEAR ROUND” 

After the appearance of the present concluding Number of Household 
Words y this publication will merge into the new weekly publication. 
All the Year Roundy and the title, Household Words, will form a part 
of the title-page of All the Year Round. 

The Prospectus of the latter Journal describes it in these words: 

** ADDRESS 

‘‘Nine years of Household Words, are the best practical assurance 
that can be offered to the public, of the spirit and objects of All the 
Year Round. 

“ In transferring myself, and my strongest energies, from the publi- 
cation that is about to be discontinued, to the publication that is about 
to be begun, I have the happiness of taking with me the staff of 
writers with whom I have laboured, and all the literary and business 
co-operation that can make my work a pleasure. In some important 
respects, I am now free greatly to advance on past arrangements. 
Those, I leave to testify for themselves in due course. 

“That fusion of the graces of the imagination with the realities of 
life, which is vital to the welfare of any community, and for which I 
have striven from week to week as honestly as I could during the last 
nine years, will continue to be striven for “ all the year round*’. The 
old w’^eekly cares and duties become things of the Past, merely to be 
assumed, with an increased love for them and brighter hopes spring- 
ing out of them, in the Present and the Future. 

“ I look, and plan, for a very much wider circle of readers, and yet 
again for a steadily expanding circle of readers, in the projects I hope 
to carry through “all the year round”. And I feel confident that this 
expectation will be realized, if it deserve realization. 

“The task of my new journal is set, and it will steadily try to work 
the task out. Its pages shall show to what good purpose their motto 
is remembered in them, and with how much of fidelity and earnestness 
they tell 

“the story of our lives from year to year. 
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Since this was issued, the Journal itself has come into existence, and 
has spoken for itself five weeks. Its fifth Number is published to-day, 
and its circulation, moderately stated, trebles that now relinquished in 
Household Words, 

In referring- our readers, henceforth, to All the Year Rounds we can 
but assure them afresh, of our unwearying and faithful service, in 
what is at once the work and the chief pleasure of our life. Through 
all that we are doing, and through all that we design to do, our aim 
is to do our best in sincerity of purpose, and true devotion of spirit. 

We do not for a moment suppose that we may lean on the character 
of these pages, and rest contented at the point where they stop. We 
see in that point but a starting-place for our new journey; and on that 
journey, with new prospects opening out before us everywhere, we 
joyfully proceed, entreating our readers — without any of the pain of 
leave-taking incidental to most journeys — ^to bear us company All the 
year round. 

Saturday^ May 28, 1859. 


THE POOR MAN AND 
HIS BEER 


I My friend Philosewers and I, contemplating' a farm-labourer the other 

day, who was drinking his mug of beer on a settle at a roadside ale- 
, house door, we fell to humming the fag-end of an old ditty, of which 

’ the poor man and his beer, and the sin of parting them, form the 

doleful burden. Philosewers then mentioned to me that a friend of 
his in an agricultural county — say a Hertfordshire friend — had, for 
i two years last past, endeavoured to reconcile the poor man and his 

I beer to public morality, by making it a point of honour between 

J himself and the poor man that the latter should use his beer and not 

abuse it. Interested in an effort of so unobtrusive and unspeechifying 
a nature, ^*0 Philosewers,” said I, after the manner of the dreary 
sages in Eastern apologues, “ Show me, I pray, the man who deems 
that temperance can be attained without a medal, an oration, a 
banner, and a denunciation of half the world, and who has at once 
i the head and heart to set about it!” 

I Philosewers expressing, in reply, his willingness to gratify the 

[ dreary sage, an appointment was made for the purpose. And on the 

|, day fixed, I, the Dreary one, accompanied by Philosewers, went down 

[' Nor’-West per railway, in search of temperate temperance. It was a 

I thunderous day ; and the clouds were so immoderately watery, and so 

very much disposed to sour all the beer in Hertfordshire, that they 
seemed to have taken the pledge. 

I But, the sun burst forth gaily in the afternoon, and gilded the old 

f gables, and old mullioned windows, and old weathercock and old 

; clock-face, of the quaint old house which is the dwelling of the man 

[ we sought. How shall I describe him? As one of the most famous 

I practical chemists of the age? That designation will do as well as 

I another — better, perhaps, than most others. And his name? Friar 

I Bacon. 

** Though, take notice, Philosewers,” said I, behind my hand, 
“that the first Friar Bacon had not that handsome lady-wife beside 
him. Wherein, O Philosewers, he was a chemist, wretched and 
forlorn, compared with his successor. Young Romeo bade the holy 
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father Lawrence hang up philosophy, unless philosophy could make 
a Juliet. Chemistry would infallibly be hanged if its life were staked 
on making anything half so pleasant as this Juliet.” The gentle 
Philosewers smiled assent. 

The foregoing whisper from myself, the Dreary one, tickled the ear 
of Philosewers, as we walked on the trim garden terrace before dinner, 
among the early leaves and blossoms; two peacocks, apparently in 
very tight new boots, occasionally crossing the gravel at a distance. 
The sun, shining through the old house-windows, now and then 
flashed out some brilliant piece of colour from bright hangings 
within, or upon the old oak panelling; similarly, Friar Bacon, as we 
paced to and fro, revealed little glimpses of his good work. 

‘‘It is not much,” said he. “It is no wonderful thing. There 
used to be a great deal of drunkenness here, and I wanted to make 
it better if I could. The people are very ignorant, and have been 
much neglected, and I wanted to make that better, if I could. My 
utmost object was, to help them to a little self-government and a 
little homely pleasure. I only show the way to better things, and 
advise them. I never act for them; I never interfere; above all, I 
never patronise.” 

I had said to Philosewers as we came along Nor’ -West that 
patronage was one of the curses of England; I appeared to rise in 
the estimation of Philosewers when thus confirmed. 

“And so,” said Friar Bacon, “ I established my Allotment-club, and 
my pig-clubs, and those little Concerts by the ladies of my own family, 
of which we have the last of the season this evening. They are a 
great success, for the people here are amazingly fond of music. But 
there is the early dinner-bell, and I have no need to talk of my endea- 
vours when you will soon see them in their working dress”. 

Dinner done, behold the Friar, Philosewers, and myself the Dreary 
one, walking, at six o’clock, across the fields, to the “Club-house”. 

As we swung open the last field-gate and entered the Allotment- 
grounds, many members were already on their way to the Club, which 
stands in the midst of the allotments. Who could help thinking of the 
wonderful contrast between these club-men and the club-men of St. 
James’s Street, or Pall Mall, in London! Look at yonder prematurely 
old man, doubled up with work, and leaning on a rude stick more 
crooked than himself, slowly trudging to the club-house, in a shapeless 
hat like an Italian harlequin’s, or an old brown-paper bag, leathern 
^^grgings, and dull green smock-frock, looking as though duck-weed 
had accumulated on it— the result of its stagnant life— or as if it were 
a vegetable production, originally meant to blow into something 
better, but stopped somehow. Compare him with Old Cousin Feenix, 
ambling along St James’s Street, got up in the style of a couple of 
generations ago, and with a head of hair, a complexion, and a set of 
teeth, profoundly impossible to be believed in by the widest stretch 
of human credulity. Can they both be men and brothers? Verily 
they are. And although Cousin Feenix has lived so fast that he will 


THE POOR MAN AND HIS BEER 


479 


die at Baden-Baden, and although this club -man in the frock has 
lived, ever since he came to man’s estate, on nine shillings a week, 
and is sure to die in the Union if he die in bed, yet he brought as 
much into the world as Cousin Feenix, and will take as much out- 
more, for more of him is real. 

A pretty, simple building, the club-house, with a rustic colonnade 
outside, under which the members can sit on wet evenings, looking at 
the patches of ground they cultivate for themselves; within, a well- 
ventilated room, large and lofty, cheerful pavement of coloured tiles, 
a bar for serving out the beer, good supply of forms and chairs, and 
a brave big chimney-corner, where the fire burns cheerfully. Adjoin- 
ing this room, another: 

Built for a reading-room,” said Friar Bacon; ‘‘but not much used 
— ^yet.” 

The dreary sage, looking in through the window, perceiving a fixed 
reading-desk within, and inquiring its use : 

“I have Service there,” said Friar Bacon. “They never went any- 
where to hear prayers, and of course it would be hopeless to help them 
to be happier and better, if they had no religious feeling at all.” 

“ The whole place is very pretty.” Thus the sage. 

“ I am glad you think so. I built it for the holders of the Allotment- 
grounds, and gave it them ; only requiring them to manage it by a 
committee of their own appointing, and never to get drunk there. 
They never have got drunk there.” 

“ Yet they have their beer freely?” 

“ O yes. As much as they choose to buy. The club gets its beer 
direct from the brewer, by the barrel. So they get it good; at once 
much cheaper, and much better, than at the public-house. The 
members take it in turns to be steward, and serve out the beer: if a 
man should decline to serve when his turn came, he would pay a fine 
of twopence. The steward lasts, as long as the barrel lasts. When 
there is a new barrel, there is a new steward.” 

“ What a noble fire is roaring up that chimney!” 

“Yes, a capital fire. Every member pays a halfpenny a week.” 

“Every member must be the holder of an Allotment-garden?” 

“Yes; for which he pays five shillings a year. The Allotments you 
see about us, occupy some sixteen or eighteen acres, and each garden 
is as large as experience shows one man to be able to manage. You 
see how admirably they are tilled, and how much they get off them. 
They are always working in them in their spare hours ; and when a 
man wants a mug of beer. Instead of going off to the village and the 
public-house, he puts down his spade or his hoe, comes to the club- 
house and gets it, and goes back to his work. When he has done 
work, he likes to have his beer at the club, still, and to sit and look at 
his little crops as they thrive,” 

“They seem to manage the club very well.” 

“Perfectly well. Here are their own rules. They made them. I 
never interfere with them, except to advise them when they ask me.” 
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RULES AND REGULATIONS 

MADE BY THE COMMITTEE 
From the 21st September, 1857 

^ One half-penny per week to be paid to the dub by each member 

1. — Each member to draw the beer in order, according" to the number oi 
his allotment ; on failing, a forfeit of twopence to be paid to the club. 

2. — The member that draws the beer to pay for the same, and bring his 
ticket up receipted when the subscriptions are paid ; on failing to do so, a 
penalty of sixpence to be forfeited and paid to the club. 

3. — The subscriptions and forfeits to be paid at the club-room on the last 
Saturday night of each month. 

4. — The subscriptions and forfeits to be cleared up every quarter ; if not, 
a penalty of sixpence to be paid to the club. 

5. — ^The member that dra,ws the beer to be at the club-room by six o’clock 
every evening, and stay tilt ten; but in the event of no member being there, 
he may leave at nine; on failing so to attend, a penalty of sixpence to be 
paid to the club. 

6. — Any member giving beer to a stranger in this club-room, excepting to 
his wife or family, shall be liable to the penalty of one shilling. 

7. — Any member lifting his hand to strike another in this club-room shall 
be liable to the penalty of sixpencf. 

8. — Any member swearing in this club-room shall be liable to a penalty of 
twopence each time, 

p.—Any member selling beer shall be expelled from the club. 

10. — Any member wishing to give up his allotment, may apply to the com- 
mittee, and they shall value the crop and the condition of the ground. The 
amount of the valuation shall be paid by the succeeding tenant, who shall be 
allowed to enter on any part of the allotment which is uncropped at the time 
of notice of the leaving tenant. 

11. — Any member not keeping his allotment-garden clear from seed-weeds, 
or otherwise injuring his neighbouns, may be turned out of his garden by the 
votes of two-thirds of the committee, one month’s notice being given to him. 

12. — Any member carelessly breaking a mug, is to pay the cost of re- 
placing the same. 

I was soliciting the attention of Philosewers to some old old bonnets 
hanging in the Allotment- gardens to frighten the birds, and the 
fashion of which I should think would terrify a French bird to death 
at any distance, when Philosewers solicited my attention to the 
scrapers at the club-house door. The amount of the soil of England 
which every member brought there on his feet, was indeed surprising, 
and even I, who am professedly a salad-eater, could have grown a 
salad for my dinner, in the earth on any member’s frock or hat. 
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i ‘ Now,” said Friar Bacon, looking at his watch, ‘‘for the Pig- 

clubs I” 

The dreary Sage entreated explanation. 

“ Why, a pig is so very valuable to a poor labouring man, and it is 
so very difficult for him at this time of the year to get money enough 
to buy one, that I lend him a pound for the purpose. But, I do it in 
j this way, I leave such of the club members as choose it and desire it, 

I to form themselves into parties of five. To every man in each com- 

pany of five, I lend a pound, to buy a pig. But, each man of the five 
becomes bound for every other man, as to the repayment of his money. 

I Consequently, they look after one another, and pick out their partners 

with care; selecting men in whom they have confidence.” 

“ They repay the money, I suppose, when the pig is fattened, killed, 
and sold?” 

“Yes. Then they repay the money. And they do repay it. I had 
one man, last year, who was a little tardy (he was in the habit of 
I to the public-house); but even he did pay. It is an immense 

advantage to one of these poor fellows to have a pig. The pig con- 
f sumes the refuse from the man’s cottage and Allotment-garden, and 

1 the pig’s refuse enriches the man’s garden besides. The pig is the 

J poor man’s friend. Come into the club-house again.” 

I The poor .man’s friend. Yes.’^ I have often wondered who really 

was the poor man’s friend among a great number of competitors, and 
j I now clearly perceive him to be the pig. He never makes any 

j flourishes about the poor man. He never gammons the poor man — 

i except to his manifest advantage in the article of bacon. He never 

|i comes down to this house, or goes down to his constituents. He 

I openly declares to the poor man, “ I want my sty because I am a Pig. 

j) I desire to have as much to eat as you can by any means stuff me 

j with, because I am a Pig.” He never gives the poor man a sovereign 

I for bringing up a family. He never grunts the poor man’s name in 

I vain. And when he dies in the odour of Porkity, he cuts up, a highly 

I useful creature and a blessing to the poor man, from the ring in his 

( snout to the curl in his tail. Which of the poor man’s other friends 
can say as much? Where is the M.P. who means Mere Pork? 

The dreary Sage had glided into these reflections, when he found 
himself sitting by the club-house fire, surrounded by green smock- 
frocks and shapeless hats: with Friar Bacon lively, busy, and expert, 
j at a little table near him. 

“Now, then, come. The first five!” said Friar Bacon. “Where 
are you?” 

“Order!” cried a merry-faced little man, who had brought his 
young daughter with him to see life, and who always modestly hid 
his face in his beer-mug after he had thus assisted the business. 

“John Nightingale, William Thrush, Joseph Blackbird, Cecil Robin, 
and Thomas Linnet!” cried Friar Bacon, 
i “Here, sir!” and “Here, sir!” And Linnet, Robin, Blackbird, 

Thrush, and Nightingale, stood confessed. 
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We, the undersigned, declare, in effect, by this written paper, that 
each of us is responsible for the repayment of this pig-money by each 
of the other. ‘‘ Sure you understand, Nightingale?’^ 

“Ees, sur.” 

“ Can you write your name. Nightingale?” 

“Na, sur.” 

Nightingale’s eye upon his name, as Friar Bacon wrote it, was a 
sight to consider in after years. Rather incredulous was Nightingale, 
with a hand at the corner of his mouth, and his head on one side, as 
to those drawings really meaning him. Doubtful was Nightingale 
whether any virtue had gone out of him in that committal to paper. 
Meditative was Nightingale as to what would come of young Nightin- 
gale’s growing up to the acquisition of that art. Suspended was the 
interest of Nightingale, when his name was done — as if he thought 
the letters were only sown, to come up presently in some other form. 
Prodigious, and wrong -handed was the cross made by Nightingale 
on much encouragement—the strokes directed from him instead of 
towards him; and most patient and sweet-humoured was the smile 
of Nightingale as he stepped back into a general laugh. 

“Or — der!” cried the little man. Immediately disappearing into 
his mug. 

“ Ralph Mangel, Roger Wurzel, Edward Vetches, Matthew Carrot, 
and Charles Taters!” said Friar Bacon. 

“All here, sir.” 

“You understand it, Mangel?” 

“ Iss, sir, I unnerstaans it.” 

“ Can you write your name. Mangel?” 

“Iss, sir.” 

Breathless interest. A dense background of smock-frocks accumu- 
lated behind Mangel, and many eyes in it looked doubtfully at Friar 
Bacon, as who should say, “Can he really though?” Mangel put 
down his hat, retired a little to get a good look at the paper, wetted 
his right hand thoroughly by drawing it slowly across his mouth, 
approached the paper with great determination, flattened it, sat down 
at it, and got well to his work. Circuitous and sea-serpent-like, were 
the movements of the tongue of Mangel while he formed the letters ; 
elevated were the eyebrows of Mangel and sidelong the eyes, as, with 
his left whisker reposing on his left arm, they followed his performance; 
many were the misgivings of Mangel, and slow was his retrospective 
meditation touching the junction of the letter p with h ; something too 
active was the big forefinger of Mangel in its propensity to rub out 
without proved cause. At last, long and deep was the breath drawn 
by Mangel when he laid down the pen ; long and deep the wondering 
breath drawn by the background — as if they had watched his walking 
across the rapids of Niagara, on stilts, and now cried, “ He has done it I” 

But, Mangel was an honest man, if ever honest man lived. “ T’owt 
to be a hell, sir,” said he, contemplating his work, “ and I ha’ made a 
t on ’t.” 
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The over-fiaught bosoms of the background found relief in a roar of 

laughter. 

Or— DER !” cried the little man. Cheer !” And after that second 

word, came forth from his mug no more. 

Several other clubs signed, and received their money. Very few 
could write their names ; all who could not, pleaded that they could 
not, more or less sorrowfully, and always with a shake of the head, 
and in a lower voice than their natural speaking voice. Crosses could 
be made standing; signatures must be sat down to. There was no 
exception to this rule. Meantime, the various club-members smoked, 
drank their beer, and talked together quite unrestrained. They all 
wore their hats, except when they went up to Friar Bacon’s table. 
The merry-faced little man offered his beer, with a natural good- 
fellowship, both to the Dreary one and Philosewers. Both partook of 
it with thanks. 

Seven o’clock!” said Friar Bacon. ‘‘And now we had better get 
across to the concert, men, for the music will be beginning.” 

The concert was in Friar Bacon’s laboratory; a large building near 
at hand, in an open field. The bettermost people of the village and 
neighbourhood were in a gallery on one side, and, in a gallery opposite 
the orchestra. The whole space below was filled with the labouiing 
people and their families, to the number of five or six hundred. We 
had been obliged to turn away two hundred to-night, Friar Bacon 
said, for want of room— and that, not counting the boys, of whom 
we had taken in only a few picked ones, by reason of the boys, as a 
class, being given to too fervent a custom of applauding with their 
boot-heels. 

The performers were the ladies of Friar Bacon’s family, and two 
gentlemen; one of them, who presided, a Doctor of Music. A piano 
was the only instrument. Among the vocal pieces, we had a negro 
melody (rapturously encored), the Indian Drum, and the Village 
Blacksmith ; neither did we want for fashionable Italian, having Ahi 
non giung’Of and M^i mancd la voce* Our success was splendid; our 
good-humoured, unaffected, and modest bearing, a pattern. As to the 
audience, they were far more polite and far more pleased than at the 
Opera; they were faultless. Thus for barely an hour the concert 
lasted, with thousands of great bottles looking on from the walls, 
containing the results of Friar Bacon’s Million and one experiments 
in agricultural chemistry ; and containing too, no doubt, a variety of 
materials with which the Friar could have blown us all through the 
roof at five minutes’ notice. 

God save the Queen being done, the good Friar stepped forward and 
said a few words, more particularly concerning two points ; firstly, 
that Saturday half-holiday, which it would be kind in farmers to grant; 
secondly, the additional Allotment-grounds we were going to establish, 
in consequence of the happy success of the system, but which we could 
not guarantee should entitle the holders to be members of the dub, 
because the present members must consider and settle that question 
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for themselves: a bargain between man and man being always a 
bargain, and we having made over the club to them as the original 
Allotment-men. This was loudly applauded, and so, with contented 
and affectionate cheering, it was all over. 

As Philosewers* and I the Dreary, posted back to London, looking 
up at the moon and discussing it as a world preparing for the habita- 
tion of responsible creatures, we expatiated on the honour due to men 
in this world of ours who try to prepare it for a higher course, and to 
leave the race who live and die upon it better than they found them 
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FIVE NEW POINTS OF 
CRIMINAL LAW 


The existing Criminal Law has been found in trials for Murder, to be 
so exceedingly hasty, unfair, and oppressive — in a word, to be so very 
objectionable to the amiable persons accused of that thoughtless act — 
that it is, we understand, the intention of the Government to bring in 
a Bill for its amendment We have been favoured with an outline of 
its probable provisions. 

It will be grounded on the profound principle that the real offender 
is the Murdered Person; but for whose obstinate persistency in being 
murdered, the interesting fellow-creature to be tried could not have got 
into trouble. 

Its leading enactments may be expected to resolve themselves under 
the following heads : 

1. There shall be no judge. Strong representations have been made 
by highly popular culprits that the presence of this obtrusive character 
is prejudicial to their best interests. The Court will be composed of a 
political gentleman, sitting in a secluded room commanding a view 
of St. James’s Park, who has already more to do than any human 
creature can, by any stretch of the human imagination, be supposed 
capable of doing. 

2. The Jury to consist of Five Thousand Five Hundred and Fifty-five 
Volunteers. 

3. The Jury to be strictly prohibited from seeing either the accused 
or the witnesses. They are not to be sworn. They are on no account 
to hear the evidence. They are to receive it, or such representations of 
it, as may happen to fall in their way; and they will constantly write 
letters about it to all the Papers. 

4. Supposing the trial to be a trial for Murder by poisoning, and 
supposing the hypothetical case, or the evidence, for the prosecution 
to charge the administration of two poisons, say Arsenic and Anti- 
mony; and supposing the taint of Arsenic in the body to be possible 
but not probable, and the presence of Antimony in the body, to be an 
absolute certainty ; it will then become the duty of the Jury to confine 
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their attention solely to the Arsenic, and entirely to dismiss the Anti* 
niony from their minds. 

5, The symptoms preceding the death of the real offender (or 
Murdered Person) being described in evidence by medical practitioners 
who saw them, other medical practitioners who never saw them shall 
be required to state whether they are inconsistent with certain known 
diseases — hut^ they shall never he ashed whether they are not exactly con-- 
sistent with the administration of Poison, To illustrate this enactment 
in the proposed Bill by a case: — A raging mad dog is seen to run into 
the house where Z lives alone, foaming at the mouth. Z and the mad 
dog are for some time left together in that house under proved circum- 
stances, irresistibly leading to the conclusion that Z has been bitten by 
the dog. Z is afterwards found lying on his bed in a state of hydro- 
phobia, and with the marks of the dog’s teeth. Now, the symptoms 
of that disease being identical with those of another disease called 
Tetanus, which might supervene on Z’s running a rusty nail into a 
certain part of his foot, medical practitioners who never saw Z, shall 
bear testimony to that abstract fact, and it shall then be incumbent on 
the Registrar-General to certify that Z died of a rusty nail. 

It is hoped that these alterations in the present mode of procedure 
will not only be quite satisfactory to the accused person (which is the 
first great consideration), but will also tend, in a tolerable degree, to 
the welfare and safety of Society. For it is not sought in this moderate 
and prudent measure to be wholly denied that it is an inconvenience 
to Society to be poisoned overmuch. 



LEIGH HUNT 

A REMONSTRANCE 


‘‘The sense of beauty and gentleness, of moral beauty and faithful 
gentleness, grew upon him as the clear evening closed in. When he 
went to visit his relative at Putney, he still carried with him his work, 
and the books he more immediately wanted. Although his bodily 
powers had been giving way, his most conspicuous qualities, his 
memory for books, and his affection remained; and when his hair was 
white, when his ample chest had grown slender, when the very propor- 
tion of his height had visibly lessened, his step was still ready, and his 
dark eyes brightened at every happy expression, and at every thought 
of kindness. His death was simply exhaustion ; he broke off his work 
to lie down and repose. So gentle was the final approach, that he 
scarcely recognised it till the very last, and then it came without 
terrors. His physical suffering had not been severe; at the latest 
hour he said that his only uneasiness was failing breath. And that 
failing breath was used to express his sense of the inexhaustible kind- 
ness he had received from the family who had been so unexpectedly 
made his nurses, — to draw from one of his sons, by minute, eager, and 
searching questions, all that he could learn about the latest vicissitudes 
and growing hopes of Italy,-—to ask the friends and children around 
him for news of those whom he loved, — and to send love and messages 
to the absent who loved him.” 

Thus, with a manly simplicity and filial affection, writes the eldest 
son of Leigh Hunt in recording his father’s death. These are the 
closing words of a new edition oi The Autobiography of Leigh Hunt, 
published by Messrs. Smith and Elder, of Cornhill, revised by that son, 
and enriched with an introductory chapter of remarkable beauty and 
tenderness. The son’s first presentation of his father to the reader, 
“rather tall, straight as an arrow, looking slenderer than he really 
was; his hair black and shining, and slightly inclined to wave; his 
head high, his forehead straight and white, his eyes black and spark- 
ling, his general complexion dark; in his whole carriage and manner 
an extraordinary degree of life,” completes the picture. It is the 
picture of the flourishing and fading away of man that is born of a 
woman and hath but a short time to live. 

m 
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In liis presentation of his father’s moral nature and intellectual 
qualities, Mr Hunt is no less faithful and no less touching. Those 
who knew Leigh Hunt, will see the bright face and hear the musical 
voice again, when he is recalled to them in this passage: ** Even at 
seasons of the greatest depression in his fortunes, he always attracted 
many visitors, but still not so much for any repute that attended him 
as for his personal qualities. Few men were more attractive, in 
society, whether in a large company or over the fireside. His 
manners were peculiarly animated ; his conversation, varied, ranging 
over a great field of subjects, was moved and called forth by the 
response of his companion, be that companion philosopher or student, 
sage or boy, man or woman; and he was equally ready for the most 
lively topics or for the gravest reflections — his expression easily adapt- 
ing itself to the tone of his companion’s mind. With much freedom of 
manners, he combined a spontaneous courtesy that never failed, and a 
considerateness derived from a ceaseless kindness of heart that invari- 
ably fascinated even strangers.” Or in this: “His animation, his 
sympathy with what was gay and pleasurable ; his avowed doctrine of 
cultivating cheerfulness, were manifest on the surface, and could be 
appreciated by those who knew him in society, most probably even 
exaggerated as salient traits, on which he himself insisted with a soft 
of gay and ostentatious wi2fulness'‘\ 

The last words describe one of the most captivating peculiarities of a 
most original and engaging man, better than any other words could. 
The reader is besought to observe them, for a reason that shall pre- 
sently be given. Lastly: “The anxiety to recognise the right of 
others, the tendency to * refine’, which was noted by an early school 
companion, and the propensity to elaborate every thought, made him, 
along with the direct argument by which he sustained his own con- 
viction, recognise and almost admit all that might be said on the 
opposite side”. For these reasons, and for others suggested with equal 
felicity, and with equal fidelity, the son writes of the father, “It is 
most desirable that his qualities should be known as they were; for 
such deficiencies as be had are the honest explanation of his mistakes; 
while, as the reader may see from his writings and his conduct, they 
are not, as the faults of which he was accused would be, incompatible 
with the noblest faculties both of head and heart. To know Leigh 
Hunt as he was, was to hold him in reverence and love.” 

These quotations are made here, with a special object. It is not, 
that the personal testimony of one who knew Leigh Hunt well, may 
be borne to their truthfulness. It is not, that it may be recorded in 
these pages, as in his son’s introductory chapter, that his life was of 
the most amiable and domestic kind, that his wants were few, that his 
way of life was frugal, that he was a man of small expenses, no osten- 
tations, a diligent labourer, and a secluded man of letters. It is not, 
that the inconsiderate and forgetful may be reminded of his wrongs 
and sufferings in the days of the Regency, and of the national disgrace 
of his imprisonment. It is not, that their forbearance may be en- 
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treated 'or his grave, in right of his graceful fancy or his political 
labours and endurances, though — 

Not only we, the latest seed of Time, 

New men, that in the flying of a wheel 
Cry down the past, not only we, that prate 
Of rights and wrongs, have loved the people well. 

It is, that a duty may be done in the most direct way possible. An act 
of plain, clear duty. 

Four or five years ago, the writer of these lines was much pained by 
accidentally encountering a printed statement, “that Mr. Leigh Hunt 
was the original of Harold Skimpole in Bleak House^\ The writer 
of these lines, is the author of that book. The statement came from 
America. It is no disrespect to that country, in which the writer has, 
perhaps, as many friends and as true an interest as any man that lives, 
good-humouredly to state the fact, that he has, now and then, been the 
subject of paragraphs in Transatlantic newpapers, more surprisingly 
destitute of all foundation in truth than the wildest delusions of the 
wildest lunatics. For reasons born of this experience, he let the thing 
go by. 

But, since Mr. Leigh Hunt’s death, the statement has been revived 
in England. The delicacy and generosity evinced in its revival, are for 
the rather late consideration of its revivers. The fact is this : 

Exactly those graces and charms of manner which are remembered 
in the words we have quoted, were remembered by the author of the 
work of fiction in question, when he drew the character in question. 
Above all other things, that “sort of gay and ostentatious wilfulness” 
in the humouring of a subject, which had many a time delighted him, 
and impressed him as being unspeakably 'whimsical and attractive, 
was the airy quality he wanted for the man he invented. Partly for 
this reason, and partly (he has since often grieved to think) for the 
pleasure it afforded him to find that delightful manner reproducing 
itself under his hand, he yielded to the temptation of too often making 
the character speak like his old friend. He no more thought, God for- 
give him! that the admired original would ever be charged with the 
imaginary vices of the fictitious creature, than he has himself ever 
thought of charging the blood of Desdemona and Othello, on the inno- 
cent Academy model who sat for lago’s leg in the picture. Even as to 
the mere occasional manner, he meant to be so cautious and conscien- 
tious, that he privately referred the proof sheets of the first number of 
that book to two intimate literary friends of Leigh Hunt (both still 
living), and altered the whole of that part of the text on their discover- 
ing too strong a resemblance to his “ way”. 

He cannot see the son lay this wreath on the father’s tomb, and leave 
him to the possibility of ever thinking that the present words might 
have righted the father’s memory and were left unwritten. He cannot 
know that his own son may have to explain his father when folly or 
malice can wound his heart no more, and leave this task undone. 


THE TATTLESNIVEL 
BLEATER 



The pen is taken in hand on the present occasion, by a private indi- 
vidual (not wholly unaccustomed to literary composition), for the 
exposure of a conspiracy of a most frightful nature ; a conspiracy 
which, like the deadly Upas-tree of Java, on which the individual 
produced a poem in his earlier youth (not wholly devoid of length), 
which was so flatteringly received (in circles not wholly unaccustomed 
to form critical opinions), that he was recommended to publish it, and 
would certainly have carried out the suggestion, but for private com 
siderations (not wholly unconnected with expense). 

The individual who undertakes the exposure of the gigantic con- 
spiracy now to be laid bare in all its hideous deformity, is an inhabi- 
tant of the town of Tattlesnivel — a lowly inhabitant, it may be, but one 
who, as an Englishman and a man, will ne’er abase his eye before the 
gaudy and the mocking throng. 

Tattlesnivel stoops to demand no championship from her sons. On 
an occasion in History, our bluff British monarch, our Eighth Royal 
Harry, almost went there. And long ere the periodical in which this 
exposure will appear, had sprung into being, Tattlesnivel had unfurled 
that standard which yet waves upon her battlements. The standard 
alluded to, is The Tattlesnivel Bleater, containing the latest intelli- 
gence, and state of markets, down to the hour of going to press, and 
presenting a favourable local medium for advertisers, on a graduated 
scale of charges, considerably diminishing in proportion to the guar- 
anteed number of insertions. 

It were bootless to expatiate on the host of talent engaged in 
formidable phalanx to do fealty to the Bleater. Suflice it to select, 
for present purposes, one of the most gifted and (but for the wide and 
deep ramifications of an un-English conspiracy) most rising, of the 
men who are bold Albion’s pride. It were needless, after this pre- 
amble, to point the finger more directly at the London Correspok. 
DENT OF THE Tattlesnivel Bleater. 

On the weekly letters of that Correspondent, on the flexibility of 
their English, on the boldness of their grammar, on the originality of 
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their quotations (never to be found as they are printed, in any book 
existing), on the priority of their information, on their intimate 
acquaintance with the secret thoughts and unexecuted intentions of 
men, it would ill become the humble Tattlesnivellian who traces these 
words, to dwell. They are graven in the memory; they are on the 
Bleater^s file. Let them be referred to. 

But from the infamous, the dark, the subtle conspiracy which 
spreads its baleful roots throughout the land, and of which the 
Bleateris London Correspondent is the one sole subject, it is the 
purpose of the lowly Tattlesnivellian who undertakes this revelation, 
to tear the veil. Nor will he shrink from his self-imposed labour, 
Herculean though it be. 

The conspiracy begins in the very Palace of the Sovereign Lady of 
our Ocean Isle. Leal and loyal as it is the proud vaunt of the 
Bleateris readers, one and all, to be, the inhabitant who pens this 
exposure does not personally impeach, either her Majesty the queen, 
or the illustrious Prince Consort. But, some silken-clad smoothers, 
some purple parasites, some fawners in frippery, some greedy and 
begartered ones in gorgeous garments, he does impeach — ay, and 
wrathfullyl Is it asked on what grounds? They shall be stated. 

The Bleater’s London Cori'espondent, in the prosecution of his 
important Inquiries, goes down to Windsor, sends in his card, has a 
confidential interview with her Majesty and the illustrious Prince 
Consort. For a time, the restraints of Royalty are thrown aside in 
the cheerful conversation of the Bleateris London Correspondent, in 
his fund of information, in his flow of anecdote, in the atmosphere 
of his genius ; her Majesty brightens, the illustrious Prince Consort 
thaws, the cares of State and the conflicts of Party are forgotten, 
lunch is proposed. Over that unassuming and domestic table, her 
Majesty communicates to the Bleater’s London Correspondent that it 
is her intention to send his Royal Highness the Prince of Wales to 
inspect the top of the Great Pyramid — thinking it likely to improve 
his acquaintance with the views of the people. Her Majesty further 
communicates that she has made up her royal mind (and that the 
Prince Consort has made up his illustrious mind) to the bestowal of 
the vacant Garter, let us say on Mr. Roebuck. The younger Royal 
children having been introduced at the request of the Bleater’s London 
Correspondent, and having been by him closely observed to present the 
usual external indications of good health, the happy knot is severed, 
with a sigh the Royal bow is once more strung to its full tension, the 
Bleater’s London Correspondent returns to London, writes his letter, 
and tells the Tattlesnivel Bleater what he knows. All Tattlesnivel 
reads it, and knows that he knows it. But, does his Royal Highness 
the Prince of Wales ultimately go to the top of the Great Pyramid ? 

Mr. Roebuck ultimately get the Garter? No, Are the younger 
Royal children even ultimately found to be well? On the contrary, 
they have—and on that very day had — the measles. Why is this? 
Because the conspirators against the Bleated s London Correspondent 
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have stepped in with their darh machinations. Because her Majesty 
and the Prince Consort are artfully induced to change their minds, 
from north to south, from east to west, immediately after it is known 
to the conspirators that they have put themselves in communication 
with the BleateFs London Correspondent. It is now indignantly 
demanded, by whom are they so tampered with? It is now indig- 
nantly demanded, who took the responsibility of concealing the indis- 
position of those Royal children from their Royal and Illustrious 
parents, and of bringing them dowm from their beds, disguised, 
expressly to confound the London Correspondent of the Tattlesnivel 
Bleater? Who are those persons, it is again asked? Let not rank 
and favour protect them. Let the traitors be exhibited in the face of 
day ! 

Lord John Russell is in this conspiracy. Tell us not that his Lord- 
ship is a man of too much spirit and honour. Denunciation is hurled 
against him. The proof? ^ The proof is here. 

The Time is panting for an answer to the question, Will Lord 
John Russell consent to take office under Lord Palmerston? Good, 
The London Correspondent of the Tattlesnivel Bleater is in the act of 
writing his weekly letter, finds himself rather at a loss to settle this 
question finally, leaves off, puts his hat on, goes down to the lobby 
of the House of Commons, sends in for Lord John Russell, and has 
him out. He draws his arm through his Lordship’s, takes him aside, 
and says, “John, will you ever accept office under Palmerston?” His 
Lordship replies, “I will not.” The Bleater’s London Correspondent 
retorts, with the caution such a man is bound to use, “John, think 
again; say nothing to me rashly; is there any temper here?” His 
Lordship replies, calmly, “None whatever.” After giving him time 
for reflection, the Bleater’s London Correspondent says, “ Once more, 
John, let me put a question to you. Will you ever accept office under 
Palmerston?” His Lordship answers (note the exact expressions), 
“Nothing shall induce me, ever to accept a seat in a Cabinet of which 
Palmerston is the Chief.” They part, the London Correspondent of 
the Tattlesnivel Bleater finishes his letter, and — always being withheld 
by motives of delicacy, from plainly divulging his means of getting 
accurate information on every subject, at first hand-puts in it, this 
passage: “Lord John Russell is spoken of, by blunderers, for Foreign 
Affairs; but I have the best reasons for assuring your readers, that” 
(giving prominence to the exact expressions, it will be observed) 
“‘nothing will ever induce him, to accept a seat in a Cabinet 
OF WHICH Palmerston is the Chief.’ On this you may implicitly 
rely.” What happens? On the very day of the publication of that 
number of the Bleater — the malignity of the conspirators being even 
manifested in the selection of the day — Lord John Russell takes the 
Foreign Office! Comment were superfluous. 

The people of Tattlesnivel will be told, have been told, that Lord 
John Russell is a man of his w^ord. He may be, on some occasions; 
but, when overshadowed by this dark and enormous growth of con- 
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spiraey, Tattlesnivel knows him to be otherwise. ** I happen to be 
certain, deriving my information from a source which cannot be 
doubted to be authentic,” wrote the London Correspondent of the 
Bleater, within the last year, ‘*that Lord John Russell bitterly regrets 
having made that explicit speech of last Monday.” These are not 
roundabout phrases; these are plain words. What does Lord John 
Russell (apparently by accident), wdthin eight-and-forty hours after 
their diffusion over the civilised globe? Rises in his place in Parlia- 
ment, and unblushingly declares that if the occasion could arise five 
hundred times, for his making that very speech, he would make it five 
hundred times ! Is there no conspiracy here? And is this combination 
against one who would be always right if he were not proved always 
wrong, to be endured in a country that boasts of its freedom and its 
fairness? 

But, the Tattlesnivellian who now raises his voice against intolerable 
oppression, may be told that, after all, this is a political conspiracy. 
He may be told, forsooth, that Mr. Disraeli’s being in it, that Lord 
Derby’s being in it, that Mr. Bright’s being in it, that every Home, 
Foreign, and Colonial Secretary’s being in it, that every ministry’s 
and every opposition’s being in it, are but proofs that men will do in 
politics what they would do in nothing else. Is this the plea? If so, 
the rejoinder is, that the mighty conspiracy includes the whole circle 
of Artists of all kinds, and comprehends all degrees of men, down to 
the worst criminal and the hangman who ends his career. For, all 
these are intimately known to the London Correspondent of the Tattle- 
snivel Bleater, and all these deceive him. 

Sir, put it to the proof. There is the Bleater on the file — docu- 
mentary evidence. Weeks, months, before the Exhibition of the Royal 
Academy, the Bleater’s London Correspondent knows the subjects of 
all the leading pictures, knows what the painters first meant to do, 
knows what they afterwards substituted for what they first meant to 
do, knows what they ought to do and won’t do, knows what they 
ought not to do and will do, knows to a letter from whom they have 
commissions, knows to a shilling how much they are to be paid. Now, 
no sooner is each studio clear of the remarkable man to whom each 
studio-occupant has revealed himself as he does not reveal himself to 
his nearest and dearest bosom friend, than conspiracy and fraud begin, 
Alfred the Great becomes the Fairy Queen; Moses viewing the Pro- 
mised Land, turns out to be Moses going to the Fair; Portrait of His 
Grace the Archbishop of Canterbury, is transformed, as if by irreverent 
enchantment of the dissenting interest, into A Favourite Terrier, or 
Cattle Grazing; and the most extraordinary work of art in the list 
described by the Bleater, is coolly sponged out altogether, and asserted 
never to have had existence at all, even in the most shadowy thoughts 
of its executant ! This is vile enough, but this is not all. Picture-buyers 
then come forth from their secret positions, and creep into their places 
in the assassin-multitude of conspirators. Mr. Baring, after expressly 
telling the Bleater’s London Correspondent that he had bought No. 39 
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for one thousand guineas, gives it up to somebody unknown for a 
couple of hundred pounds; the Marquis of Lansdowne pretends to 
have no knowledge whatever of the commissions to which the London 
Correspondent of the Bleater swore him, but allows a Railway Con- 
tractor to cut him out for half the money. Similar examples might be 
multiplied. Shame, shame, on these men I Is this England? 

Sir, look again at Literature. The Bleater^s London Correspondent 
is not merely acquainted with all the eminent writers, but is in posses- 
sion of the secrets of their souls. He is versed in their hidden meanings 
and references, sees their manuscripts before publication, and knows 
the subjects and titles of their books when they are not begun. How 
dare those writers turn upon the eminent man and depart from every 
intention they have confided to him? How do they justify themselves 
in entirely altering their manuscripts, changing their titles, and aban- 
doning their subjects? Will they deny, in the face of Tattlesnivel, that 
they do so? If they have such hardihood, let the file of the Bleater 
strike them dumb. By their fruits they shall be known. Let their 
works be compared with the anticipatory letters of the Bleater’s London 
Correspondent, and their falsehood and deceit will become manifest as 
the sun; it will be seen that they do nothing which they stand pledged 
to the Bleater’s London Correspondent to do; it will be seen that they 
are among the blackest parties in this black and base conspiracy. This 
will become apparent, sir, not only as to their public proceedings but 
as to their private affairs. The outraged Tattlesnivellian who now 
drags this infamous combination into the face of day, charges those 
literary persons with making away with their property, imposing on 
the Income Tax Commissioners, keeping false books, and entering 
into sham contracts. He accuses them on the unimpeachable faith 
of the London Correspondent of the Tattlesnivel Bleater. With wliose 
evidence they will find it impossible to reconcile their own account of 
any transaction of their lives. 

The national character is degenerating under the influence of the 
ramifications of this tremendous conspiracy. Forgery is committed, 
constantly. A person of note-— any sort of person of note—dics. The 
Bleater’s London Correspondent knows what his circumstances are, 
what his savings are (if any), who his creditors are, all about his chil- 
dren and relations, and (in general, before his body Is cold) describes 
his will. Is that will ever proved? Never I Some other will is substi- 
tuted; the real instrument, destroyed. And this (as has been before 
observed), is England. 

Who are the workmen and artificers, enrolled upon the books of this 
treacherous league? From what funds are they paid, and with what 
ceremonies are they sworn to secrecy? Are there none such? Observe 
what follows. A little time ago the Bleater’s London Correspondent 
had this passage: Boddleboy is pianoforte playing at St. Januarius’s 
Gallery, with pretty tolerable success I He clears three hundred 
pounds per night. Not bad this!!” The builder of St Januarius’s 
Gallery (plunged to the throat in the conspiracy) met with this piece 
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of news, and observed, with characteristic coarseness, “ that the 
Bleater’s London Correspondent was a Blind Ass Being pressed by 
a man of spirit to give his reasons for this extraordinary statement, he 
declared that the Gallery, crammed to suffocation, would not hold two 
hundred pounds, and that its expenses were, probably, at least half 
what it did hold. The man of spirit (himself a Tattlesnivellian) had 
the Gallery measured within a week from that hour, and it would not 
hold two hundred pounds! Now, can the poorest capacity doubt that 
it had been altered in the meantime? 

And so the conspiracy extends, through every grade of society, down 
to the condemned criminal in prison, the hangman, and the Ordinary. 
Every famous murderer within the last ten years has desecrated his 
last moments by falsifying his confidences imparted specially to the 
London Correspondent of the Tattlesnivel Bleater; on every such 
occasion, Mr. Calcraft has followed the degrading example ; and the 
reverend Ordinary, forgetful of his cloth, and mindful only (it would 
seem, alas!) of the conspiracy, has committed himself to some account 
or other of the criminars demeanour and conversation, which has been 
diametrically opposed to the exclusive information of the London Corre- 
spondent of the Bleater. And this (as has been before observed) is 
Merry England ! 

A man of true genius, however, is not easily defeated. The Bleater’s 
London Correspondent, probably beginning to suspect the existence of 
a plot against him, has recently fallen on a new style, which, as being 
very difficult to countermine, may necessitate the organisation of a new 
conspiracy. One of his masterly letters, lately, disclosed the adoption 
of this style — which was remarked with profound sensation through- 
out Tattlesnivel — in the following passage: ^‘Mentioning literary small 
talk, I may tell you that some new and extraordinary rumours are 
afloat concerning the conversations I have previously mentioned, 
alleged to have taken place in the first floor front (situated over the 
street door), of Mr. X. Ameter (the poet so well known to your readers), 
in which, X. Ameter’s great uncle, his second son, his butcher, and a 
corpulent gentleman with one eye universally respected at Kensington, 
are said not to have been on the most friendly footing ; I forbear, how- 
ever, to pursue the subject further, this week, my informant not being 
able to supply me with exact particulars.” 

But, enough, sir. The inhabitant of Tattlesnivel who has taken pen 
in hand to expose this odious association of unprincipled men against 
a shining (local) character, turns from it with disgust and contempt. 
Let him in few words strip the remaining flimsy covering from the 
nude object of the conspirators, and his loathsome task is ended. 

Sir, that object, he contends, is evidently twofold. First, to exhibit 
the London Correspondent of the Tattlesnivel Bleater in the light of a 
mischievous Blockhead who, by hiring himself out to tell what he can- 
not possibly know, is as great a public nuisance as a Blockhead in a 
corner can be. Second, to suggest to the men of Tattlesnivel that it 
does not improve their town to have so much Dry Rubbish shot there. 
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Now, sir, on both these points Tattlesnivel demands in accents of 
Thunder, Where is the Attorney General? Why doesn’t the Times 
take it up? (Is the latter in the conspiracy? It never adopts his viev^s, 
or quotes him, and incessantly contradicts him.) Tattlesnivel, sir, 
remembering that our forefathers contended with the Norman at 
Hastings, and bled at a variety of other places that will readily occur 
to you, demands that its birthright shall not be bartered away for a 
mess of pottage. Have a care, sir, have a care ! Or Tattlesnivel (its 
idle Rifles piled in its scouted streets) may be seen ere long, advancing 
with its Bleater to the foot of the Throne, and demanding redress for 
this conspiracy, from the orbed and sceptred hands of Majesty itself] 


THE YOUNG MAN FROM 
THE COUNTRY 



A SONG of the hour, now in course of being sung and whistled in 
every street, the other day reminded the writer of these words — as 
he chanced to pass a fag-end of the song for the twentieth time in a 
short London walk — that twenty years ago, a little book on the United 
States, entitled American Notes ^ was published by “a Young Man 
from the Country”, who had just seen and left it. 

This Young Man from the Country fell into a deal of trouble, by 
reason of having taken the liberty to believe that he perceived in 
America downward popular tendencies for which his young enthusiasm 
had been anything but prepared. It was in vain for the Young Man 
to offer in extenuation of his belief that no stranger could have set foot 
on those shores with a feeling of livelier interest in the country, and 
stronger faith in it, than he. Those were the days when the Tories 
had made their Ashburton Treaty, and when Whigs and Radicals 
must have no theory disturbed. All three parties waylaid and mauled 
the Young Man from the Country, and showed that he knew nothing 
about the country. 

As the Young Man from the Country had observed in the Preface 
to his little book, that he ‘‘could bide his time”, he took all this in 
silent part for eight years. Publishing then, a cheap edition of his 
book, he made no stronger protest than the following: 

My readers have opportunities of judging for themselves whether the 
influences and tendencies which I distrusted in America, have any existence 
but in my imagination. They can examine for themselves whether there 
has been anything in the public career of that country during these past 
eight years, or whether there is anything in its present position, at home 
or abroad, which suggests that those influences and tendencies really do 
exist As they find the fact, they will judge me. If they discern any 
evidences of wrong-going, in any direction that I have indicated, they will 
acknowledge that I had reason in what I wrote. If they discern no such 
thing, they will consider me altogether mistaken. I have nothing to defend, 
or to explain away. The truth is the truth; and neither childish absurdities, 
nor unscrupulous contradictions, can make it otherwise. The earth would 
still move round the sun, though the whole Catholic Church said No." 
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Twelve more years having since passed away, it may now, at last, 
be simply just towards the Young Man from the Country, to compare 
what he originally wrote, with recent events and their plain motive 
powers. Treating of the House of Representatives at Washington, 
he wrote thus: 

“ Did I recognise in this assembly, a body of men, who, applying them- 
selves in a new world to correct some of the falsehoods and vices of the 
old, purified the avenues to Public Life, paved the dirty ways to Place and 
Power, debated and made laws for the Common Good, and had no party 
but their Country? 

“ I saw in them, the wheels that move the meanest perversion of virtuous 
Political Machinery that the worst tools ever wrought. Despicable trickery 
at elections; under -handed tamperings with public officers; cowardly 
attacks upon opponents, with scurrilous newspapers for shields, and hired 
pens for daggers; shameful trucklings to mercenary knaves, whose claim 
to be considered, is, that every day and week they sow new crops of ruin 
with their venal types, which are the dragon’s teeth of yore, in everything 
but sharpness; aidings and abettings of every bad inclination in the popular 
mind, and artful suppressions of all its good infiuences: such thing's as these, 
and in a word, Dishonest Faction in its most depraved and most unblushing 
form, stared out from every corner of the crowded hall. 

** Did I see among them, the intelligence and refinement; the true, honest, 
patriotic heart of America? Here and there, were drops of its blood and 
life, but they scarcely coloured the stream of desperate adventurers which 
sets that way for profit and for pay. It is the game of these men, and of 
their profligate organs, to make the strife of politics so fierce and brutal, 
and so destructive of all self-respect in worthy men, that sensitive and deli- 
cate-minded persons shall be kept alool^ and they, and snch as they, be left 
to battle out their selfish views unchecked. And thus this lowest of all 
scrambling fights goes on, and they who in other countries would, from 
their intelligence and station, most aspire to make the laws, do here recoil 
the farthest from that degradation. 

“ That there are, among the representatives of the people in both Houses, 
and among all parties, some men of high character and great abilities, I 
need not say. The foremost among those politicians who are known in 
Europe, have been already described, and I see no reason to depart from 
the rule I have laid down for my guidance, of abstaining from all mention 
of individuals. It will be sufficient to add, that to the niost favourable 
accounts that have been written of them, I fully and most heartily subscribe; 
and that personal intercourse and free communication have bred within me, 
not the result predicted in the very doubtful proverb, but increased admira- 
tion and respect,” 

Towards the end of his book, the Young Man from the Country 
thus expressed himself concerning its people: 

“They are, by nature, frank, brave, cordial, hospitable, and affectionate. 
Cultivation and refinement seem but to enhance their warmth of heart and 
ardent enthusiasm; and it is the possession of these latter qualities in a most 
remarkable degree, which renders an educated American one of the most 
endearing and most generous of friends. I never was so won upon, as by 
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this class; never yielded up my full confidence and esteem so readily and 
pleasurably, as to them; never can make again, in half a year, so many 
friends for whom I seem to entertain the regard of half a life, 

“ These qualities are natural, I implicitly believe, to the whole people. 
That they are, however, sadly sapped and blighted in their growth among 
the mass ; and that there are influences at work which endanger them still 
more, and give but little present promise of their healthy restoration; is a 
truth that ought to be told. 

“ It is an essential part of every national character to pique itself mightily 
upon its faults, and to deduce tokens of its virtue or its wisdom from their 
very exaggeration. One great blemish in the popular mind of America, and 
the prolific parent of an innumerable brood of evils, is Universal Distrust. 
Yet the American citizen plumes himself upon this spirit, even when he is 
sufficiently dispassionate to perceive the ruin it works; and will often adduce 
it, in spite of his own reason, as an instance of the great sagacity and acute- 
ness of the people, and their superior shrewdness and independence. 

“‘You carry,' says the stranger, ‘this jealousy and distrust into every 
transaction of public life. By repelling worthy men from your legislative 
assemblies, it has bred up a class of candidates for the suffrage, who, in 
their every act, disgrace your Institutions and your people's choice. It has 
rendered you so fickle, and so given to change, that your inconstancy has 
passed into a proverb ; for you no sooner set up an idol firmly, than you are 
sure to pull it down and dash it into fragments: and this, because directly 
you reward a benefactor, or a public servant, you distrust him, merely be- 
cause he is rewarded ; and immediately apply yourselves to find out, either 
that you have been too bountiful in your acknowledgments, or he remiss in 
his deserts. Any man who attains a high place among you, from the Presi- 
dent downwards, may date his downfall from that moment ; for any printed 
lie that any notorious villain pens, although it militate directly against the 
character and conduct of a life, appeals at once to your distrust, and is 
believed. You will strain at a gnat in the way of trustfulness and confi- 
dence, however fairly won and well deserved ; but you will swallow a whole 
caravan of camels, if they be laden with unworthy doubts and mean sus- 
picions. Is this well, think you, or likely to elevate the character of the 
governors or the governed, among you?’ 

“The answer is invariably the same: * There’s freedom of opinion here, 
you know. Every man thinks for himself, and we are not to be easily 
overreached. That’s how our people come to be suspicious.’ 

“Another prominent feature is the love of ‘smart’ dealing: which gilds 
over many a swindle and gross breach of trust ; many a defalcation, public 
and private; and enables many a knave to hold his head up with the best, 
who well deserves a halter: though it has not been without its retributive 
operation, for this smartness has done more in a few years to impair the 
public credit, and to cripple the public resources, than dull honesty, however 
rash, could have effected in a century. The merits of a broken speculation, 
or a bankruptcy, or of a successful scoundrel, are not gauged by its or his 
observance of the golden rule, ‘ Do as you would be done by ’, but are con- 
sidered with reference to their smartness. I recollect, on both occasions of 
our passing that ill-fated Cairo on the Mississippi, remarking on the bad 
effects such gross deceits must have when they exploded, in generating a 
want of confidence abroad, and discouraging foreign investment; but I was 
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given to understand that this was a very smart scheme by which a deal of 
money had been made: and that its smartest feature was, that they forgot 
these things abroad, in a very short time, and speculated again, as freely as 
ever. The following dialogue I have held a hundred times : ‘ Is it not a 
very disgraceful circumstance that such a man as So-and-so should be ac- 
quiring a large property by the most infamous and odious means, and not- 
withstanding all the crimes of which he has been guilty, should be tolerated 
and abetted by your citizens? He is a public nuisance, is he not?’ ‘ Yes, 
sir,’ ‘A convicted liar?’ ‘Yes, sir,’ ‘He has been kicked, and cuffed, 
and caned?’ ‘Yes, sin’ ‘And he is utterly dishonourable, debased, and 
profligate?’ ‘Yes, sin’ ‘In the name of wonder, then, what is his merit?’ 
‘ Well, sir, he is a smart man.’ 

“But the foul growth of America has a more tangled root than this; and 
it strikes its fibres, deep in its licentious Press. 

“Schools may be erected, East, West, North, and South; pupils be 
taught, and roasters reared, by scores upon scores of thousands ; colleges 
may thrive, churches may be crammed, temperance may be diffused, and 
advancing knowledge in all other forms walk through the land with giant 
strides ; but while the newspaper press of America is in, or near, its present 
abject state, high moral improvement in that country is hopeless. Year by 
year, it must and will go back; year by year, the tone of public opinion 
must sink lower down; year by year, the Congress and the Senate must 
become of less account before all decent men ; and year by year, the 
memory of the Great Fathers of the Revolution must be outraged more 
and more, in the bad life of their degenerate child. 

“Among the herd of journals which are published in the States, there are 
some, the reader scarcely need be told, of character and credit. From per- 
sonal intercourse with accomplished gentlemen connected with publications 
of this class, I have derived both pleasure and profit. But the name of these 
is Few, and of the others Legion ; and the influence of the good, is power- 
less to counteract the moral poison of the bad. 

“Among the gentry of America; among the well-informed and moderate; 
in the learned professions ; at the bar and on the bench ; there is, as there 
can be, but one opinion, in reference to the vicious character of these in- 
famous journals. It is sometimes contended — I will not say strangely, for 
it is natural to seek excuses for such a disgrace — that their influence is not 
so great as a visitor would suppose. I must be pardoned for saying that 
there is no warrant for this plea, and that every fact and circumstance tends 
directly to the opposite conclusion. 

“When any man, of any grade of desert in intellect or character, can 
climb to any public distinction, no matter what, in America, without first 
grovelling down upon the earth, and bending the knee before this monster 
of depravity ; when any private excellence is safe from its attacks ; when 
any social confidence is left unbroken by it; or any tie of social decency and 
honour is held in the least regard ; when any man in that Free Country has 
freedom of opinion, and presumes to think for himself, and speak for himself, 
without humble reference to a censorship which, for its rampant ignorance 
and base dishonesty, he utterly loaths and despises in his heart ; when those 
who most acutely feel its infamy and the reproach it casts upon the nation, 
and who most denounce it to each other, dare to set their heels upon, and 
crush it openly, in the sight of all men : then, I will believe that Its influence 
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Is lessening, and men are returning to their manly senses. But while that 
Press has its evil eye in every house, and its black hand in every appoint- 
ment in the state, from a president to a postman; while, with ribald slander 
for its only stock in trade, it is the standard literature of an enormous class, 
who must find their reading in a newspaper, or they will not read at all; 
so long must its odium be upon the country’s head, and so long must the 
evil it works, be plainly visible in the Republic.” 

The foregoing was written in the year eighteen hundred and forty- 
two. It rests with the reader to decide whether it has received any 
confirmation, or assumed any colour of truth, in or about the year 
eighteen hundred and sixty-two. 



AN ENLIGHTENED 
CLERGYMAN 


At various places in Suffolk (as elsewhere) penny readings take place 
*‘for the instruction and amusement of the lower classes”. There is 
a little town in Suffolk called Eye, where the subject of one of these 
readings was a tale (by Mr. Wilkie Collins) from the last Christmas 
Number of this Journal, entitled “ Picking up Waifs at Sea”. It 
appears that the Eye gentility was shocked by the introduction of this 
rude piece among the taste and musical glasses of that important 
town, on which the eyes of Europe are notoriously always fi^ced. In 
particular, the feelings of the vicar’s family were outraged; and a 
Local Organ (say, the Tattlesnivel Bleater) consequently doomed the 
said piece to everlasting oblivion, as btdng of an ** injurious tendency !” 

When this fearful fact came to the knowledge of the unhappy writer 
of the doomed tale in question, he covered his face with his robe, pre- 
vious to dying decently under the sharp steel of the ecclesiastical gen- 
tility of the terrible town of Eye. But the discovery that he was not 
alone in Ills gloomy glory, revived him, and he still lives. 

For, at Stowmarket, in the aforesaid county of Suffolk, at another 
of those penny readings, it was announced that a certain juvenile 
sketch, culled from a volume of sketches (by Boz) and entitled ‘^The 
Bloomsbury Christening”, would be read. Hereupon, the clergyman 
of that place took heart and pen, and addressed the following terrific 
epistle to a gentleman bearing the very appropriate name of Gudgeon : 

Stowmarket Vicarage, Fek 25, 1861. 

Sir,— M y attention has been directed to a piece called The Bloomsbury 
Christening ” which you propose to read this evening. Without presuming 
to claim any interference in the arrangement of the readings, I would sug- 
gest to you whether you have on this occasion sufficiently considered the 
character of the composition you have selected. I quite appreciate the laud- 
able motive of the promoters of the readings to raise the moral tone amongst 
the working class of the town and to direct this taste in a familiar and 
pleasant manner. “ The Bloomsbury Christening " cannot possibly do this. 
It trifles with a sacred ordinance, and the language and style, instead of 
improving the taste, has a direct tendency to lower it. 
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I appeal to your right feeling whether it is desirable to give publicity to 
that which must shock several of your audience, and create a smile amongst 
others, to be indulged in only by violating the conscientious scruples of their 
neighbours. 

The ordinance which is here exposed to ridicule is one which is much 
misunderstood and neglected amongst many families belonging to the 
Church of England, and the mode in which it is treated in this chapter 
cannot fail to appear as giving a sanction to,‘ or at least excusing, such 
neglect. 

Although you are pledged to the public to give this subject, yet I cannot 
but believe that they would fully justify your substitution of it for another 
did they know the circumstances. An abridgment would only lessen the 
evil in a degree, as it is not only the style of the writing but the subject 
itself which is objectionable. 

Excuse me for troubling you, but I felt that, in common with yourself, 
I have a grave responsibility in the matter, and I am most truly yours, 

^ T r. ^ S. Coles. 

To Mr. J. Gudgeon. 

It is really necessary to explain that this is not a bad joke. It is 
simply a bad fact. 




Doctor John Campbell, the minister of the Tabernacle Chapel, 
Finsbury, and editor of the British Banner^ etc., with that massive 
vigour which distinguishes his style,” did, we are informed by Mr. 
Howitt, “deliver a verdict in the Banner^ for November, 1S52,” of 
great importance and favour to the Table-rapping cause. We are not 
informed whether the Public, sitting in judgment on the question, 
reserved any point in this great verdict for subsequent ct)nsideration; 
but the verdict would seem to have been regarded by a perverse gene- 
ration as not quite final, inasmuch as Mr. Howitt finds it necessary to 
re-open the case, a round ten years afterwards, in nine hundred and 
sixty- two stiff octavo pages, published by Messrs, Longman and 
Company, 

Mr. Howitt is in such a bristling temper on tlie Supernatural sub- 
ject, that we will not take the great liberty of arguing any point with 
him. But — with the view of assisting him to make converts— we will 
inform our readers, on his conclusive authority, what they are required 
to believe; premising what may rather astonish them in connexion 
with their views of a certain historical trifle, called The Reformation, 
that their present state of unbelief is all the fault of Protestantism, 
and that it is high time, therefore, to protest against Protestantism ”, 

They will please to believe, by way of an easy beginning, all the 
stories of good and evil demons, ghosts, propliedes, communication 
with spirits, and practice of magic, that ever obtainiKl, or are said to 
have ever obtained, in the North, in the South, in the ICasl, in the 
West, from the earliest and darkest ages, as to which wt‘ have any 
hazy intelligence, real or supposititious, down to the yet unfinished 
displacement of the red men in North America. They will pU^.ase to 
believe that nothing in this wise was changed by the fulfflintMit of our 
Saviour’s mission upon earth; and further, that what Saint Paul did, 
can be done again, and has been done again. As this is not much to 
begin with, they will throw in at this point rejection of Faraday and 
Brewster, and “poor Paley”, and implicit acceptance of those shin- 
ing lights, the Reverend Charles Beecher, and the Reverend Henry 
Ward Beecher (“one of the most vigorous and eloquent preachers of 
America”), and the Reverend Adin Ballou. 
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Having thus cleared the way for a healthy exercise of faith, our 
advancing readers will next proceed especially to believe in the old 
story of tile Drummer of Tedworth, in the inspiration of George Fox, 
in “the spiritualism, prophecies, and prevision” of Huntington the 
coal-porter (him who prayed for the leather breeches which miracu- 
lously fitted him), and even in the Cock Lane Ghost. They will please 
wind up, before fetching their breath, with believing that there is a 
close analogy between rejection of any such plain and proved facts 
as those contained in the whole foregoing catalogue, and the opposi- 
tion encountered by the inventors of railways, lighting by gas, micro- 
scopes and telescopes, and vaccination. This stinging consideration 
they will always carry rankling in their remorseful hearts as thej 
advance. 

As touching the Cock Lane Ghost, our conscience-stricken readers 
will please particularly to reproach themselves for having ever sup- 
posed that important spiritual manifestation to have been a gross 
imposture which was thoroughly detected. They will please to believe 
that Dr. Johnson believed in it, and that, in Mr. Howitt’s words, he 
“appears to have had excellent reasons for his belief”. With a view 
to this end, the faithful will be so good as to obliterate from their Bos- 
wells the following passage: “Many of my readers, I am convinced, 
are to this hour undc^r an impression that Johnson was thus fool- 
ishly deceived. It will therefore surprise them a good deal when they 
are informed upon undoubted authority that Johnson was one of those 
by whom the imposture was detected. The story had become so popu- 
lar, that he thought it should be investigated, and in this research he 
was assisted by the Rev, Dr. Douglas, now Bishop of Salisbuiy, the 
great detector of impostures and therefore tremendously obnoxious 
to Mr. Howitt--“ who informs me that after the gentlemen who went 
and examined into the evidence were satisfied of its felsity, Johnson 
wrote in their presence an account of it, which was published in the 
newspapers and (7entlemxm\^ Ma^asine, and undeceived the world”. 
But as there will still remain another highly inconvenient passage in 
the Boswells of the true believers, they must likewise be at the trouble 
of cancelling the following also, referring to a later time: “He (John- 
son) expressed great indignation at the imposture of the Cock Lane 
Ghost, and related with much satisfaction how he had assisted in 
detecting the cheat, and had published an account of it in the news- 
papers”. . T* 1 . 

They will next believe (if they be, in the words of Captain Bobadil, 
“so generously minded”) in the transatlantic trance-speakers “who 
professed to speak from direct inspiration”, Mrs. Cora Hatch, Mrs. 
Henderson, and Miss Emma Hardinge; and they will believe in those 
eminent ladies having “spoken on Sundays to five hundred thousand 
hearers small audiences, by the way, compared with the intelligent 
concourse recently assembled in the city of New York, to do honour to 
the Nuptials of General the Honourable T. Barnum Thumb. At about 
this stage of their spiritual education they may take the opportunity of 
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believing in ‘‘letters from a distinguished gentleman of New York, in 
which the frequent appearance of the gentleman’s deceased wife and of 
Dr. Franklin, to him and other well-known friends, are unquestion- 
ably unequalled in the annals of the marvellous”. Why these modest 
appearances should seem at all out of the common way to Mr. Ho wilt 
(who would be in a state of flaming indignation if we thought them 
so), we could not imagine, until we found on reading further, “it is 
solemnly stated that the witnesses have not only seen but touched these 
spirits, and handled the clothes and hair of Franklin Without pre- 
suming to go Mr. Howitt’s length of considering this by any means a 
marvellous experience, we yet venture to confess that it has awakened 
in our mind many interesting speculations touching the present where- 
about in space, of the spirits of Mr. Howitt’s own departed boots and 
hats. 

The next articles of belief are Belief in the moderate figures of 
“thirty thousand media in the United States in 1853”; and in two 
million five hundred thousand spiritualists in the same country of com- 
posed minds, in 1855, “ professing to have arrived at their convictions 
of spiritual communication from personal experience”; and in “an 
average rate of increase of three hundred thousand per annum ”, still 
in the same countiy of calm philosophers. Belief in spiritual knock- 
ings, in all manner of American places, and, among others, in the 
house of “a Doctor Phelps at Stratford, Connecticut, a man of the 
highest character for intelligence ”, says Mr. Howitt, and to whom we 
willingly concede the possession of far higher intelligence than was 
displayed by his spiritual knocker, in “ frequently cutting to pieces the 
clothes of one of his boys ”, and in breaking “ seventy-one panes of 
glass ’’—unless, indeed, the knocker, when in the body, was connected 
with the tailoring and glazing interests. Belief in immaterial per- 
formers playing (in the dark though: they are obstinate about its being 
in the dark) on material instruments of wood, catgut, brass, tin, and 
parchment. Your belief is further requested in “ the Kentucky Jerks 
The spiritual achievements thus euphoniously denominated “appear”, 
says Mr. Howitt, “ to have been of a very disorderly kind”. It appears 
that a certain Mr. Doke, a Presbyterian clergyman, “was first seized 
by the jerks”, and the jerks laid hold of Mr. Doke in that unclerical 
way and with that scant respect for his cloth, that they “ twitched him 
about in a most extraordinary manner, often when in the pulpit, and 
caused him to shout aloud, and run out of the pulpit into the woods, 
screaming like a madman. When the fit was over, he returned calmly 
to his pulpit and finished the service.” The congregation having 
waited, we presume, and edified themselves with the distant bellowings 
of Doke in the woods, until he came back again, a little warm and 
hoarse, but otherwise in fine condition, “People were often seized at 
hotels, and at table would, on lifting a glass to drink, jerk the liquor 
to the ceiling; ladies would at the breakfast-table suddenly be com- 
pelled to throw aloft their coffee, and frequently break the cup and 
saucer.” A certain venturesome clergyman vowed that he would 
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preach down the Jerks, ‘‘but he was seized in the midst of his attempt, 
and made so ridiculous that he withdrew himself from further notice ” 
—an example much to be commended. That same favoured land of 
America has been particularly favoured in the development of “ innu- 
merable mediums ”, and Mr. Howitt orders you to believe in Daniel 
Dunglas Home, Andrew Davis Jackson, and Thomas L. Harris, as 
“the three most remarkable, or most familiar, on this side of the 
Atlantic”, Concerning Mr. Horne, the articles of belief (besides removal 
of furniture) are, That through him raps have been given and com- 
munications made from deceased friends. That “ his hand has been 
seized by spirit influence, and rapid communications written out, of a 
surprising character to those to whom they were addressed”. That at 
his bidding, “spirit hands have appeared which have been seen, felt, 
and recognised frequently, by persons present, as those of deceased 
friends”. That he has been frequently lifted up and carried, floating 
“as it were” through a room, near the ceiling. That in America, 
“all these phenomena have displayed themselves in greater force than 
— which we have not the slightest doubt of. That he is “the 
planter of spiritualism all over Europe”. That “ by circumstances that 
no man could have devised, he became the guest of the Emperor of 
the French, of the King of Holland, of the Czar of Russia, and of 
many lesser princes”. That he returned from “this unpremeditated 
missionary tour”, “endowed with competence”; but not before, “at 
the Tutleries, on one occasion when the emperor, empress, a distin- 
guished lady, and himself only were sitting at table, a hand appeared, 
took up a pen, and wrote, in a strong and well-known character, the 
word Napoleon. The hand was then successively presented to the 
several personages of the party to kiss.” The stout believer, having dis- 
posed of Mr. Home, and rested a little, will then proceed to believe in 
Andrew Davis Jackson, or Andrew Jackson Davis (Mr. Howitt, having 
no Medium at hand to settle this difference and reveal the right name 
of the seer, calls him by both names), who merely “ beheld all the essen- 
tial natures of things, saw the interior of men and animals, as perfectly 
as their exterior; and described them in language so correct, that the 
most able technologists could not surpass him. He pointed out the 
proper remedies for all the complaints, and the shops where they were 
to be obtained”;— in the latter respect appearing to hail from an adver- 
tising circle, as we conceive. It was also in this gentleman’s limited 
department to “see the metals in the earth”, and to have “the most 
distant regions and their various productions present before him 
Having despatched this tough case, the believer will pass on to 
Thomas L. Harris, and will swallow easily, together with “whole 
epics ” of his composition; a certain work “ of scarcely less than Mil- 
tonic grandeur ”, called The Lyric of the Golden Age-a lyric pretty 
nigh as long as one of Mr. Ho wilt’s volumes dictated by Mr. (not 
Mrs.) Harris to the publisher in ninety-four hours; and several extem- 
pore sermons, possessing the remarkably lucid property of being “ full, 
unforced, out-gushing, unstinted, and absorbing”. The candidate for 
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examination in pure belief, will then pass on to the spirit-photography 
department; this, again, will be found in so-favoured America, under 
the superintendence of Medium Mumler, a photographer of Boston ; 
who was ** astonished” (though, on Mr. Howitt’s showing, he surely 
ought not to have been) “on taking a photograph of himself, to find 
also by his side the figure of a young girl, which he immediately recog- 
nised as that of a deceased relative. The circumstance made a great 
excitement. Numbers of persons rushed to his rooms, and many have 
found deceased friends photographed with themselves.” (Perhaps 
Mr. Mumler, too, may become “endowed with competence” in time. 
Who knows?) Finally, the true believers in the gospel according to 
Howitt, have, besides, but to pin their faith on “ladies who see spirits 
habitually ”, on ladies who linow they have a tendency to soar in the 
air on sufficient provocation, and on a few other gnats to be taken 
after their camels, and they shall be pronounced by Mr. Howitt not 
of the stereotyped class of minds, and not partakers of “the astonish- 
ing ignorance of the press ”, and shall receive a first-class certificate of 
merit. 

But before they pass through this portal into the Temple of Serene 
Wisdom, we, halting blind and helpless on the steps, beg to suggest 
to them what they must at once and for ever disbelieve. They must 
disbelieve that in the dark times, when very few were versed in what 
are now the mere recreations of Science, and when those few formed a 
priesthood-class apart, any marvels were wrought by the aid of con- 
cave mirrors and a knowledge of the properties of certain odours and 
gases, although the self-same marvels could be I'eproduced belbre their 
eyes at the Polytechnic Institution, Regent Street, London, any day in 
the year. They must by no means believe that Conjuring and Ventrilo- 
quism are old trades. They must disbelieve all Philosophical Trans- 
actions containing the records of painful and careful inquiry into now 
familiar disorders of the senses of seeing and hearing, and into the 
wonders of somnambulism, epilepsy, hysteria, miasmatic influence, 
vegetable poisons derived by whole communities from corrupted air, 
diseased imitation, and moral infection. They must disbelieve all such 
awkward leading cases as the case of the Woodstock Commissioners 
and their man, and the case of the Identity of the Stockwell Ghost, 
with the maid-servant. They must disbelieve the vanishing of cham- 
pion haunted houses (except, indeed, out of Mr. Howitt^s book), repre- 
Sf'nted to have been closed and ruined for years, before one day*s inquiry 
by four gentlemen associated with this Journal, and one houris refer- 
ence to the Local Rate-books. They must disbelieve all possibility ot 
a human creature on the last verge of the dark bridge from Life to 
Death, being mysteriously able, in occasional cases, so to influence 
the mind of one very near and dear, as vividly to impress that mind 
with some disturbed sense of the solemn change impending. They 
must disbelieve the possibility of the lawful existence of a class of 
intellects which, humbly conscious of the illimitable power of God and 
of their own weakness and ignorance, never deny that He can cause 
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the souls of the dead to revisit the earth, or that He may have caused 
the souls of the dead to revisit the earth, or that He can cause an^ 
awful or wondrous thing to be; but to deny the likelihood of appari- 
tions or spirits coming here upon the stupidest of bootless errands, and 
producing credentials tantamount to a solicitation of our vote and 
interest and next proxy, to get them into the Asylum for Idiots. They 
must disbelieve the riglit of Christian people who do not protest against 
Protestantism, but who hold it to be a barrier against the darkest 
superstitions that can enslave the soul, to guard with jealousy all 
approaches tending down to Cock Lane Ghosts and suchlike infamous 
swindles, widely degrading when widely believed in; and they must 
disbelieve that such people have the right to know, and that it is their 
duty to know, wonder-workers by their fruits, and to test miracle- 
mongers by the tests of probability, analogy, and common sense. 
They must disbelieve all rational explanations of thoroughly proved 
experiences (only) which appear supernatural, derived from the aver- 
age experience and study of the visible world. They must disbelieve 
the speciality of the Master and the Disciples, and that it is a mon- 
strosity to test the wonders of show -folk by the same touchstone. 
Lastly, they must disbelieve that one of the best accredited chapters 
in the history of mankind is the chapter that records the astonish- 
ing deceits continually practised, with no object or purpose but the 
distorted pleasure of deceiving. 

We have summed up a few— not nearly all — of the articles of belief 
and disbelief to which Mr. Howitt most arrogantly demands an im- 
plicit adherence. To uphold these, he uses a book as a Clown in a 
Pantomime does, and knocks everybody on the head with it who 
comes in his way. Moreover, he is an angrier personage than the 
Clown, and does not experimentally try the effect of his red-hot poker 
on your shins, but straiglUway runs you through the body and soul 
with it Fie is always raging to tell you that if you are not Howitt, 
you are Atheist and Anti-Christ, He is the sans-culotte of the Spiritual 
Revolution, and will not hear of your accepting this point and rejecting 
that;-— down your throat with them all, one and indivisible, at the 
point of the pike; No Liberty, Totality, Fraternity, or Death I 

Without presuming to question that ‘Ht is high time to protest 
against Protestantism*’ on such very substantial grounds as Mr. 
Howitt sets forth, we do presume to think that it is high time ‘to 
protest against Mr. Hewitt’s spiritualism, as being a little in excess 
of the peculiar merit of Thomas L. Harris’s sermons, and somewhat 
tm ** full, out-gushing, unstinted, and absorbing”* 



THE MARTYR MEDIUM 


‘‘After the valets, the master!” is Mr. Fechter’s rallying cry in the 
picturesque romantic drama which attracts all London to the Lyceum 
Theatre. After the worshippers and puffers of Mr. Daniel Dunglas 
Home, the spirit medium, comes Mr. Daniel Dunglas Home himself, 
in one volume. And we must, for the honour of Literature, plainly 
express our great surprise and regret that he comes arm-in-arm with 
such good company as Messrs. Longman and Company. 

We have already summed up Mr. Home’s demands on the public 
capacity of swallowing, as sounded through the war-denouncing 
trumpet of Mr. Howitt, and it is not our intention to revive the strain 
as performed by Mr. Home on his own melodious instrument We 
notice, by the way, that in that part of the Fantasia where the hand 
of the first Napoleon is supposed to be reproduced, recognised, and 
kissed, at the Tuileries, Mr. Home subdues the florid effects one might 
have expected after Mr. Howitt’s execution, and brays in an extremely 
general manner. And yet we observe Mr. Home to be in oilier things 
very reliant on Mr. Howitt, of whom he entertains as gratifying an 
opinion as Mr. Howitt entertains of him: dwelling on his “deep re- 
searches into this subject ”, and of his “ great work now ready for the 
press”, and of his “eloquent and forcible” advocacy, and eke of his 
“elaborate and almost exhaustive work”, which Mr, Home trusts 
will be “extensively read”. But, indeed, it would seem to be the 
most reliable characteristic of the Dear Spirits, though very capricious 
in other particulars, that they always form their circles into what may 
be described, in worldly terms, as A Mutual Admiration and CompH- 
mentation Company (Limited). 

Mr. Home’s book is entitled Incidents in My Life, We will extract 
a dozen sample passages from it, as variations on and phrases of 
harmony in, the general strain for the Trumpet, which we have pro- 
mised not to repeat. 

I. Mr. Home is Supernaturally Nursed 

“ I cannot remember when first I became subject to the curious 
phenomena which have now for so long attended me, but my aunt and 
others have told me that when I was a baby my cradle was frequently 
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rocked, as if some kind guardian spirit was attending me in my j 

slumbers.” j 

i 

2. Disrespectful Conduct of Mr. Homers Aunt nevertheless 
In lier uncontrollable anger she seized a chair and threw it at me.” 


3. Punishment of Mr. Home’s Aunt 

“Upon one occasion as the table was being thus moved about of 
itself, my aunt brought the family Bible, and placing it on the table, 
said, * There, that will soon drive the devils away ’ ; but to her 
astonishment the table only moved in a more lively manner, as if 
pleased to bear such a burden.” (We believe this is constantly ob- 
served in pulpits and church reading desks, which are invariably 
lively.) “Seeing this she was greatly incensed, and determined to 
stop it, she angrily placed her whole weight on the table, and was 
actually lifted up with it bodily from the door.” 


4. Triumphant Effect of this Discipline on Mr. Home’s Aunt 

“And she felt it a duty that I should leave her house, and which I 
did.” 


5, Mr. Home’s Mission 


It was communicated to him by the spirit of his mother, in the 
following terms: “Daniel, fear not, my child, God is with you, and 
who shall be against you? Seek to do good: be truthful and truth- 
loving, and you will prosper, my child. Yours is a glorious mission — 
you will convince the infidel, cure the sick, and console the weeping.” 
It is a coincidence that another eminent man, with several missions, 
heard a voice from the Heavens blessing him, when he also was a 
youth, and saying, “You will be rewarded, my son, in time”. This 
Medium was the celebrated Baron Munchausen, who relates the 
experience in the opening of the second chapter of the incidents in 
kis life. 

6. Modest Success of Mr. Home’s Mission 

“Certainly these phenomena, whether from God or from the devil, 
have in ten years caused more converts to the great truths of immor- 
tality and angel communion, with all that flows from these great facts, 
than all the sects in Christendom have made during the same period.” 

7. What the First Composers say op the Spirit-Music, 

TO Mr. Home 

As to the music, it has been my good fortune to be on intimate 
terms with some of the first composers of the day, and more than one 
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of them have said of such avS they have heard, that it is such music 
as only angfels could make, and no man could write it.” 

These “first composers” are not more particularly named. We 
shall therefore be happy to receive and file at the office of this Journal, 
the testimonials in the foregfoing terms of Dr. Sterndale Bennett, Mr. 
Balfe, Mr. Macfarren, Mr. Benedict, Mr. Vincent Wallace, Signor 
Costa, M. Auber, M. Gounod, Signor Rossini, and Signor Verdi. 
We shall also feel obliged to Mr. Alfred Mellon, who is no doubt 
constantly studying this wonderful music, under the Mcdium^s aus- 
pices, if he will note on paper, from memory, say a single sheet of 
the same. Signor Giulio Regondi will then perform it, as correctly 
as a mere mortal can, on the Accordion, at the next ensuing concert 
of the Philharmonic Society ; on which occasion the before-men- 
tioned testimonials will be conspicuously displayed in the front of 
the orchestra. 


8. Mr. Home’s Miraculous Infant 

“ On the 26th April, old style, or Sth May, according to our style, 
at seven in the evening, and as the snow was fast falling, our little 
boy was born at the town house, situate on the Gagarincs Quay, in 
St Petersburg, where we were still staying. A lew hours after his 
birth, his mother, the nurse, and I heard for several hours the warbling 
of a bird as if singing over him. Also that night, and for two or three 
nights afterwards, a bright starlike light, which was clearly visible 
from the partial darkness of the room, in whicli there was only a 
night-lamp burning, appeared several times directly over its liead, 
where it remained for some moments, and then slowly moved in the 
direction of the door, where it disappeared. This was also seen by 
each of us at the same time. The light was more condensed than 
those which have been so often seen in my presence upon previous 
and subsequent occasions. It was brighter and more distinctly 
globular. I do not believe that it came through my mediumship, 
but rather through that of the child, who has manifested on several 
occasions the presence of the gift. I do not like to allude to such a 
matter, hut as there are more strange things in Heaven and earth 
than are dreamt of, even in my philosophy, I do not feel myself at 
liberty to omit stating, that during the latter part of my wife’s preg- 
nancy, we thought it better that she should not join in Sdances, 
because it was found that whenever the rappings occurred in the 
room, a simultaneous movement of the child was distinctly felt, per- 
fectly in unison with the sounds. When there were three sounds, 
three movements were felt, and so on, and when five sounds were 
heard, which is generally the call for the alphabet, she felt the five 
internal movements, and she would frequently, when we were mis- 
taken in the latter, correct us from w'hat the child indicated.” 

We should ask pardon of our readers for sullying our paper with 
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this nauseous matter, if without it they could adequately understand 
I what Mr. Home’s book is. 

9. Caguostro’s Spirit calls on Mr. Home 

Prudently avoiding the disagreeable question of his giving himself, 
both in this state of existence and in his spiritual circle, a name to 
which he never had any pretensions whatever, and likewise prudently 
! suppressing any reference to his amiable weakness as a swindler and 

an infamous trafficker in his own wife, the guileless Mr. Balsamo 
delivered, in a * distinct voice”, this distinct celestial utterance — un- 
questionably punctuated in a supernatural manner: **My power was 
that of a mesmerist, but all-misunderstood by those about me, my 
biographers have even done me injustice, but I care not for the 
untruths of earth”. 

10. Oracular State of Mr. Home 

** After various manifestations, Mr. Home went into the trance, 
i and addressing a person present, said, *You ask what good are such 

trivial manifestations, such as rapping, table-moving, etc.? God is 
a better judge than we are what is fitted for humanity, immense 
results may spring from trivial things. The steam from a kettle is 
a small thing, but look at the locomotive I The electric spark from 
the back of a cat is a small thing, but see the wonders of electricity ! 
The raps are small things, but their results will lead you to the Spirit- 
World, and to eternity! Why should great results spring from such 
small causes? Christ was born in a manger, he was not born a King. 
When you tell me why lie was born in a manger, I will tell you why 
these manifestations, so trivial, so undignified as they appear to you, 
have been appointed to convince the world of the truth of spiritualism.’ ” 
" Wonderful! Clearly direct Inspiration !— And yet, perhaps, hardly 
worth the trouble of going ‘Hnto the trance” for, either. Amazing 
as the revelation is, we seem to have heard something like it from 
more than one personage who was wide awake. A quack doctor, in 
an open barouche (attended by a barrel-organ and two footmen in 
brass helmets), delivered just such another address within our hearing, 
outside a gate of Paris, not two months ago. 

II. The Testimony of Mr. Home’s Boots 

** The lady of the house turned to me and said abruptly, ‘ Why, you 
are sitting in the air’; and on looking, we found that the chair re- 
mained in its place, but that I was elevated two or three inches above 
it, and my feet not touching the floor. This may show how utterly 
unconscious I am at times to the sensation of levitation. As is usual, 
when I had not got above the level of the heads of those about me, 
and when they change their position much*— as they frequently do 
in looking wistfully at such a phenomenon — I came down again, but 
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not till I had remained so raised about half a minute from the time 
of its being first seen. I was now impressed to leave the table, and 
was soon carried to the lofty ceiling. The Count de B- — - left his 
place at the table, and coming under where I was, said, * Now, young 
Home, come and let me touch your feet.’ I told him I had no volition 
in the matter, but perhaps the spirits would kindly allow me to come 
down to him. They did so, by floating me down to him, and my feet 
were soon in his outstretched hands. He seized my boots, and now 
1 was again elevated, he holding tightly, and pulling at my feet, till 
the boots I wore, which had elastic sides, came olF and remained in 
his hands.” 

12, The Uncombative Nature of Mr. Home 

As there is a maudlin complaint in this book, about men of Science 
being hard upon ^Hhe ‘Orphan^ Home”, and as the gentle and 
uncombative nature ” of this Medium in a martyred point of view is 
pathetically commented on by the anonymous literary friend who 
supplies him with an introduction and appendix — rather at odds with 
Mr. Howitt, who is so mightily triumphant about the same Martyr’s 
reception by crowned heads, and about the competence he has become 
endowed with —we cull from Mr, Home’s book one or two little illus- 
trative flowers. Sir David Brewster (a pestilent unbeliever) ‘*has 
come before the public in few matters which have brought more 
shame upon him than his conduct and assertions on this occasion, in 
which he manifested not only a disregard for truth, but also a dis- 
loyalty to scientific observation, and to the use of his own eyesight 
and natural faculties The same unhappy Sir David Brewster’s 
** character may be the better known, not only for his untruthful deal- 
ing with this subject, but also in his own domain of science in which 
the same unfaithfulness to truth will be seen to be the characteristic of 
his mind”. Again, he ** is really not a man over whom victory is any 
honour”. Again, *‘not only he, but Professor Faraday have had time 
and ample leisure to regret that they should have so foolishly pledged 
themselves ”, etc. A Faraday a fool in the sight of a Home I That 
unjust judge and whited wall, Lord Brougham, has his share of this 
Martyr Medium’s uncombativeness. ** In order that he might not be 
compelled to deny Sir David’s statements, he found it necessary that 
he should be silent, and I have some reason to complain that his 
Lordship preferred sacrificing me to his desire not to immolate his 
friend.” M. Arago also came off with very doubtful honours from a 
wrestle with the uncombative Martyr ; who is perfectly clear (and so 
are we, let us add) that scientific men are not the men for his purpose. 
Of course, he is the butt of ** utter and acknowledged ignorance ”, and 
of *'the most gross and foolish statements”, and of ** the unjust and 
dishonest”, and of *‘the press-gang”, and of crowds of other alien 
and combative adjectives, participles, and substantives. 

Nothing is without its use, and even this odious book may do some 


THE MARTYR MEDIUM 



515 

service. Not because it coolly claims for the writer and his disciples 
such powers as were wielded by the Saviour and the Apostles; not 
because it sees no difference between twelve table rappers in these 
days, and ** twelve fishermen ” in those; not because it appeals for pre- 
cedents to statements extracted from the most ignorant and wretched 
of mankind, by cruel torture, and constantly withdrawn when the tor- 
ture was withdrawn; not because it sets forth such a strange con- 
fusion of ideas as is presented by one of the faithful when, writing of 
a certain sprig of geranium handed by an invisible hand, he adds in 
ecstasies, which we have planted and it is growings so that it is no 
delusion, no fairy money turned into dross or leaves ” — as if it followed 
that the conjuror’s half-crowns really did become invisible and in that 
state dy, because he afterwards cuts them out of a real orange; or as 
if the conjuror’s pigeon, being after the discharge of his gun, a real 
live pigeon fluttering on the target, must therefore conclusively be a 
pigeon, fired, whole, living and unshattered, out of the gun!—- not 
because of the exposure of any of these weaknesses, or a thousand 
such, are these moving incidents in the life of the Martyr Medium, 
and similar productions, likely to prove useful, but because of their 
uniform abuse of those who go to test the reality of these alleged 
phenomena, and who come away incredulous. There is an old homely 
proverb concerning pitch and its adhesive character, which we hope 
this significant circumstance may impress on many minds- The writer 
of these lines has lately heard overmuch touching young men of pro- 
mise in the imaginative arts, ** towards whom” Martyr Mediums 
assisting at evening parties feel themselves “drawn”. It may be a 
hint to such young men to stick to their own drawing, as being of 
a much better kind, and to leave Martyr Mediums alone in their 
glory. 

As there is a good deal in these books about “lying spirits”, we 
will conclude by putting a hypothetical case. Supposing that a Medium 
(Martyr or otherwise) were established for a time in the house of an 
English gentleman abroad ; say, somewhere in Italy. Supposing that 
the mote marvellous the Medium became, the more suspicious of him 
the lady of the house became. Supposing that the lady, her distrust 
once aroused, were particularly struck by the Medium’s exhibiting a 
persistent desire to commit her, somehow or other, to the disclosure 
of the manner of the death, to him unknown, of a certain person. 
Supposing that she at length resolved to test the Medium on this 
head, and, therefore, on a certain evening mentioned a wholly sup- 
posititious manner of death (which was not the real manner of death, 
nor anything at all like it) within the range of his listening ears. 
And supposing that a spirit presently afterwards rapped out its pre- 
sence, claiming to be the spirit of that deceased person, and claiming 
to have departed this life in that supposititious way. Would that 
be a lying spirit? Or would it be a something else, tainting all that 
Medium’s statements and suppressions, even if they were not in them- 
selves of a manifestly outrageous character? 



THE LATE MR. STANFIELD 


Every Artist, be he writer, painter, musician, or actor, must bear his 
private sorrows as he best can, and must separate them from the 
exercise of his public pursuit. But it sometimes happens, in com- 
pensation, that his private loss of a dear friend represents a loss on 
the part of the whole community. Then he may, without obtrusion 
of his individuality, step forth to lay his little wreath upon that dear 
friend’s grave. 

On Saturday, the eighteenth of this present month, Clarkson Stan- 
field died. On the afternoon of that day, England lost the great 
marine painter of whom she will be boastful ages hence ; the National 
Historian of her speciality, the Sea; the man famous in all countries 
for his marvellous rendering of the waves that break upon her shores, 
of her ships and seamen, of her coasts and skies, of her storms and 
sunshine, of the many marvels of the deep. He who holds the oceans 
in the hollow of His hand had given, associated with them, wonderful 
gifts into his keeping ; he had used them well through threescore and 
fourteen years ; and, on the afternoon of that spring day, relinquished 
them for ever. 

It is superfluous to record that the painter of **The Battle of Tra- 
falgar^’, of the Victory being towed into Gibraltar with the body of 
Nelson on Board”, of ‘‘The Morning after the Wreck”, of “The 
Abandoned”, of fifty more such works, died in his seventy-fourth year, 
“ Mr.” Stanfield. — He was an Englishman. 

Those grand pictures will proclaim his powers while paint and can- 
vas last. But the writer of these words had been his friend for thirty 
years ; and when, a short week or two before his death, he laid that 
once so skilful hand upon the writer’s breast and told him they would 
meet again, “but not here”, the thoughts of the latter turned, for the 
time, so little to his noble genius, and so much to his noble nature I 

He was the soul of frankness, generosity, and simplicity. The most 
genial, the most affectionate, the most loving, and the most lovable of 
men. Success had never for an instant spoiled him. His interest in 
the Theatre as an Institution — the best picturesqueness of which may 
be said to be wholly due to him— was faithful to the last His belief in 
a Play, his delight in one, the ease with which it moved him to tears 
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or to laughter, were most remarkable evidences of the heart he must 
have put into his old theatrical work, and of the thorough purpose and 
sincerity with which it must have been done. The writer was very 
intimately associated with him in some amateur plays ; and day after 
day, and night after night, there were the same unquenchable fresh- 
ness, enthusiasm, and impressibility in him, though broken in health, 
even then. 

No Artist can ever have stood by his art with a quieter dignity than 
he always did. Nothing would have induced him to lay it at the feet 
of any human creature. To fawn, or to toady, or to do undeserved 
homage to any one, was an absolute impossibility with him. And yet 
his character was so nicely balanced that he was the last man in the 
world to be suspected of self-assertion, and his modesty was one of his 
most special qualities. 

He was a charitable, religious, gentle, truly good man. A genuine 
man, incapable of pretence or of concealment. He had been a sailor 
once; and all the best characteristics that are popularly attributed to 
sailors, being his, and being in him refined by the influences of his 
Art, formed a whole not likely to be often seen. There is no smile 
that the writer can recall, like his; no manner so naturally confiding 
and so cheerfully engaging. When the writer saw him for the last 
time on earth, the smile and the manner shone out once through the 
weakness, still : the bright unchanging Soul within the altered face 


and form. 

No man was ever held in higher respect by his friends, and yet his 
intimate friends invariably addressed him and spoke of him by a pet 
name. It may need, perhaps, the writer’s memory and associations to 
find in this a touching expression of his winning character, his playful 
smile, and pleasant ways, “ You know Mrs. Inchbald’s story, Nature 
and Art?” wrote Thomas Hood, once, in a letter: “ What a fine Edition 
of Nature and Art is Stanfield !” 

Gone 1 And many and many a dear old day gone with him I But 
their memories remain. And his memory will not soon fade out, for 
he has set his mark upon the restless waters, and his fame will long 
be sounded in the roar of the sea. 
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A SLIGHT QUESTION 
OF FACT 


It is never well for the public interest that the originator of any social 
reform should be soon forgotten. Further, it is neither wholesome nor 
right (being neither generous nor just) that the merit of his work 
should be gradually transferred elsewhere. 

Some few weeks ago, our contemporary, the Pall Mall Gmette^ in 
certain strictures on our Theatres which we are very far indeed from 
challenging, remarked on the first effectual discouragement of an 
outrage upon decency which the lobbies and upper-boxes of even our 
best Theatres habitually paraded within the last twenty or thirty years. 
From those remarks it might appear as though no such Manager of 
Covent Garden or Drury Lane as Mr. Macready had ever existed. 

It is a fact beyond all possibility of question, that Mr. Macready, 
on assuming the management of Covent Garden Theatre in 1837, did 
instantly set himself, regardless of precedent and custom down to that 
hour obtaining, rigidly to suppress this shameful thing, and did rigidly 
suppress and crush it during his whole management of that theatre, 
and during his whole subsequent management of Drury Lane. That 
he did so, as certainly without favour as without fear ; that he did so, 
against his own immediate interests ; that he did so, against vexations 
and oppositions which might have cooled the ardour of a less earnest 
man, or a less devoted artist ; can be better known to no one than the 
writer of the present words, whose name stands at the head of these 
pages. 




LANDOR’S LIFE 


Prefixed to the second volume of Mr. Forster's admirable biography 
of Walter Savage Landor,i is an engraving from a portrait of that 
remarkable man when seventy-seven years of age, by BoxalL The 
writer of these lines can testify that the original picture is a singularly 
good likeness, the result of close and subtle observation on the part 
of the painter ; but, for this very reason, the engraving gives a most 
inadequate idea of the merit of the picture and the character of the 
man. 

^ From the engraving, the arms and hands are omitted. In the 
picture, they are, as they were in nature, indispensable to a correct 
reading of the vigorous face. The arms were very peculiar. They 
were rather short, and were curiously restrained and checked in their 
action at the elbows ; in the action of the hands, even when separately 
clenched, there was the same kind of pause, and a noticeable tendency 
to relaxation on the part of the thumb. Let the face be never so 
intense or fierce, there was a commentary of gentleness in the hands, 
essential to be taken along with it. Like Hamlet, Landor would 
speak daggers, but use none. In the expression of his hands, though 
angrily closed, there was always gentleness and tenderness; just as 
when they were open, and the handsome old gentleman would wave 
them with a little courtly flourish that sat well upon him, as he 
recalled some classic compliment that he had rendered to some reign- 
ing Beauty, there was a chivalrous grace about them such as pervades 
his softer verses. Thus the fictitious Mr. Boythorn (to whom we may 
refer without impropriety in this connexion, as Mr. Forster does) 
declaims *‘with unimaginable energy " the while his bird is perched 
upon his thumb", and he “softly smooths its feathers with his fore- 
finger 

From the spirit of Mr. Forster’s Biography these characteristic hands 
are never omitted, and hence (apart from its literary merits) its great 
value. As the same masterly writer’s Life and Times of Oliver Gold- 
smith is a generous and yet conscientious picture of a period, so this 
is a not less generous and yet conscientious picture of one life; of a 
life, with all its aspirations, achievements, and disappointments; all 

1 WuUtr Landori % Biojfraphy, by John Forster, a vols. Chapman and Hall, 
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its capabilities, opportunities, and irretrievable mistakes. It is essem 
tially a sad book, and herein lies proof of its truth and worth. The 
life of almost any man possessing great gifts, would be a sad book to 
himself; and this book enables us not only to see its subject, but to be 
its subject, if we will. 

Mr. Forster is of opinion that ‘‘Landor’s fame very surely awaits 
him This point admitted or doubted, the value of the book remains 
the same. It needs not to know his works (otherwise than through 
his biographer’s exposition), it needs not to have known himself, to 
find a deep interest in these pages. More or less of their warning 
is in every conscience; and some admiration of a fine genius, and 
of a great, wild, generous nature, incapable of mean self-extenuation 
or dissimulation — if unhappily incapable of self-repression too— -should 
be in every breast There may be still living many persons”, Walter 
Lander’s brother, Robert, writes to Mr. Forster of this book, ‘‘who 
would contradict any narrative of yours in which the best qualities 
were remembered, the worst forgotten.” Mr. Forster’s comment is : 
“ I had not waited for this appeal to resolve, that, if this memoir were 
written at all, it should contain, as far as might lie within my power, 
a fair statement of the truth”. And this eloquent passage of truth 
immediately follows : ‘^Few of his infirmities are without something 
kindly or generous about them ; and we are not long in discovering 
there is nothing so wildly incredible that he will not himself in perfect 
good faith believe. When he published his first book of poems on 
quitting Oxford, the profits were to be reserved for a distressed clergy- 
man. When he published his Latin poems, the poor of Leipzig were 
to have the sum they realised. Wlien his comedy was ready to be 
acted, a Spaniard who had sheltered him at Castro was to be made 
richer by it. When he competed for the prize of the Academy of 
Stockholm, it was to go to the poor of Sweden. If nobody got any- 
thing from any one of these enterprises, the fault at all events was not 
his. With his extraordinary power of forgetting disappointments, he 
was prepared at each successive failure to start afresh, as if each had 
been a triumph. I shall have to delineate this peculiarity as strongly 
in the last half as in the first half of his life, and it was certainly an 
amiable one. He was ready at all times to set aside, out of his own 
possessions, something for somebody who might please him for the 
time; and when frailties of temper and tongue are noted, this other 
eccentricity should not be omitted. He desired eagerly the love as 
well as the good opinion of those whom for the time he esteemed, and 
no one was more aifectionate wdiile under such influences. It is not a 
small virtue to feel such genuine pleasure, as he always did in giving 
and receiving pleasure. His generosity, too, was bestowed chiefly on 
those who could make small acknowledgment in thanks and no return 
in kind.” 

Some of his earlier contemporaries may have thought him a vain 
man. Most assuredly he was not, in the common acceptation of the 
term. A vain man has little or no admiration to bestow upon com- 
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petitors. Landor had an inexhaustible fund. He thougfht well of his 
writings, or he would not have preserved them. He said and wrote 
that he thought well of them, because that was his mind about them, 
and he said and wrote his mind. He was one of the few men of whom 
you might always know the whole: of whom you might always know 
the worst, as well as the best. He had no reservations or duplicities. 
“No, by Heaven!” he would say (“with unimaginable energy”), if 
any good adjective were coupled with him which he did not deserve: 
“I am nothing of the kind. I wish I were; but I don’t deserve the 
attribute, and I never did, and I never shall!” His intense conscious- 
ness of himself never led to his poorly excusing himself, and seldom 
to his violently asserting himself. When he told some little story of 
his bygone^ social experiences, in Florence, or where not, as he was 
fond ol doing, it took the innocent form of making all the inter- 
locutors, Landors, It was observable, too, that they always called him 

Mr. Landor ——rather ceremoniously and submissively. There was 
a certain “Caro Pddre Abdte Marina” — invariably so addressed in 
these anecdotes — who figured through a great many of them, and 
who always expressed himself in this deferential tone. 

Mr. Forster writes of Landor’s character thus: 

“ A man must be judged, at first, by what he says and does. But with 
him such extravagance as I have referred to was little more than the 
habitual indulgence (on such themes) of passionate feelings and language, 
indecent indeed but utterly purposeless; the mere explosion of wrath pro- 
voked by tyranny or cruelty ; the irregularities of an overheated steam- 
engine too weak for its own vapour. It is very certain that no one could 
detest oppression more truly than Landor did in all seasons and times; and 
if no one expressed that scorn, that abhorrence of tyranny and fraud, more 
hastily or more intemperately, all his fire and fury signified really little else 
^ than ill-temper too easily provoked. Not to justify or excuse such language, 
but to explain it, this consideration is urged. If not uniformly placable, 
Landor was always compassionate. He was tender-hearted rather than 
bloody-minded at all times, and upon only the most partial acquaintance 
with his writings could other opinion be formed. A completer knowledge 
of them would satisfy any one that he had as little real disposition to kill a 
king as to kill a mouse. In fact there is not a more marked peculiarity in his 
genius than the union with its strength of a most uncommon gentleness, and 
in the personal ways of the man this was equally manifest.”— -Vol i. p, 496. 

Of his works, thus : 

“Though his mind was cast in the antique mould, it had opened itself to 
every kind of impression through a long and varied life; he has written with 
equal excellence in both poetry and prose, which can hardly be said of any 
of his contemporaries; and perhaps the single epithet by which his books 
would be best described is that reserved exclusively for books not charac- 
terised only by genius, but also by special individuality. They are unique. 
Having possessed them, we should miss them. Their place would be 
supplied by no others. They have that about them, moreover, which 
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renders it almost certain that they will frequently be resorted to in future 
time. There are none in the lang'uage more quotable. Even where impul- 
siveness and want of patience have left them most fragmentary, this rich 
compensation is offered to the reader. There is hardly a conceivable 
subject, in life or literature, which they do not illustrate by striking 
aphorisms, by concise and profound observations, by wisdom ever appli- 
cable to the deeds of men, and by wit as available for their enjoyment. 
Nor, above all, will there anywhere be found a more pervading passion for 
liberty, a fiercer hatred of the base, a wider sympathy with the wronged 
and the oppressed, or help more ready at all times for those who fight at 
odds and disadvantage against the powerful and the fortunate, than in the 
writings of Walter Savage Landor ." — Last page of second volume. 

The impression was strong upon the present writeris mind, as on 
Mr. Forster’s, during years of close friendship with the subject of this 
biography, that his animosities were chiefly referable to the singular 
inability in him to dissociate other people’s ways of thinking from his 
own. He had, to the last, a ludicrous grievance (both Mr. Forster 
and the writer have often amused themselves with it) against a good- 
natured nobleman, doubtless perfectly unconscious of having ever 
given him offence. The offence was, that on the occasion of some 
dinner party in another nobleman’s house, many years before, this 
innocent lord (then a commoner) had passed in to dinner, through 
some door, before him, as he himself was about to pass in through 
that same door with a lady on his arm. Now, Landor was a gentle- 
man of most scrupulous politeness, and in his carriage of himself 
towards ladies there was a certain mixture of stateliness and deference, 
belonging to quite another time, and, as Mr. Pepys would observe, 
“mighty pretty to see”. If he could by any effort imagine himself 
committing such a high crime and misdemeanour as that in question, 
he could only imagine himself as doing it of a set purpose, under the 
sting of some vast injury, to inflict a great affront A deliberately 
designed affront on the part of another man, it therefore remained to 
the end of his days. The manner in which, as time went on, he per- 
meated the unfortunate lord’s ancestry with this offence, was whimsi- 
cally characteristic of Landor. The writer remembers very well when 
only the individual himself was held responsible in the story for the 
breach of good breeding; but in another ten years or so, it began to 
appear that his father had always been remarkable for ill manners; 
and in yet another ten years or so, his grandfather developed into quite 
a prodigy of coarse behaviour. 

Mr. Boythorn~if he may again be quoted— said of his adversary, 
Sir Leicester Dedlock: “That fellow is, and his father was ^ and his 
grandfather was, the most stiff-necked, arrogant, imbecile, pig-headed 
numskull, ever, by some inexplicable mistake of Nature, born In any 
station of life but a walking-stick’s I ” 

The strength of some of Mr. Landor’s most captivating kind quali- 
ties was traceable to the same source. Knowing how keenly he him- 
self would feel the being at any small social disadvantage, or the being 


LANDOR’S LIFE 


5*3 


unconsciously placed in any ridiculous light, he was wonderfully con. 
siderate of shy people, or of such as might be below the level of his 
usual conversation, or otherwise out of their element. The writer 
once observed him in the keenest distress of mind in behalf of a modest 
young stranger who came into a drawing-room with a glove on his 
head. An expressive commentary on this sympathetic condition, and on 
the delicacy with which he advanced to the young stranger’s rescue 
was afterwards furnished by himself at a friendly dinner at Gore 
House, when it was the most delightful of houses. His dress— say, 
his cravat or shirt-collar— had become slightly disarranged on a hot 
evening, and Count D’Orsay laughingly called his attention to the 
circumstance as we rose from table. Landor became flushed, and 
greatly agitated: “My dear Count D’Orsay, I thank you! My dear 
Count D’Orsay, I thank you from my soul for pointing out to me the 
abominable condition to which I am reduced! If I had entered the 
Drawing-room, and presented myself before Lady Blessington in so 
absurd a light, I would have instantly gone home, put a pistol to my 
head, and blown my brains outP’ 

Mr. Forster tells a similar story of his keeping* a company waiting 
dinner, through losing his way; and of his seeing no remedy for that 
breach of politeness but cutting his throat, or drowning himself, unless 
a countryman whom he met could direct him by a short road to the 
house where the party were assembled. Surely these are expressive 
notes on the gravity and reality of his explosive inclinations to kill 
kings I 

His manner towards boys was charming, and the earnestness of his 
wish to be on equal terms with them and to win their confidence was 
quite touching. Few, reading Mr, Forster’s book, can fail to see in 
this, his pensive remembrance of that studious wilful boy at once shy 
and impetuous”, who had not many intimacies at Rugby, but who 
was ** generally popular and respected, and used his influence often 
to save the younger boys from undue harshness or violence”. The 
impulsive yearnings of his passionate heart towards his own boy, on 
their meeting at Bath, after years of separation, likewise burn through 
this phase of his character. 

But a more spiritual, softened, and unselfish aspect of it, was to be 
derived from his respectful belief in happiness which he himself had 
missed. His marriage had not been a felicitous one~~it may be fairly 
assumed for either side — but no trace of bitterness or distrust concern- 
ing other marriages was in his mind. He was never more serene than 
in the midst of a domestic circle, and was invariably remarkable for a 
perfectly benignant interest in young couples and young lovers. That, 
in his ever-fresh fancy, he conceived in this association innumerable 
histories of himself involving far more unlikely events that never 
happened than Isaac Disraeli ever imagined, is hardly to be doubted ; 
but as to this part of his real history he was mute, or revealed his 
nobleness in an impulse to be generously just. We verge on delicate 
ground, but a slight remembrance rises in the writer which can grate 
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nowhere, Mr. Forster relates how a certain friend, being in Florence, 
sent him home a leaf from the garden of his old house at Fiesole. 
That friend had first asked him what he should send him home, and 
he had stipulated for this gift~-found by Mr. Forster among his papers 
after his death. The friend, on coming back to England, related to 
Landor that he had been much embarrassed, on going in search of the 
leaf, by his driver’s suddenly stopping his horses in a narrow lane, and 
presenting him (the friend) to “ La Signora Landora”. The lady was 
walking alone on a bright Italian-winter-day ; and the man, having 
been told to drive to the Villa Landora, inferred that he must be con- 
veying a guest or visitor, “I pulled off my hat,” said the friend, 
“ apologised for the coachman’s mistake, and drove on. The lady was 
walking with a rapid and firm step, had bright eyes, a fine fresh 
colour, and looked animated and agreeable.” Landor checked off 
each clause of the description, with a stately nod of more than ready 
assent, and replied, with all his tremendous energy concentrated into 
the sentence: And the Lord forbid that I should do otherwise than 
declare that she always was agreeable — to every one but me ! ” 

Mr. Forster step by step builds up the evidence on which he writes 
this life and states this character. In like manner, he gives the 
evidence for his high estimation of Landor’s works, and— it may be 
added — for their recompense against some neglect, in finding so sym- 
pathetic, acute, and devoted a champion. Notliing in the book is more 
remarkable tlian his examination of each of Landor’s successive pieces 
of writing, his delicate discernment of their beauties, and his strong 
desire to impart his own perceptions in this wise to the great audience 
that is yet to come. It rarely befalls an author to have such a com- 
mentator; to become the subject of so much artistic skill and know- 
ledge, combined with such infinite and loving pains. Alike as a piece 
of Biography, and as a commentary upon the beauties of a great writer, 
the book is a massive book; as the man and the writer were massive 
too. Sometimes, when the balance held by Mr, Forster has seemed 
for a moment to turn a little heavily against the infirmities of tempera- 
ment of a grand old friend, we have felt something of a shock ; but we 
have not once been able to gainsay the justice of the scales. This feel- 
ing, too, has only fluttered out of the detail, here or there, and has 
vanisliedl before the whole. We fully agree with Mr, Forster that 

Judgment has been passed ”~~as it should be— with an equal desire 
to be only just on all the qualities of his temperament which affected 
necessarily not his own life only. But, now that the story is told, no 
one will have difficulty in striking the balance between its good and 
ill; and what was really imperishable in Landor’s genius will not be 
treasured less, or less understood, for the more perfect knowledge of 
his character”. 

Mr. Forster’s second volume gives a facsimile of Landor’s writing 
at seventy-five. It may be interesting to those who are curious in 
caligraphy, to know that its resemblance to the recent handwriting of 
that great genius, M. Victor Hugo, is singularly strong. 
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In a mllitaty burial-ground in India, the name of Walter Landor is 
associated with the present writer’s over the grave of a young officer 
No name could stand there, more inseparably associated in the writer’s 
mind with the dignity of generosity: with a noble scorn of all littleness, 
all cruelty, oppression, fraud, and false pretence. 
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ADDRESS WHICH APPEARED SHORTLY PRE- 
VIOUS TO THE COMPLETION OF THE 
TWENTIETH VOLUME (1868), INTIMATING 
A NEW SERIES OF ‘^ALL THE YEAR 
ROUND” 

I BEG to announce to the readers of this Journal, that on the comple- 
tion of the Twentieth Volume on the Twenty-eighth of November, in 
the present year, I shall commence an entirely New Series of All the 
Year Rounds The change is not only due to the convenience of the 
public (with which a set of such books, extending beyond twenty 
large volumes, would be quite incompatible), but is also resolved 
upon for the purpose of effecting some desirable improvements in 
respect of type, paper, and size of page, which could not otherwise 
be made. To the Literature of the New Series it would not become 
me to refer, beyond glancing at the pages of this Journal, and of 
its predecessor, through a score of years; inasmuch as my regular 
fellow-labourers and I will be at our old posts, in company with those 
younger comrades, whom I have had the pleasure of enrolling from 
time to time, and whose number it is always one of my pleasantest 
editorial duties to enlarge. 

As it is better that eveiy kind of work honestly undertaken and 
discharged, should speak for itself than be spoken for, I will only 
remark further on one intended omission in the New Series. The 
Extra Christmas Number has now been so extensively, and regularly, 
and often imitated, that it is in very great danger of becoming tire- 
some. I have therefore resolved (though I cannot add, willingly) to 
abolish it, at the highest tide of its success. 


CHARLES DICKENS. 
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THE AGRICULTURAL 
INTEREST 


The present Government, having shown itself to be particularly clever 
in its management of Indictments for Conspiracy, cannot do better, we 
think (keeping in its administrative eye the pacification of some of its 
most influential and most unruly supporters), than indict the whole 
manufacturing interest of the country for a conspiracy against the 
agricultural interest As the jury ought to be beyond impeachment, 
the panel might be chosen from among the Duke of Buckingham’s 
tenants, with the Duke of Buckingham himself as foreman ; and, to 
the end that the country might be quite satisfied with the judge, and 
have ample security beforehand for his moderation and impartiality, 
it would be desirable, perhaps, to make such a slight change in the 
working of the law (a mere nothing to a Conservative Government, 
bent upon its end), as would enable the question to be tried before 
an Ecclesiastical Court, with the Bishop of Exeter presiding. The 
Attorney-General for Ireland, turning his sword into a ploughshare, 
might conduct the prosecution; and Mr. Cobden and the other tra- 
versers might adopt any ground of defence they chose, or prove or 
disprove anything they pleased, without being embarrassed by the 
least anxiety or doubt in reference to the verdict 
That the country in general is in a conspiracy against this sacred 
but unhappy agricultural interest, there can be no doubt. It is not 
alone within the walls of Covent Garden Theatre, or the Free Trade 
Hall at Manchester, or the Town Hall at Birmingham, that the cry 
** Repeal the Corn-laws!” is raised. It may be heard, moaning at 
night, through the straw-Httered wards of Refuges for the Destitute; 
it may be read in the gaunt and famished faces which make our streets 
terrible; it is muttered in the thankful grace pronounced by haggard 
wretches over their felon fare in gaols; it is inscribed in dreadful char- 
acters upon the walls of Fever Hospitals; and may be plainly traced in 
every record of mortality. All of which proves, that there is a vast 
conspiracy afoot, against the unfortunate agricultural interest. ^ 
They who run, even upon railroads, may read of this conspiracy. 
The old stage-coachman was a farmer’s friend. He wore top-boots, 
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understood cattle, fed his horses upon corn, and had a lively personal 
interest in malt. The engine-dxiver’s garb, and sympathies, and tastes 
belong to the factory. His fustian dress, besmeared with coal-dust 
and begrimed with soot; his oily hands, his dirty face, his knowledge 
of machinery; all point him out as one devoted to the manufacturing 
interest. Fire and smoke, and red-hot cinders follow in his wake. He 
has no attachment to the soil, but travels on a road of iron, furnace 
wrought. His warning is not conveyed in the fine old Saxon dialect 
of our glorious forefathers, but in a fiendish yell. He never cries 
‘*ya-hip”, with agricultural lungs; but jerks forth a manufactured 
shriek from a brazen throat. 

Where is the agricultural interest represented? From what phase 
of our social life has it not been driven, to the undue setting up of its 
false rival? 

Are the police agricultural? The watchmen were. They wore 
woollen nightcaps to a man ; they encouraged the growth of timber, 
by patriotically adhering to staves and rattles of immense size ; they 
slept every night in boxes, which were but another form of the cele- 
brated wooden walls of Old England; they never woke up till it was 
too late — in which respect you might have thought them very farmers. 
How is it with the police? Their buttons are made at Birmingham ; 
a dozen of their truncheons would poorly furnish forth a watchman^s 
staff; they have no wooden walls to repose between; and the crowns 
of their hats are plated with cast-iron. 

Are the doctors agricultural? Let Messrs. Morison and Moat, of 
the Hygeian establishment at King’s Cross, London, reply. Is it not, 
upon the constant showing of those gentlemen, an ascertained fact 
that the whole medical profession have united to depreciate the worth 
of the Universal Vegetable Medicines? And is this opposition to 
vegetables, and exaltation of steel and iron instead, on the part of the 
regular practitioners, capable of any interpretation but one? Is it not 
a distinct renouncement of the agricultural interest, and a setting up 
of the manufacturing interest instead? 

Do the professors of the law at all fail in their truth to the beautiful 
maid whom they ought to adore? Inquire of the Attorney-General 
for Ireland. Inquire of that honourable and learned gentleman, whose 
last public act was to cast aside the grey goose-quill, an article of 
agricultural produce, and take up the pistol, which, under the system 
of percussion locks, has not even a flint to connect it with farming. 
Or put the question to a still higher legal functionary, who, on the 
same occasion, when he should have been a reed, inclining here and 
there, as adverse gales of evidence disposed him, was seen to be a 
manufactured image on the seat of Justice, cast by Power, in most 
impenetrable brass. 

The world is too much with us in this manufacturing interest, early 
and late; that is the great complaint and the great truth. It is not so 
with the agricultural interest, or what passes by that name. It never 
thinks of the suffering world, or sees it, or cares to extend its know- 
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THREATENING LETTER 
TO THOMAS HOOD 

FROM AN ANCIENT GENTLEMAN 


Mr. Hood. Sir, — ^The Constitution is g'oing' at last! You needn^t 
laugh, Mr. Hood. I am aware that it has been going, two or three 
times before; perhaps four times; but it is on the move now, sir, and 
no mistake. 

I beg to say, that I use those last expressions advisedly, sir, and not 
in the sense in which they are now used by Jackanapeses. There were 
no Jackanapeses when I was a boy, Mr. Hood, England was Old 
England when I was young, I little thought it would ever come to be 
Young England when I was old. But everytlung is going backward. 

Ah ! governments were governments, and judges were judges, in 
day, Mr. Hood. There was no nonsense then. Any of your seditious 
complainings, and we were ready with the military on the shortest 
notice. We should have charged Covent Garden Theatre, sir, on a 
Wednesday night: at the point of the bayonet. Then, the judges were 
full of dignity and firmness, and knew how to administer the law 
There is only one judge who knows how to do his duty, now. He 
tried that revolutionary female the other day, who, though she was 
in full work (making shirts at three-halfpence a piece), had no pride 
in her country, but treasonably took it in her head, in the distraction 
of having been robbed of her easy earnings, to attempt to drown her- 
self and her young child ; and the glorious man went out of his way, 
sir-“Out of his way— to call her up for instant sentence of Death ; and 
to tell her she had no hope of mercy in this world— as you may see 
yourself if you look in the papers of Wednesday the 17th of April. He 
won’t be supported, sir, I know he won’t; but it is worth remembering 
that his words were carried into every manufacturing town of this 
kingdom, and read aloud to crowds in every political parlour, beer- 
shop, news-room, and secret or open place of assembly, frequented by 
the discontented working-men; and that no milk-and-water weakness 
on the part of the executive can ever blot them out. Great things like 
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that, are caug^ht up, and stored up, in these times, and are not for- 
gotten, Mr. Hood. The public at large (especially those who wish for 
peace and conciliation) are universally obliged to him. If it is reserved 
for any man to set the Thames on fire, it is reserved for him ; and 
indeed I am told he very nearly did it, once. 

But even he won’t save the constitution, sir: it is mauled beyond the 
power of preservation. Do you know in what foul weather it will be 
sacrificed and shipwrecked, Mr, Hood? Do you know on what rock 
it will strike, sir? You don’t, I am certain; for nobody does know as 
yet but myself. I will tell you. 

The constitution will go down, sir (nautically speaking), in the 
degeneration of the human species in England, and its reduction 
into a mingled race of savages and pigmies. 

That is my proposition. That is my prediction. That is the event 
of which I give you warning. I am now going to prove it, sir. 

You are a literary man, Mr. Hood, and have written, I am told, 
some things worth reading. I say I am told, because I never read 
what is written in these days. You’ll excuse me; but my principle is, 
that no man ought to know anything about his own time, except that 
it is the worst time that ever was, or is ever likely to be. That is the 
only way, sir, to be truly wise and happy. 

In your station, as a literary man, Mr. Hood, you are frequently at 
the Court of Her Gracious Majesty the Queen. God bless her! You 
have reason to know that the three great keys to the royal palace (after 
rank and politics) are Science, Literature, Art. I don’t approve of 
this myself I think it ungenteel and barbarous, and quite un-English; 
the custom having been a foreign one, ever since the reigns of the 
uncivilised sultans in the Arabian Nights, who always called the wise 
men of their time about them. But so it is. And when you don’t dine 
at the royal table, there is always a knife and fork for you at the 
equerries’ table: where, I understand, all gifted men are made par- 
ticularly welcome. 

But all men can’t be gifted, Mr. Hood. Neither scientific, literary, 
nor artistical powers are any more to be inherited than the property 
arising from scientific, literary, or artistic productions, which the law, 
with a beautiful imitation of nature, declines to protect in the second 
generation. Very good, sir. Then, people are naturally very prone 
to cast about in their minds for other means of getting at Court 
Favour; and, watching the signs of the times, to hew out for them- 
selves, or their descendants, the likeliest roads to that distinguished goal, 

Mr. Hood, it is pretty clear, from recent records in the Court Cir- 
cular, that if a father wish to train up his son in the way he should 
go, to go to Court ; and cannot indenture him to be a scientific man, 
an author, or an artist, three courses are open to him. He must 
endeavour by artificial means to make him a dwarf, a wild man, or 
a,' Boy Jones. 

Now, sir, this is the shoal and quicksand on which the constitution 
will go to pieces, " 
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I have made inquiry, Mr. Hood, and find that in my neighbourhood 
two families and a fraction out of every four, in the lower and middle 
classes of society, are studying and practising all conceivable arts to 
keep their infant children down. Understand me. I do not mean 
down in their numbers, or down in their precocity, but down in their 
growth, sir. A destructive and subduing drink, compounded of gin 
and milk in equal quantities, such as is given to puppies to retard their 
growth; not something short, but something shortening; is adminis- 
tered to these young creatures many times a day. An unnatural and 
artificial thirst is first awakened in these infants by meals of salt beef, 
bacon, anchovies, sardines, red herrings, shrimps, olives, pea-soup, 
and that description of diet ; and when they screech for drink, in 
accents that might melt a heart of stone, which they do constantly 
(I allude to screeching, not to melting), this liquid is introduced into 
their too confiding stomachs. At such an early age, and to so great 
an extent, is this custom of provoking thirst, then quenching it with 
a stunting drink, observed, that brine pap has already superseded 
the use of tops-and-bottoms ; and wet-nurses, previously free from any 
kind of reproach, have been seen to stagger in the streets : owing, sir, 
to the quantity of gin introduced into their systems, with a view to its 
gradual and natural conversion into the fluid I have already mentioned. 

Upon the best calculation I can make, this is going on, as I have 
said, in the proportion of about two families and a fraction in four. 
In one more fiimily and a fraction out of the same number, efforts are 
being made to reduce the children to a state of nature ; and to inculcate, 
at a tender age, the love of raw flesh, train oil, new rum, and the 
acquisition of scalps. Wild and outlandish dances are also in vogue 
(you will have observed the prevailing rage for the Polka) ; and savage 
cries and whoops ai‘e much indulged in (as you may discover, if you 
doubt it, in the House of Commons any night). Nay, some persons, 
Mr. Hood; and persons of some figure and distinction too; have 
already succeeded in breeding wild sons ; who have been publicly 
shown in the Courts of Bankruptcy, and in police-offices, and in other 
commodious exhibition-rooms, with great effect, but who have not yet 
found favour at court ; in consequence, as I infer, of the impression 
made by Mr. Rankings wild men being too fresh and recent, to say 
nothing of Mr. Rankin’s wild men being foreigners. 

I need not refer you, sir, to the late instance of the Ojibbeway Bride. 
But I am credibly informed, that she is on the eve of retiring into a 
savage fastness, where she may bring forth and educate a wild family, 
who shall in course of time, by the dexterous use of the popularity they 
are certain to acquire at Windsor and St James’s, divide with dwarfs 
the principal offices of state, of patronage, and power, in the United 
Kingdom. 

Consider the deplorable consequences, Mr. Hood, which must result 
from these proceedings, and the encouragement they receive in the 
highest quarters. 

The dwarf being the favourite, sir, it is certain that the public mind 
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will run in a great and eminent degree upon the production of dwarfs. 
Perhaps the failures only will be brought up, wild. ^The imagination 
goes a long way in these cases ; and all that the imagination can do, 
will be done, and is doing. You may convince yourself of this, by 
observing the condition of those ladies who take particular notice of 
General Tom Thumb at the Egyptian Hall, during his hours of per- 
formance. 

The rapid increase of dwarfs, will be first felt in her Majesty’s re- 
cruiting department The standard will, of necessity, be lowered; 
the dwarfs will grow smaller and smaller; the vulgar expression ‘‘a 
man of his inches ” will become a figure of fact, instead of a figure 
of speech; crack regiments, household-troops especially, will pick the 
smallest men from all parts of the country; and in the two little 
porticoes at the Horse Guards, two Tom Thumbs will be daily seen, 
doing duty, mounted on a pair of Shetland ponies. Each of them 
will be relieved (as Tom Thumb is at this moment, in the intervals of 
his performance) by a wild man; and a British Grenadier will either 
go into a quart pot, or be an Old Boy, or Blue Gull, or Flying Bull, 
or some other savage chief of that nature. 

I will not expatiate upon the number of dwarfs who will be found 
representing Grecian statues in all parts of the metropolis; because I 
am inclined to think that this will be a change for the better; and that 
the engagement of two or three in Trafalgar Square will tend to the 
improvement of the public taste. 

The various genteel employments at Court being held by dwarfs, 
sir, it will be necessary to alter, in some respects, the present regula- 
tions, It is quite clear that not even General Tom Thumb himself 
could preserve a becoming dignity on state occasions, if required to 
walk about with a scaffolding-pole under his arm; therefore the gold 
and silver sticks at present used, must be cut down into skewers of 
those precious metals ; a twig of the black rod will be quite as much 
as can be conveniently preserved; the coral and bells of his Royal 
Highness the Prince of Wales, will be used in lieu of the mace at 
present in existence; and that bauble (as Oliver Cromwell called it, 
Mr. Hood), its value being first calculated by Mr. Finlayson, the 
government actuary, will be placed to the credit of the National 
Debt. 

All this, sir, will be the death of the constitution. But this is not 
all. The constitution dies hard, perhaps ; but there is enough disease 
impending, Mr. Hood, to kill it three times over. 

Wild men will get into the House of Commons. Imagine that, sir I 
Imagine Strong Wind in the House of Commons! It is not an easy 
matter to get through a debate now; but I say, imagine Strong Wind, 
speaking for the benefit of his constituents, upon the floor of the House 
of Commons ! or imagine (which is pregnant with more awful conse- 
quences still) the ministry having an interpreter in the House of 
Commons, to tell the country, in English, what it really means ! 

Why, sir, that in itself would be blowing the constitution out of the 
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mortar in St James’s Park, and leaving nothing of it to be seen but 
smoke, , 

But this, I repeat it, is the state of things to which we are fast 
tending, Mr, Hood; and I enclose my card for your private eye, that 
you may be quite certain of it. What the condition of this country 
will be, when its standing army is composed of dwarls, with here and 
there a wild man to throw its ranks into confusion, like the elephants 
employed in war in former times, I leave you to imagine, sir. It may 
be objected by some hopeful jackanapeses, that the number of impress- 
ments in the navy, consequent upon the seizure of the Boy-Joneses, 
or remaining portion of the population ambitious of Court Favour, 
will be in itself sufficient to defend our Island from foreign invasion. 
But I tell those jackanapeses, sir, that while I admit the wisdom of 
the Boy Jones precedent, of kidnapping such youths after the expira- 
tion of their several terms of imprisonment as vagabonds ; hurrying 
them on board ship ; and packing them off to sea again whenever they 
venture to take the air on shore; I deny the justice of the inference; 
inasmuch as it appears to me, that the inquiring minds of those young 
outlaws must naturally lead to their being hanged by the enemy as 
spies, early in their career; and before they shall liave been rated on 
the books of our fleet as able seamen. 

Such, Mr, Hood, sir, is the prospect before us! And unless you, 
and some of your friends who have influence at Court, can get up a 
giant as a forlorn hope, it is all over with this ill-fated land. 

In reference to your own affairs, sir, you will take whatever course 
may seem to you most prudent and advisjible after this warning. It 
is not a warning to be slighted: that I happen to know. I am in- 
formed by the gentleman who favours this, that you have recently 
been making some changes and improvements in your Magazine, 
and are, in point of fact, starting afresh. If I be well informed, and 
this be really so, rely upon it that you cannot start too small, sir. 
Come down to the duodecimo size instantly, Mr. Hood. Take time 
by the forelock; and, reducing the stature of your Magazine every 
month, bring it at last to the dimensions of the little almanack no 
longer issued, I regret to say, by the ingenious Mr. Schloss: which 
was invisible to the naked eye until examined through a little eye- 
glass. 

You project, 1 am told, the publication of a new novel, by yourself, 
in the pages of your Magazine. A word in your ear. I am not a 
young man, sir, and have had some experience. Don’t put your own 
name on the title-page ; it would be suicide and madness. Treat with 
General Tom Thumb, Mr. Hood, for the use of his name on any 
terms. If the gallant general should decline to treat with you, get 
Mr. Barnum’s name, which is the next best in the market. And 
when, through this politic course, you shall have received, in presents, 
a richly jewelled set of tablets from Buckingham Palace, and a gold 
watch and appendages from Marlborough House; and when those 
valuable trinkets shall be left under a glass case at your publisher’s 
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for inspection by your friends and the public in general then, sir, 
you will do me the justice of remembering this communication. 

It is unnecessary for me to add, after what I have observed in the 
course of this letter, that I am not, — sir, ever your 

Constant Reader. 

Tuesday, 2:^rd April X844. 


P.S. —Impress it upon your contributors that they cannot be too 
short ; and that if not dwarfish, they must be wild— or at all events 
not tame. 


CRIME AND EDUCATION 


I OFFER no apology for entreating the attention of the readers of The 
Daily News to an effort which has been making for some three years 
and a half, and which is making now, to introduce among the most 
miserable and neglected outcasts in London, some knowledge of the 
commonest principles of morality and religion; to commence their 
recognition as immortal human creatures, before the Gaol Chaplain 
becomes their only schoolmaster; to suggest to Society that its duty 
to this wretched throng, foredoomed to crime and punishment, right- 
fully begins at some distance from the police office; and that the 
careless maintenance from year to year, in this, the capital city of 
the world, of a vast hopeless nursery of ignorance, misery and vice; 
a breeding place for the hulks and jails : is horrible to contemplate. 

This attempt is being made in certain of the most obscure and 
squalid parts of the Metropolis, where rooms are opened, at night, 
for the gratuitous instruction of all comers, children or adults, under 
the title of Ragged Schools. The name implies the purpose. They 
who are too ragged, wretched, filthy, and forlorn, to enter any other 
place; who could gain admission into no charity school, and who 
would be driven from any church door ; are invited to come in here, 
and find some people not depraved, willing to teach them something, 
and show them some sympathy, and stretch a hand out, which is n<^ 
the iron hand of Law, for their correction. 

Before I describe a visit of my own to a Ragged School, and urge 
the readers of this letter for God’s sake to visit one themselves, and 
think of it (which is my main object), let me say, that I know the 
prisons of London well ; that I have visited the ku-gest of tliem more 
times than I could count; and that the children in them are enough 
to break the heart and hope of any man. I have never taken a 
foreigner or a stranger of any kind to one of these establishments but 
I have seen him so moved at sight of the child offenders, and so 
affected by the contemplation of their utter renouncement and desola- 
tion outside the prison walls, that he has been as little able to disguise 
his emotion, as if some great grief had suddenly burst upon him. 
Mr. Chesterton and Lieutenant Tracey (than whom more intelligent 
and humane Governors of Prisons it would be hard, if not impossible, 
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to find) know perfectly well that these children pass and repass through 
the prisons all their lives; that they are never taught; that the first 
distinctions between right and wrong are, from their cradles, perfectly 
confounded and perverted in their minds; that they come of untaught 
parents, and will give birth to another untaught generation; that in 
exact proportion to their natural abilities, is the extent and scope of 
their depravity; and that there is no escape or chance for them in 
any ordinary revolution of human affairs. Happily, there are schools 
in these prisons now. If any readers doubt how ignorant the children 
are, let them visit those schools and see them at their tasks, and hear 
how much they knew when they were sent there. If they would 
know the produce of this seed, let them see a class of men and boys 
together, at their books (as I have seen them in the House of Correc- 
tion for this county of Middlesex), and mark how painfully the ftdl 
grown felons toil at the very shape and form of letters ; their ignorance 
being so confirmed and solid. The contrast of this labour in the men, 
with the less blunted quickness of the boys; the latent shame and 
sense of degradation struggling through their dull attempts at infant 
lessons; and the universal eagerness to learn, impress me, in this 
passing retrospect, more painfully than I can tell. 

For the instruction, and as a first step in the reformation, of such 
unhappy beings, the Ragged Schools were founded. I was first 
attracted to the subject, and indeed was first made conscious of their 
existence, about two years ago, or more, by seeing an advertisement 
in the papers dated from West Street, Saffron Hill, stating “That a 
room had been opened and supported in that wretched neighbourhood 
for upwards of twelve months, where religious instruction had been 
imparted to the poor”, and explaining in a few words what was 
meant by Ragged Schools as a generic term, including, then, four 
or five similar places of instruction. I wrote to the masters of this 
particular school to make some further inquiries, and went myself 
soon afterwards. 

It was a hot summer night; and the air of Field Lane and Saffron 
Hill was not improved by such weather, nor were the people in those 
streets very sober or honest company. Being unacquainted with the 
exact locality of the .school, I was fain to make some inquiries about 
it. These were very jocosely received in general; but everybody knew 
where it was, and gave the right direction to it. The prevailing idea 
among the loungers (the greater part of them the very sweepings of 
the streets and station houses) seemed to be, that the teachers were 
quixotic, and the school upon the whole “a lark”. But there was 
certainly a kind of rough respect for the intention, and (as I have 
said) nobody denied the school or its whereabouts, or refused assis- 
tance in directing to it. 

It consisted at that time of either two or three — I forget which — 
miserable rooms, upstairs in a miserable house. In the best of these, 
the pupils in the female school were being taught to read and write ; 
and though there were among the number, many wretched creatures 
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steeped in degradation to the ■ lips, . they were . tolerably quiet, and 
listened with .apparent earnestness and patience to , their instructors. 
The appearance of this room was sad and melancholy, of course—how 
could it be otherwise! — but, on the whole, encouraging. 

Tiie close, low chamber at the back, in which the boys were crowded, 
was so foul and stifling as to be, at first, almost insupportable. But 
its moral aspect was so far worse than its physical, that tins was soon 
forgotten. Huddled together on a bench about the room, and shown 
out by some flaring candles stuck against the walls, were a crowd of 
boys, varying from mere infants to young men ; sellers of fruit, herbs, 
lucifer-matches, flints ; sleepers under the dry arches of bridges ; young 
thieves and beggars — with nothing natural to youth about them : with 
nothing frank, ingenuous, or pleasant in their faces ; low-browed, 
vicious, cunning, wicked; abandoned of all help but this; speeding 
downward to destruction; and Unutterably Ignorant. 

This, Reader, was one room as full as it could hold ; but these were 
only grains in sample of a Multitude that are perpetually sifting 
through these schools; in sample of a Multitude who had within them 
once, and perhaps have now, the elements of men as good as you or 
I, and maybe infinitely better; in sample of a Multitude among whose 
doomed and sinful ranks (oh, think of this, and tlunk of th(im I) the 
child of any man upon this earth, however lofty his dt.^gree, must, as 
by Destiny and Fate, be found, if, at its birtli, it were consigned to 
such an infancy and nurture, as these fallen creatures had I 

This was the Class I saw at the Ragged School. They could not 
be trusted with books; they could only be instructed orally; they were 
difficult of reduction to anything like attention, obedience, or decent 
behaviour; their benighted ignorance in reference to the Deity, or 
to any social duty (how could they guess at any social duty, being 
so discarded by all social teachers but the gaoler and the hangman I) 
was terrible to see. Yet, even here, and among these, something 
had been done already. The Ragged School was of recent date and 
very poor; but he had inculcated some association with the name of 
the Almighty, which was not an oath, and had taught them to look 
forward in a hymn (they sang it) to another life, which would correct 
the miseries and woes of this. 

The new exposition I found in this Ragged School, of the frightful 
neglect by the State of those whom it punishes so constantly, and 
whom it might, as easily and less expensively, instruct and save ; 
together with the sight I had seen there, in the heart of London ; 
haunted me, and finally impelled me to an endeavour to bring these 
Institutions under the notice of the Government; with some faint 
hope that the vastness of the question would supersede the Theology 
of the schools, and that the Bench of Bishops might adjust the latter 
question, after some small grant had been conceded. I made the 
attempt; and have heard no more of the subject from that hour. 

The perusal of an advertisement in yesterday’s paper, announcing 
a lecture on the Ragged Schools last night, has led me into these 
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remarks. I might easily have given them another form : but I address 
this letter to you, in the hope that some few readers in whom I have 
awakened an interest, as a writer of fiction, may be, by that means 
attracted to the subject, who might oUierwise, unintentionally, pass 

I have no desire to praise the system pursued in the Ragged Schools- 
which is necessarily very imperfect, if indeed there be one. So far as 
I have any means of judging of what is taught there, I should indi- 
vidually object to It, as not being sufficiently secular, and as presenting 
too many religious mysteries and difficulties, to minds not sufficiently 
prepared for their reception. But I should very imperfectly discharge 
in myself the duty I wish to urge and impress on others, if I allowed 
any such doubt of mine to interfere with my appreciation of the efibrts 
of these teachers, or my true wish to promote them by any slight 
means in my power. Irritating topics, of all kinds, are equally far 
removed from ray purpose and intention. But, I adjure those excellent 
persons who aid, munificently, in the building of New Churches, to 
think of these Ragged Schools; to reflect whether some portion of 
their rich eiKlowments might not be spared for such a purpose; to 
contemplate, calmly, the necessity of beginning at the beginning'; to 
con.sider for tluansclves where the Christian Religion most needs and 
mo.st sugge.sts immediate help and illustration; and not to decide on 
any theory or he.'irsay, but to go themselves into the Prisons and the 
Ragged Schools, and form their owm conclusions. They will be 
shocked, pained, and repelled, by much that they learn there; but 
nothing they can learn will be one-thousandth part so shocking, 
liainful, and re()ulsiv(s as the continuance for one year more of these 
things as tiny hav(; Ix-tni f)r too many years already. 

Anticipating that some of the more prominent facts connected with 
the history of the Ragged Schools, may become known to the readers 
of The Daily Neivs through your account of the lecture in question, 

1 ab.stain (though in pos.sossion of some such information) from pur- 
suing the question furtlier, at this time. But if I should see occasion, 

1 will take leave to retui-n to it. 
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CAPITAL PUNISHMENT 


I WILL take for the subject of this letter, the effect of Capital Pumsh- 
ment on the commission of crime, or rather of murder ; the only crime 
with one exception (and that a rare one) to which it is now applied* 
Its effect in preventing crime, I will reserve for another letter: and 
a few of the more striking illustrations of each aspect of the subject, 
for a concluding one. 

The effect of Capital Punishment on the 
commission of Murder, 

Some murders are committed in hot blood and furious rage ; some, 
in deliberate revenge ; some, in terrible despair ; some (but not many) 
for mere gain; some, for the removal of an object dangerous to the 
murderer’s peace or good name ; some, to win a monstrous notoriety. 

On murders committed in rage, in the despair of strong affection 
(as when a starving child is murdered by its parent) or for gain, I 
believe the punishment of death to have no effect in the least In the 
two first cases, the impulse is a blind and wild one, infinitely beyond 
the reach of any reference to the punishment. In the last, there is 
little calculation beyond the absorbing greed of the money to be got, 
Courvoisier, for example, might have robbed his master with greater 
safety, and with fewer chances of detection, if he had not murdered 
him. But, his calculations going to the gain and not to the loss, he 
had no balance for the consequences of what he did. So, it would 
have been more safe and prucient in the woman who was hanged a 
few weeks since, for the murder in Westminster, to have simply robbed 
her old companion in an unguarded moment, as in her sleep. But, 
her calculation going to the gain of what she took to be a Bank 
note; and the poor old woman living between her and the gain; she 
murdered her. 

On murders committed in deliberate revenge, or to remove a 
stumbling block in the murderer’s path, or in an insatiate craving 
for notoriety, is there reason to suppose that the punishment of death 
has the direct effect of an incentive and an impulse? 
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A murder is committed in deliberate revenge. The murderer is at 
no trouble to prepare his train of circumstances, takes little or no pains 
to escape, is quite cool and collected, perfectly content to deliver him- 
self up to the Police, makes no secret of his guilt, but boldly says 
** I killed him. Pm glad of it I meant to do it I am ready to die ” 
There was such a case the other day. There was such another case 
not long ago. There are such cases frequently. It is the commonest 
first exclamation on being seized. Now, what is this but a false 
arguing of the question, announcing a foregone conclusion, expressly 
leading to the crime, and inseparably arising out of the Punishment 
of Death? **I took his life. I give up mine to pay for it Life for 
life ; blood for blood. I have done the crime. I am ready with the 
atonement. I know all about it; iPs a fair bargain between me and 
the law. Here am I to execute my part of it; and what more is to 
be said or done?” It is the very essence of the maintenance of this 
punishment for murder, that it does set life against life. It is in the 
essence of a stupid, weak, or otherwise ill-regulated mind (of such a 
murderer’s mind, in short), to recognise in this set off, a something 
that diminishes the base and coward character of murder. '‘In a 
pitched battle, I, a common man, may kill my adversary, but he may 
kill me. In a duel, a gentleman may shoot his opponent through the 
head, but the opponent may shoot him too, and this makes it fair. 
Very well. 1 take this man’s life for a reason I have, or choose to 
think I have, and the law lakes mine. The law says, and the clergy- 
man says, there must be blood for blood and life for life. Here it is, 
I pay the penalty.” 

A mind incapable, or confounded in its perceptions—and you must 
argue with reference to such a mind, or you could not have such a 
murder may not only establish on these grounds an idea of strict 
justice and fair reparation, but a stubborn and dogged fortitude and 
foresight that satisfy it hugely. Whether the fact be really so, or not, 
is a question I would be content to rest, alone, on the number of cases 
of revengeful murder in which this is well known, without dispute, 
to have been the prevailing demeanour of the criminal: and in which 
such speeches and such absurd reasoning have been constantly upper- 
most with him. “ I^lood for blood”, and 'Uife for life”, and such like 
balanced jingles, have passed current in people’s mouths, from legis- 
lators downwards, until they have been corrupted into ^'tit for tat”, 
and acted on. 

Next, come the murders done, to sweep out of the way a dreaded 
or detested object. At the bottom of this class of crimes, there is a 
slow, corroding, growing hate. Violent quarrels are commonly found 
to have taken place between the murdered person and the murderer: 
usually of opposite sexes. There are witnesses to old scenes of re- 
proach and recrimination, in which they were the actors ; and the 
murderer has been heard to say, in this or that coarse phrase, that 
he wouldn’t mind killing her, though he should be hanged for it”— 
in these oases, the commonest avowal. 
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It seems to me, that in this well-known scrap of evidence, there is 
a deeper meaning than is usually attached to it. I do not know, but 
it may be— I have a strong suspicion that it is — a clue to the slow 
growth of the crime, and its gradual development in the mind. More 
than this ; a clue to the mental connection of the deed, with the punish- 
ment to which the doer of that deed is liable, until the two, conjoined, 
give birth to monstrous and mis-shapen Murder. 

The idea of murder, in such a case, like that of self-destruction in 
the great majority of instances, is not a new one. It may have pre- 
sented itself to the disturbed mind in a dim shape and afar off; but 
it has been there. After a quarrel, or with some strong sense upon 
him of irritation or discomfort arising out of the continuance of this 
life in his path, the man has brooded over the unformed desire to take 
it. “Though he should be hanged for it.’’ With the entrance of 
the Punishment into his thoughts, the shadow of the fatal beam begins 
to attend — not on himself, but on the object of his hate. At every 
new temptation, it is there, stronger and blacker yet, trying to terrify 
him. When she defies or threatens him, the scaffold seems to be her 
strength and “vantage ground”. Let her not be too sure of that; 
“though he should be hanged for it”. 

Thus, he begins to raise up, in the contemplation of this death by 
hanging, a new and violent enemy to brave. The prospect of a slow 
and solitary expiation 'would have no congeniality with his wicked 
thoughts, but this throttling and strangling has. There is always 
before him, an ugly, bloody, scarecrow phantom, that champions her, 
as it were, and yet shows him, in a gliastly way, tiic example of 
murder. Is she very weak, or very trustful in him, or infirm, or old? 
It gives a hideous courage to what would be mere slaughter other- 
wise; for there it is, a presence always about her, darkly menacing 
him with that penalty whose murky secret has a fascination for all 
secret and unwholesome thoughts. And when he struggles with his 
victim at the last, “though he should be hanged for it”, it is a merci- 
less wrestle, not with one weak life only, but with that ever-luuinting, 
ever-beckoning shadow of the gallows, too ; and with a, fierce defiance 
to it, after their long survey of each other, to come on and do its worst. 

Present this black idea of violence to a bad mind contemplating 
violence; hold up before a man remotely compassing the di^ath of 
another person, the spectacle of his own g-hastly and untimely death 
by man’s hands; and out of the depths of his own nature you shall 
assuredly raise up that which lures and tempts him on. The laws 
which regulate those mysteries have not been studied or cared for, by 
the maintainers of this law; but they are paramount and will ahvays 
assert their power. 

Out of one hundred and sixty-seven persons under sentence of Death 
in England, questioned at different times, in the course of years, by 
an English clergyman in the performance of his duty, there were only 
three who had not been spectators of executions. 

We come, now, to the consideration of those murders which are 
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committed, or attempted, with no other object tlian the attainment of 
an infamous notoriety. That this class of crimes has its orimn in the 
Punishment of Death, we cannot question; because (as we have already 
seen, and shall presently establish by another proof) great notoriety 
and interest attach, and are generally understood to attach, only to 
those criminals who are in danger of being executed. 

One of the most rem<ir]cable instances of murder originating in mad 
self-conceit; and ol tlie murderer’s part in the repulsive drama in 
which the law appears at such great disadvantage to itself and to 
society, being acted almost to the last with a self-complacency that 
would be horribly ludicrous if it were not utterly revolting ; is pre- 
seated in the case of Hocker. ’ ^ 

Here is an insolent, flippant, dissolute youth: aping the man of 
intrigue and levity: over-dressed, over-confident, inordinately vain of 
his personal appearance: distinguished as to his hair, cane, snuff-box, 
and singing-voice : and unhappily the son of a working shoemaker! 
Bent on loftier flights than such a poor house-swallow as a teacher in 
a Sunday-school can take; and having no truth, industry, persever- 
ance, or other dull work-a-day quality, to plume his wings withal ; he 
casts about him, in his jaunty way, for some mode of distinguishing 
himself— some meams of getting that head of hair into the print-shops; 
of having something like justice done to his singing- voice and fine 
intellect; of making the life and adventures of Thomas Hocker re- 
markable; and of gtdling up some excitement in connection with that 
slighted piece of biography. The Stage? No. Not feasible. There 
has always been a conspiracy against the Thomas Hockers, in that 
kind of effort It has bcicn the same with Authorship in prose and 
poetry. Is there nothing else? A Murder, now, would make a noise 
In the papers! There is gallows to be sure; but without that, it 
would be nothing. Short of that, it wouldn’t be fame. Well! We 
must all die at one time or other; and to die game, and have it in 
print, is just the thing for a man of spirit They always die game at 
the Minor Iheatrcis and the Saloons, and the people like it very much. 
Thurtcll, too, died very game, and made a capital speech when he was 
tried. There’s jiIl about it in a book at the cigar-shop now. Come, 
Tom, get your name up! Let it be a dashing murder that shall keep 
the wood-engravers at it for the next two months. You are the boy 
to go througli with it, and interest the townl 
The miscu'able wretch, inflated by this lunatic conceit, arranges his 
whole plan for publication and effect. It is quite an epitome of his 
experiences of the domestic melodrama or penny novel. There is the 
Victim Friend; the mysterious letter of the injured Female to the 
Victim Friend; the romantic spot for the Death-Struggle by night; 
the unexpectt.‘d appearance of Thomas Hocker to the Policeman ; the 
parlour of the Public House, wdth Thomas Hocker reading the paper to 
a strange gentleman; the Family Apartment, with a song by Thomas 
Hocker; the Inquest Room, with Thomas Hocker boldly looking on; 
the interior of the Marylebone Theatre, with Thomas Hocker taken 
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into custody; tLe Police Office with Thomas Hocker affable” to the 
spectators; the interior of Newgate, with Thomas Hocker preparing 
his defence; the Court, where Thomas Hocker, with his dancing- 
master airs, is put upon his trial, and complimented by the Judge; 
the Prosecution, the Defence, the Verdict, the Black Cap, the Sentence 
— ^each of them a line in any Playbill, and how bold a line in Thomas 
Hocker^slifel 

It is worthy of remark, that the nearer he approaches to the gallows 
— the great last scene to which the whole of these effects have been 
working up — the more the over-weening conceit of the poor wretch 
shows itself; the more he feels that he is the hero of the hour; the 
more audaciously and recklessly he lies, in supporting the character. 
In public — at the condemned sermon — he deports himself as becomes 
the man whose autographs are precious, whose portraits are innumer- 
able; in memory of whom, whole fences and gates have been borne 
away, in splinters, from the scene of murder, He knows that the eyes 
of Europe are upon him; but he is not proud— only graceful. He 
bows, like the first gentleman in Europe, to the turnkey who brings 
him a glass of water; and composes his clothes and hassock as care- 
fully as good Madame Blaize could do. In private— within the walls 
of the condemned cell— every word and action of his waning life, is a 
lie. His whole time is divided between telling lies and writing tliem. 
If he ever have another thought, it is for his genteel appearance on 
the scaffold; as when he begs the barber ^‘not to cut his hair too 
short, or they wonk know him when he comes out”. His last pro- 
ceeding but one is to write two romantic love letters to women who 
have no existence. His last proceeding of all (but less characteristic, 
though the only true one) is to swoon away, miserably, in the arms 
of the attendants, and be hanged up like a craven dog. 

Is not such a history, from first to last, a most revolting and dis- 
graceful one; and can the student of it bring himself to believe that 
it ever could have place in any record of facts, or that the miserable 
chief-actor in it could have ever had a motive for his arrogant wicked- 
ness, but for the comment and the explanation which the Punishment 
of Death supplies I 

It is not a solitary case, nor is it a prodigy, but a mere specimen of 
a class. The case of Oxford, who fired at Her Majesty in the Park, 
will be found, on examination, to resemble it very nearly, in the es- 
sential feature. There is no proved pretence whatever for regarding 
him as mad ; other than that he was like this malefactor, brimful of 
conceit, and a desire to become, even at the cost of the gallows (the 
only cost within his reach) the talk of the town. He had less inven- 
tion than Hocker, and perhaps was not so deliberately bad; but his 
attempt was a branch of the same tree, and it has its root in the 
ground where the scaffold is erected. 

Oxford had his imitators. Let it never be forgotten in the considera- 
tion of this part of the subject, how they were stopped. So long as 
their attempts invested them with the distinction of being in danger 
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of death at the hangman’s hands, so long did tliey spring up When 
the penalty of death was removed, and a mean and hnmiHatW 
punishment substituted in its place, the race was at an end and 

ceased to be. ’ 

11 

We come, now, to consider the effect of Capital Punishment in the 
prevention of crime. 

Does it prevent crime in those who attend executions? 

There never is (and there never was) an execution at the Old Bailey 
in London, but the spectators include two large classes of thieves— 
one class who go there as they would go to a dog-fight, or any other 
brutal sport, for the attraction and excitement of the spectacle- the 
other who make it a dry matter of business, and mix with the crowd 
solely to pick pockets. Add to these, the dissolute, the drunken, the 
most idle, profligate, and abandoned of both sexes— some moody ill- 
conditioned minds, drawn thither by a fearful interest— and some 
impelled by curiosity; of whom the greater part are of an age and 
temperament rendering the gratification of that curiosity highly dan- 
gerous to them.solvcs and to society— and the great elements of die 
concourse are stated. 

Nor is thi.s assemblage peculiar to London. It is the same in coun- 
try towns, allowing for the different statistics of the population. It 
is the same in America. I was present at an execution in Rome, for 
a mo.st treacherous and wicked murder, and not only saw the same 
kind of assemblage there, but, wearing what is called a shooting-coat, 
with a great many pockets in it, felt innumerable hands busy in every 
one of them, close to the scalToId, 

I have already mentioned that out of one hundred and sixty-seven 
convicts under sentence of death, questioned at different times in the 
performance of his duty by an English clergyman, there were only 
three who had not boon spectators of executions. Mr. Wakefield, in 
his Facts reiatin£ to the Pumskment of Deaths goes into the working, 
as it were, of this sum. His testimony is extremely valuable, because 
it is the evidence of an educated and observing man, who, before 
having personal knowledge of the subject and of Newgate, was quite 
satisfied that the Punishment of Death should continue, but who, 
when he gained that experience, exerted himself to the utmost for its 
abolition, even at the pain of constant public reference in his own 
person to his own imprisonment ** It cannot be egotism”, he reason- 
ably observes, that prompts a man to speak of himself in connection 
with Newgate,*^ 

Whoever will undergo the pain,” says Mr. Wakefield, ‘‘ of witness- 
ing the public destruction of a fellow-creature’s life, in London, must 
be perfectly satisfied that in the great mass of spectators, the effect of 
the punishment is to excite sympathy for the criminal and hatred of 
the law. ... I am inclined to believe that the criminals of London, 
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spoken of as a class and allowing for exceptions, take the same sort 
of delight in witnessing executions, as the sportsman and soldier find 
in the dangers of hunting and war. ... I am confident that few Old 
Bailey Sessions pass without the trial of a boy, whose first thought of 
crime occurred whilst he was witnessing an execution. . , . And one 
grown man, of great mental powers and superior education, who was 
acquitted of a charge of forgery, assured me that the first idea of com- 
mitting a forgery occurred to him at the moment when he was acci- 
dentally witnessing the execution of Fauntleroy. To which it may be 
added, that Fauntleroy is said to have made precisely the same decla- 
ration in reference to the origin of his own criminality. 

But one convict who was within an ace of being hanged”, among 
the many with whom Mr. Wakefield conversed, seems to me to have 
unconsciously put a question which the advocates of Capital Punish- 
ment would find it very difficult indeed to answer. **Have you often 
seen an execution?” asked Mr. Wakefield. ** Yes, often.” “Did it 
not frighten you?” “No. JV/ij/ should fifP” 

It is very easy and very natural to turn from this ruffian, shocked 
by the hardened retort; but answer his question, why should it? 
Should he be frightened by the sight of a dead man? We are born 
to die, he says, with a careless triumph. We are not born to the 
treadmill, or to servitude and slavery, or to banishment; but the exe- 
cutioner has done no more for that criminal tlian nature may do to- 
morrow for the judge, and will certainly do, in her own good time, 
for judge and jury, counsel and witnesses, turnkeys, hangman, and 
all. Should he be frightened by the manner of the death? It is 
horrible, truly, so horrible, that the law, afraid or ashamed of its own 
deed, hides the face of the struggling wretch it sh'iys; but does tliis 
•%ct naturally awaken in such a man, terror—or defiance? Let the 
same man speak. “ What did you think then?” asked Mr. Wakefield. 
** Think? Why, I thought it was a— shame.” 

Disgust and indignation, or recklessness and iiidilTerence, or a mor- 
bid tendency to brood over the sight until tempiaiioti is engendei'ed 
by it, are the inevitable consequences of the sptnaacle, according to 
the difference of habit and disposition in those who bt^hold it. Why 
should it frighten or deter? We know it does not. W<i know it from 
the police reports, and from the testimony of those who have experi- 
ence of prisons and prisoners, and we may know i(, on the occasion of 
an execution, by the evidence of our own senses ; if we will he at the 
misery of using them for such a purpose. But why shouki it? Who 
would send his child or his apprentice, or what tutor would semd his 
scholars, or what master would send his servants, to be dt‘terred from 
vice by the spectacle of an execution? If it be an example to criminals, 
and to criminals only, why are not the prisoners in Newgate brought 
out to see the show before the debtors’ door? Why, while they are 
made parties to the condemned sermon, are they rigidly excluded from 
the improving postscript of the gallows? Because an execution is well 
known to be an utterly useless, barbarous, and brutalising sight, and 
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because the sympathy of all beholders, who have any sympathy at all, 
is certain to be always with the criminal, and never with the law. 

I learn from the newspaper accounts of every execution, how Mr. 
So-and-so, and Mr, Somebody else, and Mr. So-forth shook hands 
with the culprit, but I never find them shaking hands with the hang- 
man. All kinds of attention and consideration are lavished on the 
one; but the other is universally avoided, like a pestilence. I want 
to know why so much sympathy is expended on the man who kills 
another in the vehemence of his own bad passions, and why the man 
who kills him in the name of the law is shunned and fled from? Is 
it because the murderer is going to die? Then by no means put him 
to death. Is it because the hangman executes a law, which, when 
they once come near it face to face, all men instinctively revolt from? 
Then by all means change it. There is, there can be, no prevention in 
such a law* 

It may be urged that Public Executions are not intended for the 
benefit of those dregs of society who habitually attend them. This is 
an absurdity, to which the obvious answer is, So much the worse. If 
they be not considered with reference to that class of persons, com- 
prehending a great host of criminals in various stages of development, 
they ought to be, and must be. To lose sight of that consideration is 
to be irrational, unjust, and cruel. All other punishments are espe- 
cially devised, with a reference to the rooted habits, propensities, and 
antipathies of criminals. And shall it be said, out of Bedlam, that this 
last punishment of all is alone to be made an exception from the rule, 
even where it is shown to be a means of propagating vice and crime? 

But there may be people who do not attend executions, to whom the 
general fame and rumour of such scenes is an example, and a means 
of deterring from crime. 

Who are they? We have seen that around Capital Punishment 
there lingers a fascination, urging weak and bad people towards it, 
and imparting an interest to details connected with it, and with male- 
factors awaiting it or suffering it, which even good and well-disposed 
people cannot withstand. We know that last-dying speeches and 
Newgate calendars are the favourite literature of very low intellects. 
The gallows is not appealed to as an example in the instruction of 
youth (unless they are training for it); nor are there condensed 
accounts of celebrated executions for the use of national schools. 
There is a story in an old spelling-book of a certain Don’t Care who 
was hanged at last, but it is not understood to have had any remark- 
able effect on crimes or executions in the generation to which it be- 
longed, and with which it has passed away. Hogarth’s idle apprentice 
is hanged ; but the whole scene— with the unmistakable stout lady, 
drunk and pious, in the cast; the quarrelling, blasphemy, lewdness, 
and uproar; Tiddy Doll vending his gingerbread, and the boys pick- 
ing his pocket— is a bitter satire on the great example; as efiicient 

then, as now* , 

Is it efficient to prevent crime? The parliamentary returns demon- 
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strate that it is not I was engaged in making some extracts from 
these documents, when I found them so well abstracted in one of the 
papers published by the committee on this subject established at Ayles- 
bury last year, by the humane exertions of Lord Nugent, that I am 
glad to quote the general results from its pages ; 

1843 a return was laid on the table of the House of the commitments 
and executions for murder in England and Wales during the thirty years 
ending with December 1842, divided into five periods of six years each- It 
shows that in the last six years, from 1S36 to 1842, during which there were 
only 50 executions, the commitments for murder were fewer by 61 than in 
the six years preceding with 74 executions; fewer by 63 than in the six 
years ending 1830 with 75 executions; fewer by 56 than in the six years 
ending 1824 with 94 executions; and fewer by 93 than in the six years 
ending 1818 when there was no less a number of executions than 122. But 
it may be said, perhaps, that in the inference we draw from this return, 
we are substituting cause for effect, and that in each successive cycle, the 
number of murders decreased in consequence of the example of public exe- 
cutions in the cycle immediately preceding, and that it was for that reason 
there were fewer commitments. This might be said with some colour of 
truth, if the example had been taken from two successive cycles onfy. But 
when the comparative examples adduced are of no less than foje successive 
cycles, and the result gradually and constantly progressive in the same 
direction, the relation of facts to each other is determined beyond all ground 
for dispute, namely, that the number of these crimes has diminished in con- 
sequence of the diminution of the number of executions. More especially 
when it is also remembered that it was immediatefy after the first of these 
cycles of five years, when there had been the greatest number of executions 
and the greatest number of murders, that the greatest number of persons 
were suddenly cast loose upon the country, without employ, by the reduc- 
tion of the Army and Navy ; that then came periods of great distress and 
great disturbance in the agricultural and manufacturing districts; and 
above ally that it was during the subsequent cycles that the most important 
mitigations were effected in the law, and that the Punishment of Death was 
taken away not only for crimes of stealth, such as cattle atul horse stealing 
and forgery, of which crimes corresponding statistics show likewise a corre- 
sponding decrease, but for the crimes of violence too, tending to murder^ 
such as are many of the incendiary offences, and such as are highway 
robbery and burglary. But another return, laid before the House at the 
same time, bears upon our argument, if possible, still more conclusively. 
In table ii we have onfy%\\^ years which have occurred since iBio, in which 
all persons convicted of murder suffered death ; and, compared with these 
an e^^ual number of years in which the smallest proportion of persons con- 
victed were executed. In the first case there were 66 persons convicted, all 
of whom underwent the penalty of death ; in the second 83 were convicted, 
of whom 31 only were executed. Now see how these two very different 
methods of dealing with the crime of murder affected the commission of it 
in the years immediately following. The number of commitments for murder, 
in the four years immediately following those in which all persons convicted 
were executed, was 270. 

“ In the four years immediately following those in which little more than 
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one-tnird of the persons convicted were executed, there were but 222, being 
48 less. If we compare the commitments in the following years with those 
in the first years, we shall find that, immediately after the examples of 
unsparing execution, the crime increased nearly 13 per cent.^ and that after 
commutation was the practice and capital punishment the exception, it 
decreased 17 per cent 

In the same parliamentary return is an account of the commitments and 
executions in London and Middlesex, spread over a space <3/32 yearsy ending 
in 1842, divided into two cycles of 16 years each. In the first of these, 
34 persons were convicted of murder, all of whom were executed^ In the 
second, 27 were convicted^ and only 17 executed. The commitments for 
murder during the latter long period, with 17 executions, were more than 
one half fewer than they had been in the former long period with exactly 
double the number of executions. This appears to us to be as conclusive 
upon our argument as any statistical illustration can be upon any argument 
professing to place successive events in the relation of cause and effect to 
each other. How justly then is it said in that able and useful periodical 
work, now in the course of publication at Glasgow, under the name of the 
Magazine of Popular Information on Capital and Secondary Punishment^ 
‘ the greater the number of executions, the greater the number of murders; 
the smaller the number off executions, the smaller the number of murders. 
The lives of her Majesty's subjects are less safe with a hundred executions 
a year than with fifty ; less safe with fifty than with twenty-five.' " 
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the laws had been taken up by Mr. Peel, who had not been bred to 
the law; for those who were, were rendered dull, by habit, to many 
of its defects r’ I would respectfully submit, in extension of this text, 
that a criminal judge is an excellent witness against the Punishment 
of Death, but a bad witness in its favour ; and I will reserve this point 
for a few remarks in the next, concluding, Letter. 

. in 

The last English Judge, I believe, who gave expression to a public 
and judicial opinion in favour of the punishment of Death, is Mr. 
Justice Coleridge, who, in charging the Grand Jury at Hertford last 
year, took occasion to lament the presence of serious crimes in the 
calendar, and to say that he feared that they were referable to the 
comparative infrequency of Capital Punishment. 

It is not incompatible with the utmost deference and respect for an 
authority so eminent, to say that, in this, Mr. Justice Coleridge was 
not supported by facts, but quite the reverse. He went out of his 
way to found a general assumption on certain very limited and partial 
grounds, and even on those grounds was wrong. For among the few 
crimes which he instanced, murder stood prominently forth. Now 
persons found guilty of murder are more certainly and unsparingly 
hanged at this time, as the Parliamentary Returns demonstrate, than 
such criminals ever were. So how can the decline of public executions 
affect that class of crimes? As to persons committing murder, and 
yet not found guilty of it by juries, they escape solely because there are 
many public executions — not because there are none or few. 

But when I submit that a criminal judge is an excellent witness 
against Capital Punishment, but a bad witness in its favour, I do so 
on more broad and general grounds than apply to this error in fact 
and deduction (so I presume to consider it) on the part of the distin* 
guished judge in question. And they are grounds which do not apply 
offensively to judges, as a class; than whom there are no authorities 
in England so deserving of general respect and confidence, or so pos- 
sessed of it; but which apply alike to all men in their several degrees 
and pursuits. 

It is certain that men contract a general liking for those things 
which they have studied at great cost of time and intellect, and their 
proficiency in which has led to their becoming distinguished and suc- 
cessful It is certain that out of this feeling arises, not only that pas- 
sive blindness to their defects of which the example given by my Lord 
Tenterden was quoted in the last letter, but an active disposition to 
advocate and defend them. If it were otherwise ; if it were not for this 
spirit of interest and partisanship ; no single pursuit could have that 
attraction for its votaries which most pursuits in course of time estab- 
lish. Thus legal authorities are usually jealous of innovations on legal 
principles. Thus it is described of the lawyer in the Introductory Dis- 
course to the Description of Utopia, that he said of a proposal against 
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Capital Punishment, ** 'this could never be so established in England 
but that it must needs bring the weal-public into great jeopardy and 
hazard’, and as he was thus saying, he shaked his head, and made 
a wry mouth, and ^ so he held his peace Thus the Recorder of 
London, in xSii, objected to "the capital part being taken off” from 
the offence of picking pockets. Thus the Lord Chancellor, in 1813, 
objected to the removal of the penalty of death from the offence of 
stealing to the amount of five shillings from a shop. Thus, Lord 
Ellenborough, in 1820, anticipated the worst effects from there being no 
punishment of death for stealing five shillings worth of wet linen from 
a bleaching ground. Thus the Solicitor General, in 1830, advocated the 
punishment of death for forgery, and "the satisfaction of thinking” 
in the teeth of mountains of evidence from bankers and other injured 
parties (one thousand bankers alone!) "that he was deterring persons 
from the commission of crime, by the severity of the law ”. Thus, 

Mr. Justice Coleridge delivered his charge at Hertford in 1845. Thus 
there were in the criminal code of England, in 1790, one hundred and 
sixty crimes punishable with death. Thus the lawyer has said, again 
and again, in his generation, that any change in such a state of things 
"must needs bring the weal-public into jeopardy and hazard”. And 
thus he has, all through the dismal history, "shaked his head, and ,1 

made a wry mouth, and Iteld his peace Except— a glorious excep- 

tion 1-— when such lawyers as Bacon, More, Blackstone, Romilly, and 
—let us ever gratefully remember— in later times Mr. Basil Montagu, 
have striven, t^ach in his day, within the utmost limits of the endurance 
of the mistaken finding of the people or the legislature of the time, to 
champion and maintain the truth. 

There is another and a stronger reason still, why a criminal judge i. ii 

is a bad witness in favour of the punishment of Death. He is a chief 
actor In the tt^rribk* drama of a trial, where the life or death of a fellow 
creature Is at issue. No one who has seen such a trial can fail to 
know, or can ever forget, its intense interest. I care not how painful 
this interest is to the good, wise judge upon the bench. I admit its 
painful nature, and the judge’s goodness and wisdom to the fullest 
extent— but I .submit that his prominent share in the excitement of 
such a trial, and the dread mystery involved, has a tendency to bewilder 
and confuse the judge upon the general subject of that penalty. I 
know the solemn pause before the verdict, the hush and stilling of the 
fever in the court, the solitary figure brought back to the bar, and 
standing there, observed of all the outstretched heads and gleaming 
eyes, to be next minute stricken dead as one may say, among them. 

I know the thrill that goes round when the black cap is put on, and 
how there will be shrieks among the women, and a taking out of some 
one in a swoon ; and, when the judge’s faltering voice delivers sen- 
tence, how awfully the prisoner and he confront each other; two mere 
men, destined one day, however far removed from one another at this 
time, to stand alike as suppliants at the bar of God. I know all this, 

I can imagine what the ofilce of the judge costs in this execution of it; 
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but 1 say that in these strong sensations he is lost, and 5s unable to 
abstract the penalty as a preventive or example, from an experience of 
it, and from associations surrounding it, which are and can be, only 
his, and his alone. 

Not to contend that there is no amount of wig or ermine that can 
change the nature of the man inside; not to say that the nature of a 
judge may be, like the dyer’s hand, subdued to what it works in, and 
may become too used to this punishment of death to consider it quite 
dispassionately; not to say that it may possibly be inconsistent to have, 
deciding as calm authorities in favour of death, judges who have been 
constantly sentencing to death; — -I contend that for the reasons I have 
stated alone, a judge, and especially a criminal judge, is a bad witness 
for the punishment but an excellent witness against it, inasmuch as in 
the latter case his conviction of its inutility has been so strong and 
paramount as utterly to beat down and conquer these adverse inci- 
dents. I have no scruple in stating this position, because, for any- 
thing I know, the majority of excellent judges now on the bench may 
have overcome them, and may be opposed to the punishment of Death 
under any circumstances. 

I mentioned that I would devote a portion of this letter to a few 
prominent illustrations of each head of objection to the punishment of 
Death. Those on record are so very numerous that st^leetio^ is ex- 
tremely dillicult; but in reference to the possibility of mistake, and the 
impossibility of reparation, one case is as good (T should nilher say as 
bad) as a hundred; and if there were none but lt)li 2 a Fenning’s, that 
would be sufficient. Nay, if there were none at all, it would bc^ enough 
to sustain this objection, that men of finite and limited judgment do 
inflict, on testimony which admits of doubt, an infinite and Irreparable 
punishment But there are on record numerous instances of mistake; 
many of them very generally known and immediately recognisable in 
the following summary, which I copy from the New York Report 
already referred to. 

** There have been cases in which groans have been heard in the apart- 
ment of the crime, which have attracted the steps of those on whose testi- 
mony the case has turned^ — when, on proceeding to the spot, they have found 
a man bending over the murdered body, a lantern in the left hand, and the 
knife yet dripping with the warm current in the blood-stained right, with 
horror-stricken countenance, and lips which, in the presence of the dead, 
seem to refuse to deny the crime in the very act of which he is thus surprised 
— and yet the man has been, many years after, when his memory .alone 
could be benefited by the discovery, ascertained 7iot to have been the real 
murderer! There have been cases in which, in a house in which were two 
persons alone, a murder has been committed on one of them — when many 
additional circumstances have fastened the imputation upon the other-— and 
when, all apparent modes of access from without, being closed inward, the 
demonstration has seemed complete of the guilt for wdiich that other has 
suffered the doom of the law — ^yet suffered innocently \ There have been 
cases in which a father has been found murdered in an outhouse, the only 
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person at home being a son, sworn by a sister to have been dissolute and 
undutiM, and anxious for the death of the father, and succession to the 
family property— when the track of his shoes in the snow is found from the 
house to the spot of the murder, and the hammer with which it was com- 
mitted (known as his own), found, on a search, in the corner of one of his 
private drawers, with the bloody evidence of the deed only imperfectly effaced 
from it"— and yet the son has been innocent!— the sister, years after, on her 
death-bed, confessing herself the fratricide as well as the parricide. There 
have been cases in which men have been hung on the most positive testi- 
mony to identity (aided by many suspicious circumstances), by persons 
familiar with their appearance, which have afterwards proved grievous mis- 
takes, growing out of remarkable personal resemblance. There have been 
cases in which two men have been seen fighting in a field— an old enmity 
existing between them— the one found dead, killed by a stab from a pitch- 
fork known as belonging to the other, and which that other had been carry- 
ing, the pitch-fork lying by the side of the murdered man— and yet its owner 
has been afterwards found not to have been the author of the murder of 
which it had been the instrument, the true murderer sitting on the jury that 
tried him. There have been cases in which an innkeeper has been charged 
by one of his servants with the murder of a traveller, the servant deposing 
to having seen his master on the stranger's bed, strangling him, and after- 
wards rifling his pockets— another servant deposing that she saw him come 
down at that time at a very early hour in the morning, steal into the garden, 
take gold from his pocket, and carefully wrapping it up bury it in a desig- 
nated spot— on the search of which the ground is found loose and freshly 
dug, and a sum of thirty pounds in gold found buried according to the descrip- 
tion— the master, who confessed the burying of the money, with many evi- 
dences of guilt in his hesitation and confusion, has been hung of course, and 
proved innocent only too late. There have been cases in which a traveller 
has been robbed on the highway of twenty guineas, which he had taken the 
precaution to one of these is found to have been paid away or changed 

by one of the servants of the inn which the traveller reaches the same evening 
—the servant is about the height of the robber, who had been cloaked and 
disguised— his master deposes to his having been recently unaccountably 
extravagant and flush of gold— and on his trunk being searched the other 
nineteen marked guineas and the traveller’s purse are found there, the ser- 
vant being asleep at the time, half-drunk— he is of course convicted and hung, 
for the crime of which his master was the authorl There have been cases 
in which a father and daughter have been overheard in violent dispute— the 
words barbarity cruelty and ^^death '\ being heard frequently to 
proceed from the latter— the former goes out locking the door behind him— 
groans are overheard, and the words, cruel father^ thou art the cause of 
my death the room being opened she is found on the point of death 
from a wound in her side, and near her the knife with which it had been 
inflicted — and on being questioned as to her owing her death to her father, 
her last motion before expiring is an expression of assent— the father, on 
returning to the room, exhibits the usual evidences of guilt — he, too, is of 
course hung— and it is not till nearly a year afterwards that, on the dis- 
covery of conclusive evidence that it was a suicide, the vain reparation is 
made to his memory by the public authorities, of— waving a pair of colours . 

over his grave in token of the recognition of his innocence.” j 
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More than a hundred such cases are known, it is said in this Report, 
in English criminal jurisprudence. The same Report contains three 
striking cases of supposed criminals being unjustly banged in America; 
and also five more in which people whose innocence was not afterwards 
established were put to death on evidence as purely circumstantial and 
as doubtful, to say the least of it, as any that was held to be sufiident 
in this general summary of legal murders. Mr. O’Connell dcfimded, 
in Ireland, within five and twenty years, three brothers who were 
hanged for a murder of which they were afterwards shown to have 
been innocent. I cannot find the reference at this moment, but I have 
seen it stated on good authority, that but for the exertions, I think of 
the present Lord Chief Baron, six or seven innocent men would cer- 
tainly have been hanged. Such are the instances of wrong judgment 
which are known to us. How many more there may be in which the 
real murderers never disclosed their guilt, or were never discovered, 
and where the odium of great crimes still rests on guiltless people long 
since resolved to dust in their untimely graves, no human power can 
tell. . . ' 

The effect of public executions on those who witness them, requires 
no better illustration, and can have none, than tlie scene which any 
execution in itself presents, and the general Police-onice knowledge of 
the offences arising out of them, I have stated my belief that the study 
of rude scenes leads to the disregard of human life, and to murder. 
Referring, since that expression of opinion, to the very last trial for 
murder in London, I have made inquiry, and am assured that the 
youth now under sentence of death in Newgate for the murder of his 
master in Drury Lane, was a vigilant spectator of the three last public 
executions in this City. What efiects a daily increasing familiarity 
with the scaffold, and with death upon it, wrought in France in the 
Great Revolution, everybody knows. In reference to this very ques- 
tion of Capital Punishment, Robespierre himself, before he was 

blood stept in so far'*, 

warned the National Assembly that in taking human life, and in dis- 
playing before the eyes of the people scenes of cruelty and the bodies 
of murdered men, the law awakened ferocious prejudices, wliich gave 
birth to a long and growing train of their own kind. With ho\v much 
reason this was said, let his own detestable name bear wit ness I If we 
would know how callous and hardened society, even in a peaceful and 
settled state, becomes to public executions when they arc frequent, let 
us recollect how few they were who made the last attempt to stay the 
dreadful Monday-morning spectacles of men and women strung up 
in a row for crimes as different in their degree as our whole social 
scheme is different in its component parts, which, within some fifteen 
years or so, made human shambles of the Old Bailey. 

There is no better way of testing the effect of public executions on 
those who do not actually behold them, but who read of them and 
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know of them, than by inquiring into their efficiency in preventing 
crime. In this respect they have always, and in all countries, failed 
According to all facts and figures, failed. In Russia, in Spain in 
' France, m Italy, m Belgium, in Sweden, in England, there has been 

one result. In Bombay, during the Recordership of Sir James Mac- 
^ intosh, there were fewer crimes in seven years without one execution 

than in the preceding seven years with forty-seven executions* not- 
i withstanding that in the seven years without capital punishment, the 

I population had greatly increased, and there had been a large accession 

to the numbers of the ignorant and licentious soldiery, with whom the 
j more violent offences originated. During the four wickedest years of 

« the Bank of England (from 1814 to 1817, inclusive), when the one- 

pound note capital prosecutions were most numerous and shocking 
the number of forged one-pound notes discovered by the Bank steadily 
increased, from the gross amount in the first year of ;£'io,342, to the 
gross amount in the last of ^^28,412. But in every branch of this part 
of the subject— the inefficiency of capital punishment to prevent crime, 
and its efficiency to produce it— the body of evidence (if there were 
space to quote or analyse it here) is overpowering and resistless. 

I have purposely deferred until now any reference to one objection 
which is urged against the abolition of capital punishment: I mean 
that objection which claims to rest on Scriptural authority. 

It was excellently well said by Lord Melbourne, that no class of 
persons can be shown to be very miserable and oppressed, but some 
supporters of things as they are will immediately rise up and assert— 
not that those persons are moderately well to do, or that their lot in 
life has a reasonably bright side— but that they are, of all sorts and 
conditions of men, the happiest. In like manner, when a certain pro- 
I ceeding or institution is shown to be very wrong indeed, there is a 

class of people who rush to the fountain-head at once, and will have 
j no less an authority for it than the Bible, on any terms. 

: So, we have the Bible appealed to in behalf of Capital Punishment. 

So, we have the Bible produced as a distinct authority for Slavery. 
So, American representatives find the title of their country to the Ore- 
j gon territory distinctly laid down in the Book of Genesis. So, in 

course of time, we shall find Repudiation, perhaps, expressly com- 
manded in the Sacred Writings. 

It is enough for me to be satisfied, on calm inquiry and with reason, 
that an Institution or Custom is wrong and bad; and thence to feel 
assured that it cannot be a part of the law laid down by the Divinity 
who walked the earth. Though every other man who wields a pen 
should turn himself into a commentator on the Scriptures — not all 
their united efforts, pursued through our united lives, could ever per- 
suade me that Slavery is a Christian law; nor, with one of these objec- 
tions to an execution in my certain knowledge, that Executions are 
a Christian law, my will is not concerned. I could not, in my venera- 
tion for the life and lessons of Our Lord, believe it. If any text 
aooeared to justify the claim, I would reject that limited appeal, and 
(C5S47) , T2. 
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rest upon the character of the Redeemer, and the great scheme of His 
Religion, where, in its broad spirit, made so plain— and not this or 
that disputed letter— we all put our trust. But, happily, such doubts 
do not exist. The case is far too plain. The Rev, Henry Christmas, 
in a recent pamphlet on this subject, shows dearly that in five im- 
portant versions of the Old Testament (to say nothing of versions of 
less note) the words, *‘by man”, in the often-quoted text, ** Whoso 
sheddeth man’s blood, by man shall his blood be shed”, do not appear 
at all. We know that the law of Moses was delivered to certain wan- 
dering tribes in a peculiar and perfectly different social condition from 
that which prevails among us at this time. We know that the Chris- 
tian Dispensation did distinctly repeal and annul certain portions of 
that law. We know that tlie doctrine of retributive justice or ven- 
geance, was plainly disavowed by the Saviour. We know that on the 
only occasion of an offender, liable by the law to death, being brought 
before Him for His judgment, it was not death. We know that He 
said, ■ ‘ Thou shalt not kill ”, And if we are still to inflict capital 
punishment because of the Mosaic law (under which it was not the 
consequence of a legal proceeding, but an act of vengeance from the 
next of kin, which would surely be discouraged by our later laws if it 
were revived among the Jews just now) it would be equally rc^ason- 
able to establish the lawfulness of a plurality of wives on the same 
authority. 

Here I will leave this aspect of the question. I should not have 
treated of it at all in the columns of a newspaper, but for the possibility 
of being unjustly supposed to have given it no consideration in my 
own mind. 

In bringing to a close these letters on a subject, in connection with 
which there is happily very little that is new to be said or written, I 
beg to be understood as advocating the total abolition of the Punish- 
ment of Death, as a general principle, for the advantage of society, for 
the prevention of crime, and without the least reference to, or tender- 
ness for any individual malefactor whomsoever. Indeed, in most 
cases of murder, my feeling towards the culprit is very strongly and 
violently the reverse. I am the more desirous to be so understood, after 
reading a speech made by Mr. Macaulay in the House of Commons 
last Tuesday night, in which that accomplished gentleman hardly 
seemed to recognise the possibility of anybody entertaining an honest 
conviction of the inutility and bad effects of Capital Punishment in the 
abstract, founded on inquiry and reflection, without being the victim 
of kind of effeminate feeling”. Without staying to inquire what 
there may be that is especially manly and heroic in tlic advocacy of the 
gallows, or to express my admiration of Mr. Calcraft, the hangman, 
as doubtless one of the most manly specimens now in existence, I 
would simply hint a doubt, in all good humour, whether this be the 
true Macaulay way of meeting a great question? One of the instances 
of effeminacy of feeling quoted by Mr. Macaulay, I have reason to 
think was not quite fairly stated. I allude to the petition in TawelFs 
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case I had neither hand nor part in it myself; but, unless I am 
greatly mistaken, it did pretty clearly set forth that Tawell was a 
most abhorred villain, and that the House might conclude how stronrfv 
the petitioners were opposed to the Punishment of Death, when they 
prayed for its non-infliction even in such a case. 





THE SPIRIT OF CHIVALRY 

IN WESTMINSTER HALL 


'' Of all the cants that are canted in this canting world,” wrote Sterne, 
^‘kind Heaven defend me from the cant of Art!” We have no inten- 
tion of tapping our little cask of cant, soured by the thunder of great 
men’s fame, for the refreshment of our readers: its fnicst draught 
would be unreasonably dear at a shilling, when the same small liquor 
may be had for nothing, at innumerable ready pipes and conduits. 

But it is a main part of the design of this Magazine to sympathise 
with what is truly great and good ; to scout the miserable discourage- 
ments that beset, especially in England, the upward path of men of 
high desert; and gladly to give honour where it is due, in right of 
Something achieved, tending to elevate the tastes and thoughts of all 
who contemplate it, and prove a lasting credit to tlie country of its 
birth. 

Upon the walls of Westminster Hall, there hangs, at this time, such 
a Something. A composition of such marvellous beauty, of such 
infinite variety, of such masterly design, of such vigorous and skilful 
drawing, of such thought and fancy, of such surprising and delicate 
accuracy of detail, subserving one grand harmony, and one plain 
purpose, that it may be questioned whether the Fine Arts in any period 
of their history have known a more remarkable performance. 

It is the cartoon of Daniel Maclise, ** executed by ord(*r of the Com- 
missioners”, and called The Spirit of Chivalry. It may be k^ft an open 
question, whether or no this allegorical order on the part of the Com- 
missioners, displays any uncommon felicity of idea. We rather think 
not ; and are free to confess that we should like to have seen the Com- 
missioners’ notion of the Spirit of Chivalry stated by themselves, in the 
first instance, on a sheet of foolscap, as the ground-plan of a model 
cartoon, with all the commissioned proportions of height and breadth. 
That the treatment of such an abstraction, for the purposes of Art, 
involves great and peculiar difficulties, no one who considers the 
subject for a moment can doubt. That nothing is easier to render 
it absurd and monstrous, is a position as little capable of dispute by 
anybody who has beheld another cartoon on the same subject in the 
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[III 

' 

sa.ni6 Hall, tcpresentingf a Ghoule m a state of raving' madness, daiicing’ 

MbhH 


on a Body in a very high wind, to the great astonishment of John the 



Baptist’s head, which is looking on from a corner. 



Mr. Maclise’s handling of the subject has by this time sunk into the 



hearts of thousands upon thousands of people. It is familiar know- 



ledge among all classes and conditions of men. It is the great feature 



within the Hall, and the constant topic of discourse elsewhere. It has 

i 

awakened in the great body of society a new interest in, and a new 



perception and a new love of, Art. Students of Art have sat before it, 



hour by hour, perusing in its many forms of Beauty, lessons to delight 

. 


the world, and raise themselves, its future teachers, in its better estima- 



tion. Eyes well accustomed to the glories of the Vatican, the galleries 



of Florence, all the mightiest works of art in Europe, have grown dim 



before it with the strong emotions it inspires; ignorant, unlettered, 



drudging men, mere hewers and drawers, have gathered in a knot 


about it (as at our back a week ago), and read it, in their homely 

-- 


language, as it were a Book. In minds, the roughest and the most 

; . 


refmod, it has alike found quick response ; and will, and must, so long 



as it shall hold together. 



For how can it be otherwise? Look up, upon the pressing throng 

- 


who strive to win distinction from the Guardian Genius of all noble 



deeds and honourable renown,— a gentle Spirit, holding her fair state 



for their reward and recognition (do not be alarmed, my Lord Cham- 

a 


berlain; this is only in a picture); and say what young and ardent 

- 


heart may not find one to beat in unison with it — beat high with 

• 


generous aspiration like its own — in following their onward course, 

' 


as it is traced by this great pencil 1 Is it the Love of Woman, in its : 

‘ 


truth and deep devotion, that inspires you? See it here! Is it Glory, 

as the world has learned to call the pomp and circumstance of arms? ' 

" • 


Behold it at the summit of its exaltation, with its mailed hand resting 



on the altar where the Spirit ministers. The Poet’s laurel-crown, 



which they who sit on thrones can neither twine or wither — is that 



the aim of thy ambition? It is there, upon his brow; it wreathes his 



stately forehead, as he walks apart and holds communion with him- 

. 


self, The Palmer and the Bard are there ; no solitary wayfarers, now ; 



but two of a great company of pilgrims, climbing up to honour by the 



different paths that lead to the great end. And sure, amidst the gravity 



and beauty of them all— unseen in his own form, but shining in his 

?:■ 


spirit, out of every gallant shape and earnest thought — the Painter , . 


1 goes triumphant 1 

■ - ' 


; Or say that you who look upon this work, be old, and bring to it 


j 

grey hairs, a head bowed down, a mind on which the day of life has 

vr-', 


spent itself, and the calm evening closes gently in. Is its appeal to 

. 


you confined to its presentment of the Past? Have you no share in 

-• 


this, but while the grace of youth and the strong resolve of maturity 

- 


are yours to aid you? Look up again. Look up where the spirit is 



; enthroned, and see about her, reverend men, whose task is done; 



whose struggle is no more; who cluster round her as her train and 
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couacil ; who have lost no share or interest in that great rising up and 
progress, which bears upward with it every means of human happiness, 
but, true in Autumn to the purposes of Spring, are there to stimulate 
the race who follow in their steps ; to conleniplate, with hearts grown 
serious, not cold or sad, the striving in which they once had part; to 
die in that great Presence, which is Truth atid Bravery, and Mercy to 
the Weak, beyond all power of separation. 

It would be idle to observe of this last group that, both in execution 
and idea, they are of the very highest order of Art, and wonderfully 
serve the purpose of the picture. There is not one among its three* 
and*twenty heads of which the same remark might not be made. 
Neither will we treat of great effects produced by means quite power- 
less in. other hands for such an end, or of the prodigious force and 
colour which so separate this work from all the rest exhibited, that 
it would scarcely appear to be produced upon the same kind of surface 
by the same description of instrument. The bricks and stones and 
timbers of the Hall itself are not facts more indisputable than these. 

It has been objected to this extraordinary work that it is too elabo- 
rately finished ; too complete in its several parts. And Heaven knows, 
if it be judged in this respect by any standard in the Hall about it, it 
will find no parallel, nor anything approaching to it. But it is a design, 
intended to be afterwards copied and painted in fresco; and certain 
finish must be had at last, if not at first It is very well to take it for 
granted in a Cartoon that a series of cros.s-Iines, almost as rougli and 
apart as the lattice-work of a garden summer-liouse, n^presents the 
texture of a human face ; but the face cannot be pamted so. A smear 
upon the paper may be understood, by virtue of the context gained 
from what surrounds it, to stand for a limb, or a body, or a cuirass, or 
a hat and feathers, or a flag, or a boot, or an angel But when the time 
arrives for rendering these things in colours on a wall, they must be 
grappled with, and cannot be slurred over in this wise. Great mis-* 
apprehension on this head seems to have been engendered in the minds 
of some observers by the famous cartoons of Raphael ; but they forget 
that these were never intended as designs for fresco painting. They 
were designs for tapestry-work, which is susceptible of only ceitain 
broad and general effects, as no one better knew than the Great Master. 
Utterly detestable and vile as the tapestry is, compared with the 
immortal Cartoons from which it was worked, it is impossible for any 
man who casts his eyes upon it where it hangs at Rome, not to see 
immediately the special adaptation of the drawings to that end, and 
for that purpose. The aim of these Cartoons being wholly diflerent, 
Mr. Maclise’s object, if we understand it, was to show precisely what 
he meant to do, and knew he could perform, in fresco, on a wall And 
here his meaning is; worked out; without a compromise of any diffi- 
culty; without the avoidance of any disconcerting truth; expressed in 
all its beauty, strength, and power. 

To what end? To be perpetuated hereafter in the high place of the 
chief Senate-House of England? To be wrought, as it were, into the 
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very elements of which that Temple is composed; to co-endure with it, 
and still present, perhaps, some lingering traces of its ancient Beauty, 
when London shall have sunk into a grave of grass-grown ruin, — and 
the whole circle of the Arts, another revolution of the mighty wheel 
completed, shall be wrecked and broken? 

Let us hope so. We will contemplate no other possibility— at present 



IN MEMORIAM 

W. M. THACKERAY 


It has been desired by some of the personal friends of the great 
English writer who established this magazine^ that its brief record of 
his having been stricken from among men should be written by the 
old comrade and brother in arms who pens these lines, and of whom 
he often wrote himself, and always with the warmest genei'osity. 

I saw him first nearly twenty-eiglit years ago, when he proposed to 
become the iIlusU*ator of my earliest book. I saw him last, shortly 
before Christmas, at the Athenmum Club, whan he told me that he 
had been in bed three days— that, after these attacks, he was troubled 
uith cold shiverings, ** which quite took the power of work out of 
him ” — and that he had it in his mind to try a new remedy which he 
^ laughingly described. He was very cheerful, and looked very bright 

I n the night of that day week, he died. 

The long interval between those two periods is marked in my remem- 
brance of him by many occasions when he was supremely humorous, 
rf when he was irresistibly extravagant, when he was softened and 

f serious, when he was charming with children. But, by none do I 

recall him more tenderly than by two or three that start out of the 
crowd, when he unexpectedly presented himself in my room, announc- 
ing how that some passage in a certain book had made him cry yester- 
day, and how that he had come to dinner, ** because he couldn’t help 
it”, and must talk such passage over. No one can ever have seen him 
more genial, natural, cordial, fresh, and honestly impulsive, than I 
have seen him at those times. No one can be surer than I, of the 
greatness and the goodness of the heart that then disclosed itself. 

We had our difierences of opinion. I thought that he too much 
feigned a want of earnestness, and that he made a pretence of under- 
valuing his art, which was not good for the art that he held in trust. 
But, when we fell upon these topics, it was never very gravely, and 
I have a lively image of him in my mind, twisting both his hands 
in his hair, and stamping about, laughing, to make an end of the 
■ ■ discussion. 


m 


T 
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j When we were associated in remembrance of the late Mr. Douglas 

Jerrold, he delivered a public lecture in London, in the course of which, 
he read his very best contribution to Punch, describing the grown-up 
cares of a poor lamily of young children. No one hearing him could 
have doubted his natural gentleness, or his thoroughly unaffected 
manly sympathy with the weak and lowly. He read the paper most 
pathetically, and with a simplicity of tenderness that certainly moved 
one of his audience to tears. This was presently after his standing 
, for Oxford, from which place he had dispatched his agent to me, with 

l| a droll note (to which he afterwards added a verbal postscript), urging 

me to ‘^come down and make a speech, and tell them who he was, 
for he doubted whether more than two of the electors had ever heard 
of him, and he thought there might be as many as six or eight who 
had heard of me’*. He introduced the lecture just mentioned, with 
a reference to his late electioneering failure, which was full of good 
sense, good spirits, and good humour. 

He had a particular delight in boys, and an excellent way with 

I them. I remember his once asking me with fantastic gravity, when 
he had been to Eton where my eldest son then was, whether I felt 
as he did in regard of never seeing a boy without wanting instantly 
to give him a sovereign? I thought of this when I looked down into 
his grave, after he was laid there, for I looked down into it over the 
shoulder of a boy to whom he had been kind. 

These are slight remembrances; but it is to little familiar things 
suggestive of the voice, look, manner, never, never more to be encoun- 
tered on this earth, that the mind first turns in a bereavement. And 
greater things that are known of him, in the way of his warm affec- 
tions, his quiet endurance, his unselfish thoughtfulness for others, and 
his munificent hand, may not be told. 

If, in the reckless vivacity of his youth, his satirical pen had ever 
gone astray or done amiss, he had caused it to prefer its own petition 
for forgiveness, long before 

I Ve writ the foolish fancy of his brain ; 

The aimless jest that, striking, hath caused pain; 

The idle word that he 'd wish back again. 

In no pages should I take it upon myself at this time to discourse 
of his books, of his refined knowledge of character, of his subtle ac- 
quaintance with the weaknesses of human nature, of his delightful 
playfulness as an essayist, of his quaint and touching ballads, of his 
mastery over the English language. Least of all, in these pages, 
enriched by his brilliant qualities from the first of the series, and 
beforehand accepted by the Public through the strength of Ms great 
name. 

But, on the table before me, there lies all that he had written of his 
latest and last story. That it would be very sad to any one— that it 
1$ inexpressibly so to a writer— in its evidences of matured designs 
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never to be accomplished, of intentions begun to be executed and 
destined never to be completed, of careful preparation for long roads 
of thought that he was never to traverse, and for shining goals that 
he was never to reach, will be readily believed. The pain, however, 
that I have felt in perusing it, has not been de(^p(?r tlian the conviction 
that he was in the healthiest vigour of his powers when he wrought 
on this last labour. ' In respect of earnest feeling, tar-seeing purpose, 
character, incident, and a certain loving picturesqueness blending the 
whole, I believe it to be much the best of all his works. That he fully 
meant it to be so, that he had become strongly attached to it, and 
that he bestowed great pains upon it, I trace in almost every page. 
It contains one picture which must have cost him extreme distress, 
and which is a masterpiece. There are two children in it, touched 
with a hand as loving and tender as ever a father caressed his little 
child with. There is some young love as pure and innocent and pretty 
as the truth. And it is very remarkable that, by reason of the singular 
construction of the story, more than one main incident usually belong- 
ing to the end of such a fiction is anticipated in the beginning, and 
thus there is an approach to completeness in the fragment, as to the 
satisfaction of the reader^s mind concerning the most interesting 
persons, which could hardly have been better attained if the writer’s 
breaking-off had been foreseen. 

The last line he wrote, and the last proof he corrected, are among 
these papers through which I have so sorrowfully made my way, The 
condition of the little pages of manuscript where Death stopped his 
hand, shows that he had carried them about, and often taken them 
out of his pocket here and there, for patient revision and interlineation. 
The last words he corrected in print were, ‘‘And my heart throbbed 
with an exquisite bliss God grant that on that Christmas Eve 
when he laid his head back on his pillow and threw up his arms as 
he had been wont to do when very weary, some consciousness of 
duty done and Christian hope throughout life humbly cherished, may 
have caused his own heart so to throb, when he passed away to his 
Redeemer’s rest 1 

He was found peacefully lying as above described, composed, undis- 
turbed, and to all appearance asleep, on the twenty-fourth of December 
1863. He was only in his fifty-third year; so young a man that the 
motner who blessed him in his first sleep blessed him in his last 
Twenty years before, he had written, after being in a white squall ; 

And when, its force expended, 

The harnmless storm was ended, 

And, as the sunrise splendid 
Came blushing o’er the sea; 

I thought, as day was breaking, 

My little girls were waking, 

And smiling, and making 

. . . A prayer at home for me* 

If: 
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Those little girls had grown to be women when the mournful day 
broke that saw their father lying dead. In those twenty years of 
companionship with him they had learned much from him; and one 
of them has a literary course before her, worthy of her famous name. 

On the bright wintry day, the last but one of the old year, he was 
laid in his grave at Kensal Green, there to mingle the dust to which 
the mortal part of him had returned, with that of a third child, lost 
in her infancy years ago. The heads of a great concourse of his 
fellow-workers in the Arts were bowed around his tomb. 




ADELAIDE ANNE PROCTER 

INTRODUCTION TO HER “LEGENDS 
AND LYRICS” 


In the spring* of the year 1853, I observed, as conductor of the weekly 
journal Homehold Words, a short poem among* the proffered con- 
tributions, very difTerent, as I thought, from the shoal of verses per- 
petually setting through the onice of such a pcriotHeal, and possessing 
much more merit. Its aulhore.ss was tjuiU^ unknown to me. She 
was one Miss Mary Berwick, whom I had n<»ver Inuird of; and she 
was to be addressed by letter, if addresscnl at all, at a circulating 
library in the western district of London. Through tliis chaniud, Miss 
Berwick was informed that her poem was accepted, and was invited 
to send another. She complied, and became a n'gular iuu\ frequent 
contributor. Many letters passed between the journal and Mis.s 
Berwick, but Miss Berwick herself was n(‘ver setan 

How we came gradually to establish, at the oHlre of ffousehold 
Words, that we knew all about Mi.ss Berwick, I have never discovtmed. 
But we settled somehow, to our completes satisfaction, that she was 
governess in a family; that she went to Italy in tliat capacity, and 
returned; and that she had long been in the sauu* family. We really 
knew nothing whatever of her, except that she was remarkably 
business-like, punctual, self-reliant, and r<‘liaf)]<‘: so I suppost? we 
insensibly invented the rest. For myself, my mother was not a more 
real personage to me, than Miss Berwick the governess b(‘came. 

This went on until December, 1854, when th(‘ Christmas mutibem, 
entitled 'The Senen Poor Traiiellers, was sent to press* Ilaj^Huiiug 
to be going to dine that day with an old and dt^ar friend, distinguished 
in literature as Barry Cornwall, 1 took with an i‘arly proof of that 
number, and remarked, as I laid it on the drawing-room table, that 
it contained a very pretty poem, written by a certain Miss Berwick. 
Next day brought me the disclosure that I had so spoken of tlui poem 
to the mother of its writer, in its writer’s presimct^ ; that I had no 
such correspondent in existence as Miss Berwick; and that the name 
had been assumed by Barry Cornwall’s eldest dautrhler, Miss Adelaide 
Anne Procter. 
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The anecdote I have here noted down, besides serving to explain why 
the parents of the late Miss Procter have looked to me for these poor 
words of remembrance of their lamented child, strikingly illustrates 
the honesty, independence, and quiet dignity, of the lady’s character. 

I had known her when she was very young; 1 had been honoured 
with her hither’s friendship when I was myself a young aspirant ; and 
she had said at home, If I send him, in my own name, verses that 
he does not honestly like, either it will be very painful to him to return 
them, or he will print them for papa’s sake, and not for their own. 
So I have made up my mind to take my chance fairly with the un- 
known volunteers.” 

Perhaps it requires an editor’s experience of the profoundly unreason- 
able grounds on which he is often urged to accept unsuitable articles— 
such as having been to school with the writer’s husband’s brother-in- 
law, or having lent an alpenstock in Switzerland to the writer’s wife’s 
nephew, when that interesting stranger had broken his own — fully to 
appreciate the delicacy and the self-respect of this resolution. 

Some verses by Miss Procter had been published in the Booh of 
Beauty^ ten yt^ars before she became Miss Berwick. With the excep- 
tion of two poems in the Cornhill Magazine^ two in Good Words, and 
others in a litthi book called A Chaplet of Verses (issued in 1862 for 
the benefit of a Night Refuge), her published writings first appeared 
in Hous^ehold Words, or All the Year Round. The present edition 
contains the whole of her Legends and Lyrics, and originates in the 
great favour witli which they have been received by the public. 

Miss Procter was born in Bedford Square, London, on the 30th of 
October, 1825. Her love of poetry was conspicuous at so early an 
age, that I have before me a tiny album made of small note-paper, 
into which her favourite passages were copied for her by her mother’s 
hand before she herself could write. It looks as if she had carried it 
about, as another little girl might have carried a doll. She soon dis- 
played a remarkable memory, and great quickness of apprehension. 
When she was quite a young child, she learned with facility several 
of the problems of Euclid. As she grew older, she acquired the 
French, Italian, and German languages ; became a clever pianoforte 
player; and showed a true taste and sentiment in drawing. But, as 
soon as she had completely vanquished the difficulties of any one 
branch of study, it was her way to lose interest in it, and pass to 
another. While her mental resources were being trained, it was not 
at all suspected in her family that she had any gift of authorship, or 
any ambition to become a writer. Her father had no idea of her 
having ever attempted to turn a rhyme, until her first little poem saw 

the light in print. '■ , 

When she attained to womanhood, she had read an extraordinary 
number of books, and throughout her life she was always largely 
adding to the number. In 1853 she went to Turin and its neighbour- 
hood, on a visit to her aunt, a Roman Catholic lady. As Miss Procter 
had herself professed the Roman Catholic Faith two years before, she 
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entered with the greater ardour on the study of the Piedmontese 
dialect, and the observation of the habits and manners of the peasantry. 
In the former, she soon became a proficient On the latter head, I 
extract from her familiar letters written home to England at the time, 
two pleasant pieces of description, 

A Betrothal 

have been to a ball, of which I must give you a description. Last 
Tuesday we had just done dinner at about seven, and stepped out into the 
balcony to look at the remains of the sunset behind the mountains, when we 
heard very distinctly a band of music, which rather excited my astonish* 
ment, as a solitary organ is the utmost that toils up here. I went out of 
the room for a few minutes, and, on my returning, Emily said, ‘ Oh ! That 
band is playing at the farmer's near here. The daughter is fiancie to*day, 
and they have a ball.' I said, * I wish I was goingl' ‘Well,' replied she, 
‘the farmer’s wife did call to invite us.' ‘Then I shall certainly go,' 
I exclaimed. I applied to Madame B., who said she would like it very 
much, and we had better go, children and all. Some of the servants were 
already gone. We rushed away to put on some shawls, and put off any 
shred of black we might have about us (as the people would have been quite 
annoyed if we had appeared on such an occasion with any black), and we 
started. When we reached the farmer's, which is a stone’s throw above 
our house, we were received with great enthusiasm; the only drawback 
being, that no one spoke French, and we did not yet speak Piedmontese, 
We were placed on a bench against the wall, and the people went on 
dancing. The room was a large whitewashed kitchen (I suppOvSe), with 
several large pictures in black frames, and very smoky. I distinguished 
the Martyrdom of Saint Sebastian, and the others appeared equally lively 
and appropriate subjects. Whether they were Old Masters or not, and if 
so, by whom, I could not ascertain. The band were seated opposite us. 
Five men, with wind instruments, part of the band of the National Guard, 
to which the farmer's sons belong. They played really admirably, and I 
began to be afraid that some idea of our dignity would prevent me getting 
a partner; so, by Madame B.'s advice, I went up to the bride, and offered 
to dance with her. Such a handsome young woman I Like one of Uwins’s 
pictures. Very dark, with a quantity of black hair, and on an immense 
scale. The children were already dancing, as well as the maids. After we 
came to an end of our dance, which was what they called a Polka-Ma- 
3£ourka, I saw the bride trying to screw up the courage of her fumc^ to 
ask me to dance, which after a little hesitation he did. An<! admirably he 
danced, as indeed they all did — in excellent time, and with a little more 
spirit than one sees in a ball-room. In fact, they were very like one's ordi- 
nary partners, except that they wore earrings and were in their shirt- 
sleeves, and truth compels me to state that they decidedly smelt of garlic* 
Some of them had been smoking, but threw away their cigars when we 
came in. The only thing that did not look cheerful was, that the room 
was only lighted by two or three oil-lamps, and that there seemed to be no 
preparation for refreshments. Madame B., seeing this, whispered to her 
maid, who disengaged herself from her partner, and ran off to the house ; 
she and the kitchenmaid presently returning with a large tray covered with 


ADELAIDE ANNE PROCTER 


571 


all kinds of cakes (of which we are great consumers and always have a 
stock), and a large hamper full of bottles of wine, with coffee and sugar. 
This seemed all very acceptable. The Jiancde was requested to distribute 
ihe eatables, and a bucket of water being produced to wash the glasses in, 
the wine disappeared very quickly — as fast as they could open the bottles. 
But, elated, I suppose, by this, the floor was sprinkled with water, and the 
musicians played a Monferrino, which is a Piedmontese dance. Madame B. 
danced with the farmer’s son, and Emily with another distinguished mem- 
ber of the company. It was very fatiguing — something like a Scotch reek 
My partner was a little man, like Perrot, and very proud of his dancing, 
tie cut in the air and twisted about, until I was out of breath, though m> 
attempts to imitate him were feeble in the extreme. At last, after seven 
or eight dances, I was obliged to sit down. We stayed till nine, and 1 
was so dead beat with the heat that I could hardly crawl about the house, 
and in an agony with the cramp, it is so long since I have danced.” 


A Marriage 

“ The wedding of the farmer’s daughter has taken place. We had hoped 
it would have been in the little chapel of our house, but it seems some 
special permission was necessary, and they applied for it too late. They 
all said, <‘This is the Constitution. There would have been no difficulty 
before!” the lower classes making the poor Constitution the scapegoat for 
everything they don’t like. So as it was impossible for us to climb up to 
the church where the wedding was to be, we contented ourselves with see- 
ing the procession pass. It was not a very large one, for, it requiring some 
activity to go up, all the old people remained at home. It is not etiquette 
for the bride’s mother to go, and no unmarried woman can go to a wedding 
—I suppose for fear of its making her discontented with her own position. 
The procession stopped at our door, for the bride to receive our congratu- 
lations. She was dressed in a shot silk, with a yellow handkerchief, and 
rows of a large gold chain. In the afternoon they sent to request us to go 
there- On our arrival we found them dancing out of doors, and a most 
melancholy affair it was. All the bride’s sisters were not to be recognised, 
they had cried so. The mother sat in the house, and could not appear. And 
the bride was sobbing so, she could hardly standi The most melancholy 
spectacle of all to my mind was, that the bridegroom was decidedly tipsy. 
He seemed rather affronted at all the distress. We danced a Monferrino; 
I with the bridegroom ; and the bride crying the whole time. The company 
did their utmost to enliven her by firing pistols, but without success, and 
at last they began a series of yells, which reminded me of a set of savages. 
But even this delicate method of consolation failed, and the ^°°r' 

bve began. It was altogether so melancholy an affair that Madame B. 
dropped a few tears, and I was very near it, particularly when the poor 
mother came out to see the last of her daughter, who >vas ^ ^ 
off between her brother and uncle, with a last explosion of pistols. she 
lives quite near, makes an excellent match, and is f 2 Sre’sl 
really was a most desirable marriage, in spite of ^1 the show of 
Albert was so discomfited by it, that he forgot to kiss the bride a® ‘‘e ^ 
intended to do, and therefore went to call upon her yester^y, 
her very smiling in her new house, and supplied the omission. The cook 
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came home from the wedding’, declaring she was cured of any wish te 
marry— but I would not recommend any man to act upon that threat and 
make her an offer. In a couple of days we had some rolls of the bride's 
first baking, which they call Madonnas, The musicians, it seems, were in 
the same state as the bridegroom, for, in escorting her home, they all fell 
down in the mud. My wrath against the bridegroom is somewhat calmed 
by finding that it is considered bad luck if he does not get tipsy at his 
wedding." 

Those readers of Miss Procter’s poems who should suppose from 
their tone that her mind was of a gloomy or despondent cast, would be 
curiously mistaken. She was exceedingly humorous, and had a great 
delight in humour. Cheerfulness was habitual with her, she was 
very ready at a sally or a reply, and in her laugh (as I remember well) 
there was an unusual vivacity, enjoyment, and sense of drollery. She 
was perfectly unconstrained and unaffected : as modestly silent about 
her productions, as she was generous with their pecuniary results. 
She was a friend who inspired the strongest attachments; she was a 
finely sympathetic woman, with a great accordant heart and a sterling 
noble nature. No claim can be set up for her, thank God, to the pos- 
session of any of the conventional poetical qualities. She never b}’’ 
any means held the opinion that slie was among the greatest of 
human beings; she never suspected the existence of a conspiracy on 
the part of mankind against her; she never recognised in her best 
friends, her worst enemies; she never cultivated tlie luxury of being 
misunderstood and unappreciated ; she would far rather have died 
without seeing a line of her composition in print, than that I should 
have maundered about her, here, as **the Poet”, or **the Poetess” 

With the recollection of Miss Procter as a mere child and as a 
woman, fresh upon me, it is natural that I sliould linger on my way 
to the close of this brief record, avoiding its end. But, even as the 
close came upon her, so must it come here. 

Always impelled by an intense conviction that her life must not be 
dreamed away, and that her indulgence in her iavourite pursuits must 
be balanced by action in the real world around tier, she was inde- 
fatigable in her endeavours to do some good. Naturally enthusiastic, 
and conscientiously impressed with a deep sense of her Christian duty 
to her neighbour, she devoted herself to a variety of benevolent objects* 
Now, it was the visitation of the sick, that had possession of her; now, 
it was the sheltering of the houseless; now, it was the elementary 
teaching of the densely ignorant; now, it was the raising up of those 
who had wandered and got trodden under foot ; now, it was the wider 
employment of her own sex in the general business of life; now, it 
was all these things at once. Perfectly unselfish, swift to sympathise 
and eager to relieve, she wrought at such designs with a flushed 
earnestness that disregarded season, weather, time of day or night, 
food, rest Under such a hurry of the spirits, and such incessant 
occupation, the strongest constitution will commonly go down. Hers, 
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neither of the strongest nor the weakest, yielded to the burden, and 
began to sink. 

To have saved her life, then, by taking action on the warning that 
shone in her eyes and sounded in her voice, would have been im- 
possible, without changing her nature. As long as the power of mov- 
ing about in the old way was left to her, she must exercise it, or be 
killed by the restraint. And so the time came when she could move 
about no longer, and took to her bed. 

All the restlessness gone then, and all the sweet patience of her 
natural disposition purified by the resignation of her soul, she lay 
upon her bed through the whole round of changes of the seasons. 

She lay upon her bed through fifteen months. In all that time, her 
old cheerfulness never quitted her. In all that time, not an impatient 
or a querulous minute can be remembered. 

At length, at midnight on the second of February, 1864, she turned 
down a leaf of a little book she was reading, and shut it up. 

The ministering hand that had copied the verses into the tiny album 
was soon around her neck, and she quietly asked, as the clock was on 
the stroke of one: 

** Do you think I am dying, mamma?*’ 

** I think you are very, very ill to-night, my dearl” 

“ Send for my sister. My feet are so cold. Lift me up?” 

Her sister entering as they raised her, she said: “ It has come at 
last i ” And with a bright and happy smile, looked upward, and de- 
parted. 

Well had she written: 

Why shouklst thou fear the beautiful angel, Death, 

Who waits thee at the portals of the skies, 

Ready to kiss away thy struggling breath, 

Ready with gentle hand to close thine eyes? 

Oh what were life, if life were all? Thine eyes 1 

Are blinded by their tears, or thou wouldst see ij 

Thy treasures wait thee in the far-off skies, | 

And Death, thy friend, will give them all to thee, ; 


CHAUNCEY HARE 
TOWNSHEND 

EXPLANATORY INTRODUCTION TO ^‘RELIGIOUS 
OPINIONS BY THE LATE REVEREND 
CHAUNCEY HARE TOWNSHEND 


Mr. Chauncey Hare Townshend died in London, on the 25th oJ 
February 1868. His will contained the following passage:--- 

I appoint my friend Charles Dickens, of Gad's Hill Place, in the County 
of Kent, Esquire, my literary executor ; and beg of him to publish without 
alteration as much of my notes and reflections as may make known my 
opinions on religious matters, they being such as I verily believe would be 
conducive to the happiness of mankind." 

In pursuance of the foregoing injunction, the Literary Executor so 
appointed (not previously aware that the publication of any Religious 
Opinions would be enjoined upon him), applied himself to the examina- 
tion of the numerous papers left by his deceased friend. Some of these 
were in Lausanne, and some were in London. Considerable delay 
occurred before they could be got together, arising out of certain 
claims preferred, and formalities insisted on by the authorities of the 
Canton de Vaud. When at length the whole of his late friend’s papers 
passed into the Literary Executor’s hands, it was found that 
Opinions were scattered up and down through a variety of memoranda 
and note-books, the gradual accumulation of years and years. Many 
of the following pages were carefully transcribed, numbered, con- 
nected, and prepared for the press; but many more were dispersed 
fragments, originally written in pencil, afterwards Inked over, the 
intended sequence of which in the writer’s mind, It was extremely 
difficult to follow. These again were intermixed with journals of 
travel, fragments of poems, critical essays, voluminous correspond- 
ence, and old school-exercises and college themes, having no kind of 
connection with them. 

To publish such materials ** without alteration”, was simply im- 
possibie. But finding everywhere internal evidence that Mr* Towns- 
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head’s Religious Opiniom had been constantly meditated and recon- 
sidered with great pains and sincerity throughout his life, the Literary 
Executor carefully compiled them (always in the writer’s exact words), 
and endeavoured in piecing them together to avoid needless repetition. 
He does not doubt that Mr. Townshend held the clue to a precise plan, 
which could have greatly simplified the presentation of these views; 
and he has devoted the first section of this volume to Mr. Townshend’s 
own notes of his comprehensive intentions. Proofs of the devout spirit 
in which they were conceived, and of the sense of responsibility with 
which he worked at them, abound through the whole mass of papers. 
Mr. Townshend’s varied attainments, delicate tastes, and amiable and 
gentle nature, caused him to be beloved through life by the variously 
distinguished men who were his compeers at Cambridge long ago. 
To his Literary Executor he was always a warmly-attached and sym- 
pathetic friend. To the public, he has been a most generous bene- 
factor, both in his munificent bequest of his collection of precious 
stones in the South Kensington Museum, and in the devotion of the 
bulk of his property to the education of poor children. 






ON MR. FECHTER’S 
'ACTING 


The distinguished artist whose name is prefisced to these remarks pur- 
poses to leave England fof a professional tour in the United States. A 
few words from me, in reference to his merits as an actor, I hope 
may not be uninteresting to some readers, in advance of his publicly 
proving them before an American audience, and I know will not be 
unacceptable to my intimate friend. I state at once that Mr, Fechter 
holds tliat relation towards me ; not only because it is the fact, but also 
because our friendship originated in my public appreciation of him. I 
had studied his acting closely, and had admired it highly, both in Paris 
and in London, years before we exchanged a word. Consequently my 
appreciation is not the result of personal regard, but personal regard 
has sprung out of my appreciation. 

The first quality observable in Mr. Fechter’s acting is, that it is in the 
highest degree romantic. However elaborated in minute details, th(?re 
is always a peculiar dash and vigour in it, like the fresh atmosphere of 
the story whereof it is a part. When he is on the stage, it seems to me 
as though the story were transpiring before me for the first and last 
time. Thus there is a fervour in his love-making— a sulTusIon of his 
whole being with the rapture of his passion— -that sheds a glory on its 
object, and raises her, before the eyes of the audience, into the light in 
which he sees her. It was this remarkable power that took Paris by 
storm when he became famous in the lover’s part in the Dame aux 
CamJlfas, It is a short part, really comprised in two scenes, but, as 
he acted it (he was its original i-ep resen tative), it left its poetic and 
exalting influence on the heroine throughout the play. A woman who 
could be so loved— who could be so devotedly and romantically adored 
— had a hold upon the general sympathy with which nothing less 
absorbing and complete could have invested her. When I first saw 
this play and this actor, I could not in forming my lenient judgment 
of the heroine, forget that she had been the inspiration of a passion of 
which I had beheld such profound and affecting marks. I said to my- 
self, as a child might have said: ** A bad woman could not have been 
the object of that wonderful tenderness, could not have so subdued 
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that worshipping heart, could not have drawn su’ch tears from such a 
lover”. I am persuaded that the same effect was wrought upon the 
Parisian audiences, both consciously and unconsciously, to a. very great 
extent, and that what was morally disagreeable m the Dame aux 
Camilias first got lost in this brilliant halo of romance. I have seen 
the same play with the same part otherwise acted, and in exact degree 
as the love became dull and earthy, the heroine descended from her 
pedestals 

In Ruy Bias, in the Master of Ravenswood, and in the Lady of 
Lyons— three dramas in which Mr. Fechterlespecially shines as a 
lover, but notably in the first — this remarlcable power of surrounding 
the beloved creature, in the eyes of the audience, with the fascination 
that she has for him, is strikingly displayed. That observer must be 
cold indeed who does not feel, when Ruy Bias stands in the presence 
of the young unwedded Queen of Spain, that the air is enchanted ; or, 
when she bends over him, laying her tender touch upon his bloody 
breast, that it is better so to die than to live apart from her, and that 
she is worthy to be so died for. When the Master of Ravenswood 
declares his love to Lucy Ashton, and she hers to him, and when in a 
burst of rapture, he kisses the skirt of her dress, we feel as though we 
touched it with our lips to stay our goddess from soaring away into 
tlte very heavens. And when they plight their troth and break the 
piece of gold, it is we— not Edgar— who quickly exchange our half 
for the half she was about to hang about her neck, solely because the 
latter has for an instant touched the bosom we so dearly love. Again, 
in the Lady of Lyons: the picture on the easel in the poor cottage studio 
is not the unfinished portrait of a vain and arrogant girl, but becomes 
the sketch of a Souls high ambition and aspiration here and hereafter. 

Picturesqueness is a quality above all others pervading Mr. Fechter’s 
assumptions. Himself a skilled painter and sculptor, learned in the 
history of costume, and informing those accomplishments^ and that 
knowledge with a similar infusion of romance (for romance is insepar- 
able from the man), he is always a picture,— always a picture in its 
right place in the group, always in true composition with the back- 
ground of the scene. For picturesqueness of manner, note so trivial a 
thing as the turn of his hand in beckoning from a window, in Ruy 
Bias, to a personage down in an outer courtyard to come up; or his 
assumption of the Duke^s livery in the same scene; or his writing a 
letter from dictation. In the last scene of Victor Hugo’s noble drama, 
his bearing becomes positively inspired ; and his sudden assumption of 
the attitude of the headsman, in his denunciation of the Duke and 
threat to be his executioner, is, so far as I know, one of the most 
ferociously picturesque things conceivable on the stage. |. 

The foregoing use of the word ** ferociously” reminds me to remark j 

that this artist is a master of passionate vehemence; in which aspect 
he appears to me to represent, perhaps more than in any otl^r, an 
interesting union of characteristics of two great nations,— the French ; 

and the Anglo-Saxon. Born in London of a French mother, by a 
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German father, but reared entirely in England and in France, there is, 

in his fury, a combination of French suddenness and impressibility with 
our more slowly demonstrative Anglo-Saxon way when we get, as we 
say, **our blood up’!, that produces an intensely fiery result The 
fusion of two races is in it, and one cannot decidedly say that it belongs 
to either; but one can most decidedly say that it belongs to a powerful 
concentration of human passion and emotion, and to human nature, 

Mr. Fechter has been in the main more accustomed to speak French 
than to speak English, and therefore he speaks our language with 
a French accent. But whosoever should suppose that he does not 
speak English fluently, plainly, distinctly, and with a perfect under- 
standing of the meaning, weight, and value of every word, would be 
greatly mistaken. Not only is his knowledge of English — extending 
to the most subtle idiom, or the most recondite cant phrase — more 
extensive than that of many of us who have English for our mother- 
tongue, but his delivery of Shakespeare’s blank verse is remarkably 
facile, musical, and intelligent. To be in a sort of pain for him, as one 
sometimes is for a foreigner speaking English, or to be in any doubt 
of his having twenty synonymes at his tonguefs end if he should want 
one, is out of the question after having been of his audience. 

A few words on two of his Shakespearian impersonations, and I shall 
have indicated enough, in advance of Mr. Fechter’s presentation of 
himself. That quality of picturesqueness, on which I have already 
laid stress, is strikingly developed in his lago, and yet it is so judi- 
ciously governed that his lago is not in the least picturesque according 
to the conventional ways of frowning, sneering, diabolically grinning, 
and elaborately doing everything else that would induce Othello to 
run him through the body very early in the play. Mr. Fechter’s is the 
lago who could, and did, make friends ; who could dissect his master’s 
soul, without flourishing his scalpel as if it were a walking-stick ; who 
could overpower Emilia by other arts than a sign-of-tlie-Saracen’s-Head 
grimness ; who could be a boon companion without tpso facto warning 
all beholders off by the portentous phenomenon; who could sing a 
song and clink a can naturally enough, and stab men really in the 
dark, — not in a transparent notification of himself as going about 
seeking whom to stab. Mr. Fechter’s lago is no more in the con- 
ventional psychological mode than in the conventional hussar panta- 
loons and boots; and you shall see the picturesqueness of his wearing 
borne out in his bearing all through the tragedy down to the moment 
when he becomes invincibly and consistently dumb. 

Perhaps no innovation in Art was ever accepted with so much favour 
by so niany intellectual persons pre-committed to, and preoccupied by, 
another system, as Mr. Fechter’s Hamlet I take this to have been 
the case (as it unquestionably was in London), not because of its 
picturesqueness, not because of its novelty, not because of its many 
scattered beauties, but because of its perfect consistency with itself. 
As the animal-painter said of his favourite picture of rabbits that there 
was more nature about those rabbits than you usually found in rabbits, 
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so it may be said of Mr. Fecliter’s Hamlet, that there was more con- 
sistency about that Hamlet than you usually found in Hamlets. Its 
great and satisfying originality was in its possessing the merit of a 
distinctly conceived and executed idea. From the first appearance of 
the broken glass of fashion and mould of form, pale and worn with 
weeping for his father’s death, and remotely suspicious of its cause, to 
his final struggle with Horatio for the fatal cup, there were cohesion 
and coherence in Mr. Fechter’s view of the character. Devrient, the 
German actor, had, some years before in London, fluttered the theatrical 
doves considerably, by such changes as being seated when instructing 
the players, and like mild departures from established usage; but he 
had worn, in the main, the old nondescript dress, and had held forth, 
in the main, in the old way, hovering between sanity and madness. 

I do not remember whether he wore his hair crisply curled short, as if 
he were going to an everlasting dancing-master’s party at the Danish 
court; but I do remember that most other Hamlets since the great 
Kemble had been bound to do so. Mr. Fechter’s Hamlet, a pale, woe- 
begone Norseman with long flaxen hair, wearing a strange garb never 
associated with the part upon the English stage (if ever seen there at 
all) and making a piratical swoop upon the whole fleet of little theatrical 
prescriptions without meaning, or, like Dr. Johnson’s celebrated friend, 
with only one idea in them, and that a wrong one, never could have 
achieved its extraordinary success but for its animation by one pervad- 
ing purpose, to which all changes were made intelligently subservient. 
The bearing of this purpose on the treatment of Ophelia, on the death 
of Polonius, and on the old student fellowship between Hamlet and 
Horatio, was exceedingly striking; and the difference between pictu- 
res<|ueness of stage arrangement for mere stage effect, and for the 
elucidation of a meaning, was well displayed in there having been a 
gallery of musicians at the Play, and in one of them passing on his 
way out, with his instrument in his hand, when Hamlet, seeing it, 
took it from him, to point his talk with Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. 

This leads me to the observation with which I have all along desired 
to conclude: that Mr. Fechter’s romance and picturesqueness are 
always united to a true artist’s intelligence, and a true artist’s training 
in a true artist’s spirit. He became one of the company of the Thdtee 
Frangais when he was a very young man, and he has cultivated his 
natural gifts in the best schools. I cannot wish my friend a better 
audience than he will have in the American people, and I cannot wish 
them a better actor than they will have in my friend. 
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